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lir  adding  to  our  edition  of  G>Ieridge's  Poems,  his  Prose  works,  we  have 
thought  proper  to  confine  the  collection  to  his  acknowledged  works,  as 
they  were  publbhed  with  his  own  final  revision.  The  "  Table  Talk, 
"  Letters,  Conversations,  and  Recollections,"  and  the  ''  Literary  Remains, 
published  since  his  decease,  afford  the  isost  remarkable  specimens  of  what 
IS  technically  called  ''book-making,"  which  have  appeared  in  modern 
times.  The  most  cursory  examination  of  them  must  satisfy  any  candid 
person  that  they  form  no  exception  to  the  general  rule  which  excludes 
such  compilations  from  a  permanent  place  in  any  collection  of  a  great 
author's  works.  They  are  made  up  chiefly  of  recoUected  conversations, 
imperfect  notes  of  lectures,  and  notes  written  on  the  margins  of  the 
books  in  his  library.  Not  a  single  complete  treatise  —  not  even  a  finished 
essay,  can  be  found  in  the  volumes.  The  reader  will  therefore  not  be 
surprised  at  their  having  been  wholly  excluded  from  this  collection.  The 
same  principle  has  caused  the  exclusion  of  several  pamphlets  relating  to 
local  and  temporary  politics. 


PniilKil  by  T.  K   &  P.  (3.  Cnlliiw. 


Jitemofr  $C  Sfeamtiel  eafilot  eoletf^se* 


No  writer  of  the  age  wu  more  the  theme  of 
fUMgync  by  his  fnends,  and  of  oenmire  by  his 
enemiea,  than  Coleridge.  It  baa  been  the  eustom  of 
the  ftrmar  to  injare  him  by  extravagant  praise,  and 
of  the  latter  to  poor  opoo  hia  bead  rnnch  onmerited 
abuie.  Coleridge  has  left  so  mueh  undone  which 
bis  talents  and  genius  would  ha^  enabled  him  to 
effect,  ind  has  done  on  the  whole  so  little,  that  he 
Ins  given  his  foes  apparent  foundation  for  some 
of  their  ritnperation.  His  natural  character,  how- 
ever, was  indolent ;  he  was  far  more  ambitions 
of  excelling  in  conversation,  and  of  pouring  out 
his  vUd  philosophical  theories — of  discoursing 
about 

Flx^  fhtc,  free-will,  foreknowledf e  absolute— 

the  mysteries  of  Kant,  and  the  dreams  of  meta- 
phjiial  Tanity,  than  **in  biulding  the  lofty 
thjme.**  Hb  poems,  however,  which  have  been 
recently  eoBected,  form  several  vohmies ;— and  the 
beauly  of  sonie  of  his  pieces  so  amply  redeems 
the  extravagance  of  others,  that  there  can  be  but 
one  regret  respecting  him,  namely,  that  he  shotfld 
have  preferred  the  shortlived  perishing  applause 
bestowed  npon  his  conversation,  to  the  lasting 
renown  attending  successful  poetical  efibrts.  Not 
boot  that  Coleiidge  may  ky  claim  to  the  praise  dtie 
to  ft  saeccssffal  worship  of  the  muses;  for  as  long 
u  the  English  language  endures,  his  **  Genevieve** 
tad  "  Andeut  Mariner**  will  be  read:  but  he  has 
been  content  todo  ftr  less  than  his  abilities  dearly 
demonstrate  him  able  to  effect 

Samnel  l^ykr  Coleridge  was  bom  at  Ottery 
Saint  Mary,  a  town  of  Devonshire,  in  1773.  His 
fttfaer,  the  Rev.  John  Coleridge,  was  vicar  there, 
^▼ing  been  previously  a  schoolmaster  at  South 
Molton.  He  is  said  to  have  been  a^peraon  of  con- 
nderable  learning,  and  to  have  published  several 
OHtysin  fugitive  publications.  He  assisted  Dr. 
Ksonioat  in  edlating  his  manuscripts  for  a 
Hebrew  bible,  and,  among  other  things,  wrote 
&  dissertation  on  the  ''Asyo;.*'  He  was  also 
tiic  aotbor  of  an  excellent  Latin  grammar.  He 
M  in  1782,  at  the  age  of  sixty-two,  much 
'^fretted,  leaving  a  considerable  family,  of 
*bieh  nearly  all  the  memlbrs  are  since  de- 
ceued. 

Coleridge  was  educated  at  (Jurist's  Hospital- 
■cbool,  London.  The  smallness  of  his  .  father *s 
hviog  and  large  ftmily  tendered  the  strictest 
ccooomy  necessary.  At  this  excellent  seminary 
be  was  soon  discovered  to  be  a  boy  of  talent,  ec- 
Mitric  bat  acute.  According  to  his  own  state- 
Bisnt,  the  nuuiter,  the  Rev.  J.  Bowyer,  was  a  severe 


disciplinarian  sfler  the  inane  practice  of  English 
grammar-school  modes,  but  was  fond  of  encour- 
aging genius,  even  in  the  lads  he  flagellated  most 
unmerdfuUy.  He  taught  with  assiduity,  and  di- 
rected the  tasto  of  youth  to  the  beauties  of  the 
better  classical  authors,  and  to  comparisons  of  one 
with  another.  •^He  habituated  me,**  sayfe  Cole 
ridge,  **  to  compare  Lucretius,  Terence,  snd  above 
all  the  chaste  poems  of  Cstollus,  not  only  with  the 
Roman  poets  of  the  so  called  silver  and  braxen 
ages,  but  with  even  those  of  the  Augustan  era; 
and,  on  grounds  of  plain  sense  and  universal  logic, 
to  see  and  assert  the  superiority  of  the  former,  in 
the  truth  and  nativeness  both  of  their  thoughts  and 
diction.  At  the  same  time  that  we  were  studying 
the  Greek  tragic  poets,  he  n»de  us  read  Shak- 
speare  and  Milton  as  lessons ;  and  they  were  the 
lessons  too  which  required  most  time  and  trouble 
to  bring  up,  so  as  to  escape  his  censure.  I  learned 
from  him  that  poetry,  even  that  of  the  loftiest,  and 
seemingly  that  of  the  wildest  odes,  had  a  logic  of 
its  own,  as  severe  as  that  of  science,  and  more 
difficult;  because  more  subtle  and  complex,  and 
dependent  on  more  and  more  fugitive  causes.  In 
our  English  compositions  (at  least  for  the  last 
three  years  of  our  schod  education)  he  showed  no 
mercy  to  phrase,  miage,  or  metaphor,  unsupported 
by  a  sound  sense,  or  where  the  same  sense  might 
have  been  conveyed  with  equal  force  and  dignity 
in  plainer  words.  Lute,  harp,  and  lyre,  muse, 
muses,  and  inspirations — Pegasus,  Parnassus  and 
Hippocrene,  were  all  an  abomination  to  him.  In 
fancy,  I  can  almost  hear  him  now  exclaiming-^ 
*  Harp !  harp!  lyre !  pen  and  ink,  boy,  you  mean ! 
muse,  boy,  muse!  your  nurse*8  daughter,  you 
mean !  Pierian  spring !  O  ay !  the  cloister  pump, 
I  suppose.*  **  In  his  *'  Literary  Life,**  Coleridge 
has  gone  into  the  conduct  of  his  master  at  great 
length ;  and,  compared  to  the  majority  of  peda 
gogues  who  ruled  in  grammar-schools  at  that  time, 
he  seems  to  have  been  a  singular  and  most  honor- 
able exception  among  them.  He  sent  his  pupils  to 
the  university  excellent  Greek  and  Latin  scholars, 
with  some  knowledge  of  Hebrew,  and  a  consider- 
able  insight  into  the  construction  and  beauties  of 
their  vernacular  language  and  its  most  distin- 
guished writers — a  rare  addition  to  their  classical 
acquirements  in  such 'foundations. 

It  was  owing  to  a  present  made  to  Coleridge  of 
Bowles*  sonnets  by  a  schcol-fellow  (the  late  Dr 
Middleton)  while  a  boy  of  17,  that  he  was  drawn 
away  from  theological  controversy  and  wild  meta- 
physics to  the  charms  of  poetry.  He  transcribed 
these  sonnets  no  less  than  forty  times  in  eighteen 
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months,  in  ordor  to  make  pfeients  of  them  to  his 
friends ;  and  about  the  same  period  he  wrote  his 
Ode  to  ChtUterton,  **  Nothing  else,"  he  says, 
**  pleased  me ;  history  and  particular  facts  lost  all 
interest  in  my  mind."  Poetry  had  become  in- 
sipid ;  ail  hb  ideas  were  directed  lo  fab  fiivorite 
theological  subjects  and  mysticisms,  until  Bowles* 
sonnets,  and  an  acquaintance  with  a  very  agreeable 
&mUy,  recalled  him  to  more  pleasant  paths,  o(Mn- 
bincd  with  perhaps  &r  more  of  rational  pursuits. 

When  eighteen  years  of  age,  Coleridge  remoyed 
to  Jeeus  College,  Cambridge.  It  does  not  appear 
thai  he  obtained  or  even  struggled  for  academic 
honors.  From  excess  of  animal  spirits,  he  was 
rather  a  noisy  youth,  whose  general  conduct  was 
better  than  that  of  many  of  his  feUow-ooUegiana, 
md  as  good  as  most:  his  follies  were  more  remark- 
able only  a^  being  thoae  of  a  more  remarkable 
personage;  and  if  he  could  be  accused  of  a  vice,  it 
most  be  sooght  for  in  the  tittle  attention  he  was 
inclined  to  pay  to  the  dictates  of  sobriety.  It  is 
known  that  he  assisted  a  friend  in  composing  an 
essay  on  English  poetry  while  at  that  University ; 
that  he  was  not  unmindful  of  the  muses  himself 
while  there ;  and  that  he  regretted  the  loss  of  the 
leisure  and  quiet  he  had  found  within  its  precincts. 

In  the  month  of  November,  1793,  while  laboring 
under  a  paroxysm  of  despair,  brought  on  by  the 
combined  effects  of  pecuniary  difficulties  and  love 
of  a  young  lady,  sister  of  a  school-fellow,  he  set 
off  for  L(mdon  with  a  party  of  collegians,  and 
passed  a  short  time  there  in  joyous  conviviality. 
On  his  return  to  Cambridge,  he  remained  but  a 
few  days,  and  then  abandoned  it  for  ever.  He 
again  directed  his  steps  towards  the  metropolis, 
and  tliere,  after  indulging  somewhat  freely  in  the 
pleasures  of  the  bottle,  and  wandering  about  the 
various  streete  and  squares  in  a  state  of  mind 
nearly  approaching  to  firenzy,  he  finished  by  enlist- 
ing in  the  15th  dragoons,  under  the  name  of  Clum- 
berbacht  Here  he  continued  some  time,  the 
wonder  of  his  comrades,  and  a  subject  of  mystery 
and  curiosity  to  his  officers.  While  engaged  in 
watching  a  sick  comrade,  which  he  did  night  and 
day,  he  is  said  to  have  got  involved  in  a  dispute 
with  the  regimental  surgeon ;  but  the  disciple  of 
Esculapius  hud  no  chance  with  the  foUower  of 
the  muses ;  he  was  astounded  and  put  to  flight  by 
the  profound  erudition  and  astonishing  eloquence 
of  his  antagsnist  His  friends  at  length  found 
him  out,  and  procured  his  discharge. 

In  1794,  Coleridge  published  a  small  volume  of 
poems,  which  were  much  praised  by  the  critics  of 
the  time,  though  it  appears  they  abounded  in  ob- 
ouritics  and  ejuthets  too  common  with  young 
writers.  He  also  published,  in  the  same  year, 
while  residing  at  Bristol,  ''  The  Fall  of  Robes- 
pierre, an  Historic  Drama,"  which  displayed  6on- 
sidcrable  talent  It  was  i^itten  in  ooigunction 
witli  Southey;  and  what  is  remarkabk)  in  this 


composition  is,  that  they  began  it  at  7  o*clock  one 
evening,  finished  it  the  next  day  by  12  o'clock 
noQo,  and  the  day  alter,  it  was  printed  and  pub- 
lished.  Hie  language  is  vigorous,  and  the  tpeecbcB 
are  well  put  together  and  correctly  venafiedw^ 
Coleridge  also,  in  the  Winter  of  that  year,  detivered 
a  course  of  lectures  on  the  French  revolution,  it 
Bristol 

On  leaving  the  Univenity,  Coleridge  was  fv. 
of  enthusiasm  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  oocu 
pied  with  the  idea  of  the  regeneration  of  mankind 
He  found  ardent  coadjutors  in  the  same  enthnst 
astic  undertaking  in  Robert  Lovell  and  Robe« 
Southey,  the  present  courtly  laureate.  This  youth 
ful  triumvirate  proposed  schemes  for  regenerating 
the  world,  even  before'  their  educations  were  com- 
pleted ;  and  dreamed  of  happy  lives  in  aboriginal 
forests,  republics  on  the  Mississif^i,  and  a  newly- 
dreamed  philanthropy.    In  order  to  carry  their 
ideas  into  effisct  they  began  operations  at  Bristol, 
and  were  reoeived  with  considerable  applause  by 
several  inhabituite  of  that  commercial  city,  which, 
however  remarkable  for  traffic,  has  been  frequently 
styled  the  Boeotia  of  the  west  of  England.  ^  Here, 
in  1795,  Coleridge  published  two  pamphlets,  one 
called  **  Consciones  ad  Pppolum,  or  addresses  to 
the  people  ;**  the  other,  ^  A  protest  against  certain 
bills  (then   pending)  for   suppressing    seditioaa 
n^etings.** 

WThe  charm  of  the  political  regeneration  of  na 
tions,  though  thus  warped  for  a  moment,  was  not 
broken.  Coleridge,  Lovell  and  Southey,  finding 
the  old  world  would  not  be  reformed  afler  theii 
mode,  determined  to  try  and  found  a  new  one,  ia 
which  all  was  to  be  liberty  and  happiness.  The 
deep  woods  of  America  were  to  be  the  site  of  this 
new  gdden  region.  There  all  the  evils  of  Eu- 
ropean society  were  to  be  remedied,  property  was 
to  be  in  common,  and  every  man  a  legislator.  The 
name  of  **  Pantisocracy**  was  bestowed  npon  the 
favored  scheme,  while  yet  it  existed  only  in  imagi. 
nation.  Unborn  ages  of  human  happiness  present- 
ed themselves  before  the  triad  of  p|iilosophioaS 
founders  of  Utopian  empires,  while  they  were 
dreaming  of  human  perfectibility  :*-a  harmless 
dream  at  least,  and  an  aspiration  afler  better  things 
than  lifo*M  realities,  which  is  the  best  that  can  be 
said  for  it  In  the  midst  of  these  plans  of  vast 
import,  the  three  philosophers  fell  in  kve  with 
three  sisters  of  Bristol,  named  Flicker  (one  of 
them,  afterwaids  Mrs.  Lovell,  an  actress  of  the 
Bristol  theatre,  another  a  mantna-maker,  and  the 
third  kept  a  day-school),  and  all  their  visions  of 
immortal  freedom  faded  into  thln.air.  They  mar 
ried,  and  occiuicd  themselves  with  the  increase 
of  the  corrupt  race  of  the  old  world,  instead  of 
peopling  the  new.  Thus,  unhappily  for  America 
and  mankind,  failed  the  scheme  of  the  Pantisoc: 
racy,  on  which  at  one  time  so  much  of  human 
happiness  and  political  regeneration  was  by  its 

6 


MEMOItt  O^  SAMUEL  TAYLOR  COLERIDGE. 


▼11 


feandBiB  beliered  to  depend.  None  have  revived 
tbe  phmtuy  nnce;  bat  Coleridge  hat  lived  to 
•ober  domi  his  early  eztravaifant  views  of  political 
freedom  into  something  like  a  disavowal  of  having 
held  them ;  but  he  has  never  changed  into  a  ibe 
of  the  generoos  principles  of  human  freedom, 
which  he  ever  espoused ;  while  Southey  has  be- 
came the  enemy  of  pc^tical  and  religious  freedom^ 
the  Rapporter  and  advocate  of  arbitrary  measures 
m  eluirch  and  state,  and  the  vituperator  of  all  who 
npport  the  recorded  principles  of  his  early  years. 

About  this  time,  and  with  the  same  object, 
uundy,  to  spread  the  principles  of  true  liberty, 
Coleridge  began  a  weekly  paper  called  **The 
Watchman,"  which  only  reacbecj  its  ninth  num- 
ber, though  the  editor  set  out  on  his  travels  to  pro- 
core  subscribers  among  the  friends  of  the  doc 
trines  he  espoused,  and  visited  Birmingham, 
Haachester,  Derby,  Nottingham,  and  Shield, 
ftr  the  purpose.  The  failure  of  this  paper  was  a 
were  mortification  to  the  projector.  No  ground 
was  gained  on  the  score  of  liberty,  though  about 
the  nme  time  his  sell^ove  was  flattered  by  the 
necem  of  a  volume  of  poems,  which  he  repub- 
Gafaed,  with  some  communications  from  his  friends 
Lamb  and  Lloyd. 

Coleridge  married  Miss  Sarah  Fricker  in  tlie 
aatmnn  of  1795,  and  in  the  following  year  his 
eldest  son.  Hartley,  was  bom.  Two  more  sons, 
Berkley  and  Derwent,  were  the  fruits  of  this  union. 
In  1797,  he  resided  at  Nether  Stowcy,  a  village 
near  firidgewater,  in  Somersetshire,  and  wrote 
there  in  the  spring,  at  the  desire  of  Sheridan,  a 
tragedy,  which  was,  in  1813,  brought  out  under 
the  tide  of  **  Remorse :"  the  name  it  originally 
bore  was  Osoriob  There  were  some  circumstances 
in  this  business  that  led  to  a  suspicion  of  Sheridan*8 
not  having  acted  with  any  great  regard  to  truth 
or  feeling.  During  his  residence  here,  Coleridge 
was  m  the  habit  of  preaching  every  Sunday,  at  the 
Unitarian  Chapel  in  Taunton,  and  was  greatly 
nspectod  by  the  better  class  of  his  neighbors.  He 
enjojed  the  friendship  of  Wordsworth,  who  lived 
at  AlUbxden,  about  two  miles  from  Stowey,  and 
was  oocasianally  visited  by  Charles  Lamb,  John 
ThehraD,  and  other  congenial  spirits.  **The 
Birook,**  a  poem  that  he  planned  about  this  period, 
^  wif  never  completed. 

Coleridge  had  married  before  he  possessed  the 
UMans  of  supporting  a  family,  and  he  depended 
Dfiaeipally  for  subsistei\ce,  at  Stowey,  upon  his 
uteraiy  labors,  the  remuneration  for  which  could 
be  tat  scanty.  At  length,  in  1798,  the  kind  patron- 
age of  the  late  Thomas  Wedgwood,  Esq.,  who 
gnsted  him  a  pension  of  1002.  a-ycar,  enabled 
hini  to  plan  a  visit  to  Germany;  to  which  country 
he  preoeeded  with  Wordsworth,  and  studied  the 
iup^e  at  Rafawbnrg,  and.  then  went  to  Gottin* 
rn-  He  there  ■Hwitnil  Hm  leetuiM  of  Blumen- 


bach  on  natural  history  and  physiology,  and  the 
lectures  of  Eichhom  on  the  New  Testament;  and 
fix>m  professor  Tychven  he  learned  the  Gothic 
grammar.  He  read  the  Minnesinger  and  the 
verses  of  Hans  Sachs,  the  Nuremberg  cobbler,  but 
^his  time  was  principally  devoted  to  literature  and 
philosophy.  At  the  end  of  his  **  Biograpliia  Liter 
aria,**  Coleridge  has  published  some  letters,  which 
relate  to  his  sojourn  in  Germany.  He  sailed,  Sep- 
tember 16th,  1798,  and  on  the  19th  knded  at  Ham- 
burgh. It  was  on  the  SOth  of  the  same  month 
that  he  says  he  was  introduced  to  the  brother  of 
the  great  poet  Klopstock,  to  professor  Ebeling, 
and  ultimately  to  th^  poet  himself.  He  had  an 
impression  of  awe  on  his  spirits  when  he  set  out 
to  visit  the  German  Milton,  whose  humble  house 
stood  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  city  gate. 
He  was  much  disappointed  in  the  countenance  of 
Klopstock,  which  was  inexpressive,  and  without 
peculiarity  in  any  of  the  features.  Kk>pstock  was 
lively  and  courteous;  talked  of  Milton  and  Glover, 
and  preferred  the  verse  of  the  latter  to  the  former, 
— a  very  curious  mistake,  but  natural  enough  in  a 
foreigner.  He  spoke  with  indignation  of  the  Eng- 
lish translations  of  his  Messiah.  He  said  his  first 
ode  was  fiAy  years  older  than  his  last,  and  hoped 
Coleridge  would  revenge  him  on  Englishmen  by 
tranalating  his  Messiah. 

On  his  return  from  Germany,  Coleridge  went  to 
reside  at  Keswick,  in  Cumberland.  He  had  made 
a  great  addition  to  his  stock  of  knowledge,  and  he 
seems  to  have  spared  no  pains  to  store  up  what 
was  either  useful  or  speculative.  He  had  become 
master  of  most  of  the  early  German  writers,  or 
rather  of  the  state  of  early  German  literature.  He 
dived  deeply  into  the  mystical  stream  of  Teutonic 
philosophy.  There  the  predilections  of  his  earlier 
years  no  doubt  came  upon  him  in  aid  of  his 
researches  into  a  labyrinth  which  no  human  clue 
will  ever  unravel ;  or  which  were  one  found  ca- 
pable of  so  doing,  would  reveal  a  mighty  nothing* 
Long,  he  says,  while  meditating  in  Engknd,  had 
his  heart  been  with  Paul  and  John,  and  his  head 
with  Spinoza.  He  then  became  convinced  of  the 
doctrine  of  St  Paul,  and  from  an  anti  trinitarian 
bccatae  a  believer  in  the  Trinity^  and  in  Chris- 
tianity as  commonly  received ;  or,  to  use  his  own 
word,  found  a  **  re-oonverslon.**  Yet,  for  all  his 
arguments  on  the  subject,  he  had  better  liave 
retained  his  early  creed,  and  saved  the  time  wasted 
in  travelling  back  to  exactly  the  same  point  where 
he  set  out,  for  he  finds  that  faith  necessary  at  last 
which  he  had  been  taught,  in  his  church,  was 
necessary  at  his  first  ouiKt  in  life.  His  arguments, 
pro  and  eon,  not  being  of  use  to  ai\y  of  the  cum 
munity,  andithe  exclusive  property  of  their  owner, 
he  had  only  to  look  back  upon  his  laborious  trifling, 
as  Grotius  did  upon  his  own  toils,  when  death  waa 
upon  him.     Metaphysics  are  mo^t  unprafitaUt 
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thmg8 ;  as  political  economiflts  saj^  their  labon 
are  of  the  most  *'  unproduct'*  e  class*^  in  the  com- 
munity of  thinkers. 

The  next  step  of  our  poet  in  a  life  which  seems 
to  have  had  no  settled  object,  but  to  have  been 
steered  compassless  along,  was  to  undertake  the 
political  and  literary  departments  of  the  Moming 
Post  newspaper,  and  in  the  duties  of  this  situation 
he  was  engaged  in  the  spring  of  1802.  No  man 
was  less  fitted  for  a  popular  writer ;  and,  in  com- 
mon  with  his  early  connexions,  Coleridge  seems 
to  have  had  no  fixed  political  principles  that  the 
public  could  understand,  tliough  he  perhaps  was 
able  to  reconcile  in  his  own  bosom  all  that  others 
might  imagine  contradictory,  and  no  doubt  he  did 
so  conscientiously.  His  style  and  manner  of 
writing,  the  learning  and  depth  of  his  disquisitions 
for  ever  came'  into  play,  and  rendered  him  unin- 
telligible, or,  what  is  equally  fatal,  unreadable  to 
the  mass.  It  was  singular,  too,  that  he  disclosed 
in  his  biography  so  strongly  his  unsettled  potiticaJ 
principles,  which  showed  that  he  had  not  studied 
politics  as  he  had  studied  poetry,  Kant,  and  the- 
ology The  public  of  each  party  looks  upon  a 
political  writer  as  a  sort  of  champion  round  whom 
it  rallies,  and  feels  it  impossible  to  follow  the 
changeable  leader,  or  applaud  the  addresses  of  him 
who  is  inconsistent  or  wavering  in  principles :  it 
will  not  back  out  any  but  the  firm  unflinching 
partisan.  In  truth,  what  an  ill  compliment  do 
men  pay  to  their  own  judgment,  when  they  run 
counter  to,  and  shift  about  fi*om  points  they  have 
declared  in  indelible  ink  are  founded  on  truth  and 
reason  irrefutable  and  eternal !  They  must  either 
have  been  superficial  smatterers  in  what  they  first 
promulgated,  and  have  appeared  prematurely  in 
print,  or  they  must  be  tinctured  with  something 
like  the  hue  of  uncrimsoned  apostasy.  The  mem- 
bers of  what  is  called  the  ^  Lake  School**  have 
been  more  or  less  strongly  marked  with  this  re- 
TO^ensible  change  of  poFitical  creed,  but  Coleridge 
the  least  of  them.  In  truth  he  got  nothing  by  any 
change  he  ventured  upon,  and,  what  is  more,  he 
expected  nothing ;  the  world  is  therefore  bound  to 
say  of  him  what  cannot  be  said  of  his  friends,  if  it 
be  true,  that  it  believes  most  cordially  in  his  sin- 
cerity— and  .that  his  obliquity  in  politics  was 
caused  by  his  superficial  knowledge  of  them,  and 
nis  devotion  of  his  high  mental  powers  to  difierent 
questions.  Notwithstanding  this,  those  who  will 
not  make  a  candid  allowance  for  him,  have  ex- 
pressed wonder  how  the  autiior  of  the  **  Con9eume$ 
ad  Populum^**  and  the  **  Watchman,**  the  fnend 
of  freedom,  and  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Pantis* 
ocraey,  could  afterwards  regard  the  drivdUng  and 
chicanery  of  the  pettifogging  niinister,  Perceval, 
as  glorious  in  British  political  hislbry,  and  he 
oiAiself  as  the  **  best  and  wisest**  of  ministers ! 
Although  Coleridge  avowed  his  belief  that  be 
was  not  calculated  fiir  a  popular  writer,  he  en- 


deavored to  show  that  his  own  writings  in  tbi 
Morning  Poet  were  greatly  influential  on  the  pub- 
lic mind.  Coleridge  himself  confessed  that  hia 
Morning  Poet  essays,  though  written  in  defenoa 
or  furtherance  of  the  measures  of  the  govemment| 
added  nothing  to  his  fortune  or  reputation.  How 
should  they  have  been  effective,  when  their  writer, 
who  not  long  before  addressed  the  people,  and 
echoed  fVom  his  compositions  the  principles  of  firee- 
dom  and  the  rights  of  the  people,  now  wrote  with 
scorn  of  **  mob-sycophants,**  and  of  the  **half>wit. 
ted  vulgar  ?**  It  is  a  consolation  to  know  that  our 
author  himself  lamented  the  waste  of  his  manhood 
and  intellect  iu  this  way.  What  might  he  not 
have  given  to  the  world  that  is  enduring  and  ad- 
mirable, in  the  room  of  these  misplaced  political 
lucubrations !  Who  that  has  read  his  better  works 
will  not  subscribe  to  this  truth  7 

His  translation  of  Schiller's  Wallensteui  may  be 
denominated  a  free  one,  and  is  finely  executed 
It  is  impossible  to  give  in  the  Ehxglish  language  a 
more  effective  idea  of  the  work  of  the  great  Ger- 
man dramatist  This  version  was  made  from  a 
copy  which  the  author  himself  afterwards  revised 
and  altered,  and  the  translator  subsequently  re- 
published his  version  in  a  more  correct  fitrm,  with 
the  additional  passages  and  alterations  of  Schiller. 
This  translation  will  long  remain  as  the  most 
effective  which  has  been  achieved  of  the  works 
of  the  German  dramatists  in  the  British  tongue. 

The  censure  which  has  been  cast  upon  our  poet 
for  not  writing  more  which  is  worthy  of  his  repa- 
tation,  has  been  met  by  his  enumeration  of  what 
he  has  done  in  all  ways  and  times;  and,  in 
truth,  he  wrote  a  vast  deal  which  possed  un- 
noticed, upon  fleeting  politics,  and  in  newspaper 
columns,  literary  as  well  as  politicaL  To  the 
world  these  last  go  for  nothing,  though  the  author 
calculated  the  thought  and  labor  they  cost  him  at 
full  value.  He  conceded  something,  however,  to 
the  prevailing  idea  respecting  him,  when  he  said, 
**  On  my  own  account,  I  may  perhaps  have  had 
sufficient  reason  to  lament  my  deficiency  in  self^ 
control,  and  the  neglect  of  concentrating  my  pow- 
ers to  the  realization  of  some  permanent  work.  But 
to  verse,  rather  than  to  prose,  if  to  either,  belongs 
*■  the  voice  of  mourning,*  fiur 

Keen  pangs  of  love  awakening  as  a  babe 
.  Turbulent,  witli  an  outcry  in  tbe  lieart, 
And  feara  self-wlll'd  that  ahuna'd  the  sfs  of  hope.. 
And  hope  that  searae  could  know  itself  fhMn  fear; 
Sense  of  past  3-outh,  and  manhood  come  in  vain. 
And  genius  given  and  knowledge  won  in  vain, 
And  all  which  I  had  culPd  in  wood-waiks  wild. 
And  aU  which  patient  toil  bad  rearVi,  and  all 
Commune  with  thee  had  open'd  out— but  floweis 
Strew'd  on  my  corpse,  and  borne  upon  my  bier, 
In  the  same  coffin;  fbr  the  self-same  gravel 

a.  T.  C- 

In  another  part  of  his  works,  Coleridge  says 
speaking  of  what  in  poetry  he  had  written,  ''as  to 
myselff  I  have  pubUshed  so  fittie,  anu  that  Kttla 
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if  m  fittie  napfrtiiMe,  m  to  make  it  almoBt  ludi- 
craoi  lo  mention  my  name  at  aU."  It  is  evident, 
tfaerefiiie,  tiiat  a  aense  of  what  he  mi/(ht  have  done 
hi  &niei  and  of  the  little  he  hod  done,  was  felt 
hj  the  poet ;  and  yet,  the  little  he  did  produce  has 
among  it  gems  of  the  purest  lustre,  the  brilliancy 
of  which  time  will  not  deaden  until  the  universal 
Toice  of  nature  he  heard  no  longer,  and  poetry 
perish  beneath  the  dull  load  of  lifers  hackneyed 
realities*  |  . 

The  poem  of  tChristabeL7Coleridge  says,  was 
compoted  in  oonsequenc^n  an  agreement  witlr 
Kr.  Wordsworth,  that  they  should  mutually  pro- 
duce specimeng  of  poetry  which  should  contain 
**  the  power  <^  exciting  the  sympathy  of  the  reader, 
by  a  &ithfiil  adherence  to  the  troth  of  natare,  and 
tbt  power  of  giving  the  interest  of  novelty  by 
the  nuMMfying  ocdors  of  imagination*  The  sodden 
charm,  which  accidents  of  liglit  and  shade,  which 
mMB^light  er  sun-set  diAised  over  a  known  and 
fknitiar  landscape,  appeared  to  represent  the  prac 
tehiKty  of  eontibiniiig  both."  fVvther  he  oh- 
«rves  en  ttaa  thoogfat,  ''that  a  series  of  poems 
Hight  ba  oompoaed  of  two  sorts.  In  the  one,  the 
and  agento  wece  to  be,  in  part  at  least, 
and  the  exeelleiiee  to  be  aimed  at 
«Bs  to  ooQsist  in  the  interasttng  of  the  affiMstioos 
by  the  draaatie  tnAfa  of  snch  erostiotts  as  would 
natnaly  aieeompm  sneh  Atoations>  sopposmg 
them  seal,  elc.^^^4|ie  sseond  class,  subjects 
to  be  chosen  frsm  ordinaxy  lift.**  Thus,  it 
cngjaatod  the  poems  of  the  **  Ancient 
Maaaff*"  and  ^Christabel,"  by  Coleridge,  and 
the  '^Lydeal  Ballads*'  of  Wordsworth. 

Flechaps  tbei«  is  no  English  writer  living  who 
nndastood  better  than  Coleridge  the  elemento  of 
poetry,  and  the  way  in  which  they  may  be  best 
*  eoniUned  to  produce  certain  impressions.  His 
^finitions  of  the  merito  and  diSerencee  in  style 
ind  poetic  genios,  between  the  earliest  and  latest 
writers  of  his  ooontry,  are  superior  to  those  which 
taj  one  dse  has  it  in  his  power  to  make ;  for,  in 
tnidiihelang  and  deeply  meditated  upon  them, 
and  no  one  can  be  dissatisfied  by  the  reasons  he 
fivci,  and  the  examples  he  furnishes,  to  bear  out 
liis  theories  and  opinions.  These  things  he  did 
IS  wdl  or  bettor  in  conversation  than  in  writing. 
His  ccnversatiooal  powers  were  indeed  unrivalled, 
tad  it  is  to  be  feared  that  to  excel  in  these,  he 
ncrifieed  what  was  more  durable;  and  that  he 
rengned,  Ibr  the  pleasure  of  gratifying  an  attentive 
Ustening  circle,  and  pleasing  thereby  his  self-love 
bj  its  appianse,  much  that  would '  have  delighted 
tbe  worid.  His  flow  of  words,  delivery,  and  va- 
riety of  infitfmatian  were  so  great,  and  he  found 
it  10  captivating  to  enchain  his  auditors  to  the  oar 
of  bit  triumphant  eloqoenoa,  that  he  sacrifloed  to 
iMs  gralttieatien  what  might  haw  suffieed  to 
eoafer  upon  him  a  celebrity  a  thousand  times 
tobs  ecveted  by  a  eiMrit  akm  to  his  own* 


It  is  equally  oreditaUe  to  the  taste  and  judgmeal 
of  Ooleiidyi,  that  he  was  one  of  the  first  to  point 
out,  with  temper  and  sound  reasoning,  the  fidlacy 
of  a  great  portion  of  WordswQrth*s  poetic  theory 
namely,  that  which  relates  to  low  life.    Words- 
worth contended  that  a  proper  poetic  diction  Is  a 
language  taken  from  the  mouths  of  men  m  gene- 
ral, in  their  natural  converaation  under  tbe  inflo- 
enoe  of  natural  feelings.  Coleridge  wisely  asserted, 
that  philosophers  are  the  authors  of  the  best  parte 
of  language,  not  clowns ;  and  that  Milton's  lan- 
guage is  more  that  of  real  life  than  the  languagt 
of  a  cottager.    This  subject  he  has  most  ably 
treated  in  chapter  17  of  his  BMrrsnlia  LUermria, 
Two  years  after  he  had  abandoned  the  Morning 
Post^  he  set  off  nir  Malta,  where  he  most  unex- 
pectedly arrived  on  a  visit  to  his  fKcnd  Dr.  Stodartt 
then  king's  advocate  in  that  islaBd,  and  was  n^ 
troduced  by  him  to  the  Governor,  (SKr  Alexandar 
Ball,  who  appointed  him  his  secretary.  .  He  re- 
mained in  the  island  fViMlling  the  duties  of  hk 
situation,  ftr  which  he  seems  to  have  been  bat 
indifferently  qualiAed,  a  very  short  period.    One 
advantage,  however,  he  derived  finm  his  officii! 
employ :  that  of  tibe  pension  granted  by  Goven^ 
ment  to  these  who  have  served  in  similar  situa- 
tions.   On  his  way  hems  he  visited  Italy;  entered 
Rome,  and  examined  ite  host  of  ancient  and  mod^ 
em  curiosities,  and  added  fireah  mailer  fer  thoogfat 
to  his  rabidly  aooomulating  store  of  ideas.    Of 
this  visit  he  gives  several  anecdotes;  among  them 
one  retpecting  the  horns  ofrMosas  on  Michael 
Angelo*s  celebrated  stotoe  of  that  lawgiver,  in 
tended  to  elucidate  the  character  of  Frenchmen 
Coleridge  was  all  his  life  a  hater  of  France  and 
Frenchmen,  aiismg  fhnn  his  belief  in  their  being 
comidetely  destitute  of  moral  or  poetical  feeling. 
A  Prussian,  who  was  with  him  while  looking  upon 
the  statue,  observed  that  a  Frenchman  was  the  only 
animal,  **  in  the  human  shape,  that  by  no  possi- 
bility can  lift  itKlf  up  to  religion  or  poetry.'*    A 
fbolkh  and  untrue  remark  cm  the  countrymen  of 
Fenelon  and  Pascal,  of  Massillon  and  CoraeilIe> 
Just  then,  however,  two  French  officers  of  rank 
happened  to  enter  the  church,  and  the  Goth  fhnn 
the  Elbe  remarked  that,  the  first  things  they  would 
notice  would  be  the  **  horns  and  beard*'  (upon  wUdl 
the  Prussian  and  Coleridge  had  just  been  rearing 
theories  and  quoting  history),  and  that  the  assooL 
ations  the  Frenchmen  would  connect  with  them 
**  would  .be  those  of  a  he-goat  and  a  cuckold.*'    It 
happened  that  the  Prus-Goth  was  right :  the  afB 
oers  did  pass  some  such  jeke  upon  the  figufi. 
Hence,  by  inference,  would  the  poet  have  his 
readers  deduce  the  character  of  a  peof^  whoae 
Uterature,  science,  sad  eivilisalion  are  periia|M 
only  not  the  very  first  in  the  world. 

Another'instanoeof  his  fiJBed  and  absurd  dislibia 
of  every  thing  French,  occurred  during  the  de. 
livery  of  a  course  of  Lectures  on  Poetry,  at  the 
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ftoyal  Institution,  in  the  Bpring  of  1808 ;  in  one 
of  which  be  aBtonisbed  his  anditorj  by  thanking 
his  Maker,  in  the  most  serious  manner,  for  so  or- 
dering events,  that  he  was  totally  ignorant  of  a 
■ingle  word  of  **  that  fnghtiiil  jargon,  the  French 
language  !**  And  yet,  notwithstanding  thk  public 
avowal  of  his  entire  ignoraDce  of  the  language, 
Mr.  Coleridge  is  said  4o  have  been  in  the  habit, 
while  conversing  with  his  friends,  of  expressing 
the  utmost  contempt  for  the  literature  of  that 
country  I 

In  the  years  1809*10,  Mr.  Coleridge  issued 
from  Grasmere  a  weekly  essay,  stamped  to  be 
sent'  by  the  general  post,  called  **  The  Friend.** 
This  paper  lasted  for  twenty-seven  numbers,  and 
.was  then  abruptly  discontinued ;  but  the  papers 
have  since  been  collected  and  enlarged  in  three 
MOall  volumes. 

In  the  year  1812,  Mr.  Coleridge,  being  in  Lon- 
don, edited,  and  contributed  several  very  interest, 
ittg  articles  to,  Mr.Soothey*s  ^  Omniana,**  in  two 
•mall  volumes.  In  the  year  1816,  appeared  the 
Btograpbical  SkMches  of  his  Literary  Life  and 
Opinions,  and  his  newnpaper  Poems  re-eoUeeted 
under  the  title  of  **  Sibylline  Leaves.** 

About  this  time  he  wrote  the  prospectus  of 
''The  Encydopndia  Metropolitana,**  still  in  the 
course  of  publication,  and  was  intended  to  be  its 
editor ;  but  this  final  mistake  was  early  discovered 
and  rectified. 

In  the  year  1816  likewise  was  published  by 
Mr.  Murray,  at  the  recommendation  of  Lord  By- 
ron, who  had  generously  befriended  the  brother 
(or  rather  the  father)  poet,  the  wondrous  ballad 
tale  of  <«ChristabeI.**  The  author  tells  us  in  his 
preface  that  the  first  part  of  it  was  written  in  his 
great  poetic  year,  1797,  at  Stowey;  the  second 
part,  after  his  return  firom  Germany,  in  1800,  at 
Keswick :  the  conclusion  yet  remains  to  be  writ- 
ten !  The  poet  says,  indeed,  in  this  prefiice,  **  As 
in  my  very  first  conception  of  the  tale,  I  had  the 
wbole  present  to  my  mind,  t  trust  that  I  shall  yet 
be  able  to  embody  in  verse  the  three  parts  yet  to 
come  **  We  do  not  pretend  to  contradict  a  poet*s 
dreams ;  but  we  believe  that  Mr.  Coleridge  never 
communicated  to  mortal  roan,  woman,  or  child, 
how  this  story  of  witchcraft  was  to  end.  The 
poem  is,  perhaps,  more  interesting  as  a  fragment 
For  sizteen  years  we  remember  it  used  to  be  re- 
cited and  transcribed  by  admiring  disciples,  till 
at  length  it  was  printed,  and  at  least  half  the 
charm  of  the.  poet  was  broken  by  the  counterspell 
of  that  rival  magician,  Faust  In  1818  was  pub- 
Ushed  the  drama  of  Zapolya.  In  1825,  •*  Aids 
to  Reflection,  in  the  Formation  of  a  Manly  Char- 
acter, on  the  several  grounds  of  Prudence,  Mo- 


rality and  Religion ;  illustiated  by  eetoetpMingM 
firom  our  older  Divines,  especially  from  Arch* 
bishop  Leighton.**  This  is  for  the  most  part  a 
compilation  of  extracts  firom  the  works  of  the 
Archbishop. 

To  conclude  the  catalogue  of  Mr.  Coleridge's 
works,  in  1830  was  issued  a  small  volume  **  On 
the  Constitution  of  the  Church  and  State,  accord. 
ing  to  the  idea  of  each,  with  Aids  towards  a  right 
Judgment  on  the  late  Catholic  Bill.** 

In  the  year  1828,  the  whole  of  his  poetical 
works,  including  the  dramas  of  Wallensiein 
(which  had  been  long  out  of  print).  Remorse,  and 
Zapolya,  were  collected  in  three  elegant  volumes 
by  Mr.  Pickering. 

The  latter  years  of  Mr.  Coleridge*s  lifo  wei« 
made  easy  by  a  domestication  with  his  friend  Mr. 
Gillman,  the  surgeon  of  Highgate  Grove,  and  fbc 
some  years,  the  poet  deservedly  received  an  an* 
nuity  from  bis  Majesty  of  £  100  per  annam,  as 
an  Academician  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Litera- 
ture.  But  these  few  most  honorable  pensions  to 
worn-out  veterans  in  literature  were  disoootinued 
by  the  late  ministry.  Mr.  Coleridge  oootriboted 
one  or  two  erudite  papers  to  the  transactions  of 
this  Society.  In  the  summer  of  1828,  Mr.  Cole. 
ridge  made  the  tour  of  Holland,  Flandertt,  and  up 
the  Rhine  as  far  as  Bergen.  For  some  yean  be- 
fore his  death,  he  was  afilioted  with  great  bodily 
pain ;  and  was  on  one  occasion  heard  to  say,  that 
for  thirteen  months  he  had  from  this  cmee  walked 
up  and  down  his  chamber  seventeen  hours  each 
day.  He  died  on  the  25ih  of  July,  1834,  having 
previously  written  the  fiillowing  epitaph  for  him- 
self: 

"Stop,  Christian  psHer-byl  stop,  child  of  Oodf 
And  read  with  gsnile  breait.    Beneath  this  sod 
A  poet  lies,  or  that  which  once  aeem^d  he  — 
Oh,  lift  a  thought  in  prayer  for  8.  T.  C.  1 
That  he,  who,  many  a  year,  with  toil  of  breath, 
FV>and  death  in  life,  may  here  find  life  in  death  I 
Mercy  for  praise — to  be  forgiven  for  Airoe, 
He  uk*d  and  hoped  through  Christ.    Do  thou  the 
same." 

This  is  perfection  —  worthy  of  the  author  of 
the  best  essay  on  epitaphs  in  the  English  Ian- 
guage.  He  was  buried  in  Highgate  Church.  He 
has  left  three  children,  namely,  Hartley,  Derwent, 
and  Sara.  The  first  has  published  a  volume  of 
poems,  of  which  it  is  enough  to  say  that  they  are 
worthy  of  Mr.  Wordsworth's  verses  addressed  to 
him  at  ^  six  years  dd.**  The  second  son  is  in 
holy  orders,  and  is  married  and  settled  in  the 
west  of  England ;  and  the  poet's  daughter  is 
united  to  her  learned  and  lively  cousin,  Mr.  Henry 
Nelson  Cbleridge,  the  author  of  **  Six  Months  in 
the  West  Indies.*'   This  young  hdy  had  the  good 
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fiirtuae  to  be  edooaled  in  tile  moUe  library  on  the 
btnkf  of  the  Cttmberhnd  Greta,  where  ahe  as* 
Mled  her  aeoompliabed  nnole  in  tranalating  from 
the  old  French  the  history  of  the  Chevalier  Bay- 
ard, and  from  the  Latin  the  aocoont  of  the  Abi- 
ponet,  or  Equestrian  Indians  of  Sonth  America, 
by  the  Jesuit  Martin  Dobrizhofier ;  both  of  which 
works  were  poMished  by  Mr.  Murray. 

**  Bat  of  his  native  opeech,  feeeaais  weH  ni^ 
Dimme  m  lum  fiMrgetfuliMM  bad  wroufht, 
U  Latia  be  pompoaed  his  hictory, 
A  farrukNU  but  a  lively  tale,  and  flraufbt 
Whk  aiattar  of  delifht  and  flwd  for  thought ; 
And  if  be  esold,  in  Merlin's  glaee,  have  aeea 
9y  ■*•«  hie  tomes  to  speak  our  tong ue  were  tasfiU, 
Tlie  old  man  would  have  been  as  pleated  (I  ween) 
Am  when  he  won  the  ear  of  that  great  empress 
qoeea.** 

8oimav*s  7Ws  ^f  ParsfiMf . 


TktfiUtmagMef  dttUkm  tf  CoUndgt'9  ekar. 
actir  ore  uieeted  fnm  among  tlu  mumenmB 
aocires  wkiek  speared  in  tnrmit  revieiss  mnd 
foiadienlg  at  tke  ttms  of  hi$  rfscssts. 

"As  a  greet  poet,  and  a  still  nfieater  philoso- 
*  pher,  the  world  has  hardly  yet  done  jostioe  to  the 
genias  of  Coleridge.  It  was  Hi  tmth  of  an  order 
not  to  be  appreciated  in  a  brief  space.  A  far 
koger  lift  than  that  of  Coleridge  shall  not  saffice 
Id  bring  to  maturity  the  harvest  of  a  renown  like 
hie.  The  ripening  of  hia  mind,  with  all  its  golden 
fhdtage,  is  but  the  seed-time  of  his  glory.  The 
dose  end  eoDeammstion  of  his  labors  (grievous 
to  those  that  knew  him,  and  even  to  those  that 
knew  him  «ot,)  is  the  mere  oommeDoement  of 
fab  eternity  of  &nie.  As  a  poet,  Coleridge  was 
nnqoestionably  great ;  as  a  moralist,  a  theologian, 
■od  a  philosopher,  of  the  very  highest  class,  he 
was  utterly  nnapproaekahU,  And  here,  gentle 
reader,  let  roe  be  plainly  understood  as  speaking 
Dot  merely  of  the  preoent^  hut  the  pott.  Nay, 
more.  Seeing  that  the  earth  herself  is  now  past 
her  prime,  and  gives  varicras  indications  of  her 
begmning  to  '  grow  grey  in  yesrs,'  it  would,  per- 
kapa,  aavour  more  of  probability  than  presump- 
tioa,  if  I  were  likewise  to  include  the  fuiure.  It 
is  tbos  thst,  looking  both  to  what  ia,  and  to  what 
kaabcen,  we  seem  to  (eel  it,  like  a  truth  intuitive, 
that  we  ahaB  never  have  another  Shukspeare  in 
the  drama,  nor  a  second  Milton  in  the  regions  of 
rahKner  song.  As  a  poet,  Coleridge  has  done 
CBOQ^  to  show  how  much  more  be  might  and 
ceeld  have  done,  if  he  had  so  thought  fit  It  was 
tnilj  aaid  of  him,  by  an  excellent  critic  and  ac 
eouiiriBfaed  judge,  •  Let  the  dullest  dod  that  ever 
^^^S^ited,  provided  only  he  be  alive  and  hears,  be 
*te  up  in  a  room  with  Coleridge,  or  in  a  wood, 


and  snbjeoled  for  a  fbw  minutes  to  the  ethereal 
influence  of  that  wonderful  man's  mooologve,  and 
he  will  begin  to  believe  himself  a  poet  The  bar- 
ren wildemesi  may  not  blossom  like  the  rose;  but 
it  will  ssem,  or  rather  feel  to  do  so,  mider  the  lus» 
tie  of  an  imagination  ezhaostless  as  the  sun.* 

•'At  the  house  of  the  attached  friend,  under 
whose  roof  this  illnstrious  man  spent  the  latter 
years  of  his  life,  it  was  the  custom  to  liave  a  era* 
vtnanans  every  Thursday  evening.  Here  Col^ 
ridge  was  the  centre  and  admiration  Of  the  eirole 
that  gathered  roimd  him.  He  could  not  be  other- 
wiae  than  aware  of  the  intellectnal  homage  of 
which  -he  was  the  object:  yet  there  he  satSt  talk* 
ing  and  looking  all  sweet  and  simple  and  dmne 
thinga,  the  very  peraoniftcation  of  meekness  and 
humility.  Now  he  spoke  of  passing  oooanenoes,' 
or  of  snmmnding  objects^— the  flowers  on  the  tn* 
Ue,  or  the'  dog  on  the  hearth ;  and  enlarged  in 
moat  familiar  wise  on  the  beatKy  of  the  one^  the 
attaehment,  the  almost  moral  nature  of  the  othsr, 
and  the  wonders  that  were  involved  in  eaeh.  And 
now,  soaring  upward  with  amasing  majesty,  into 
thoae  snUimer  regions  in  whieh  his  soul  d^ 
lighted,  and  abstraotlng  himaelf  from  the  things 
of  .time  and  aense,  the  strength  of  hb  wing  soon 
carried  him  out  of  sight  And  here,  even  in  these 
his  eagle  flights,  although  the  eye  in  gaxing  afler 
him  was.  dazzled  and  blinded,  yet  ever  and  anon 
a  sunbeam  froald  make  its  way  through  the  loop- 
holea  of  the  mind,  giving  it  to  diacem  that  beau- 
tiful amalgamation  of  heart  and  spirit,  that  could 
equally  raiae  him  above  his  fellow-men,  or  bring 
him  down  again  to  the  aofteat  level  of  humanity. 
*  It  is  easy,*  saya  the  critic  befbie  alluded  to,— ^*it 
is  easy  to  talk^not  very  difficult  to  speechify- 
hard  to  speak ;  hot  to  *  dtsoourse'  is  a  gift  rarely 
bestowed  by  Heaven  on  mortal  man.  Coleridge 
has  it  in  perfection.  While  he  is  discoursing,  the 
world  losss  all  its  emnmon-ffUeea^  and  you  and 
your  wife  imagine  yourselves  Adam  and  Eve, 
listening  to  the  affable  archangel  Raphael  in  the 
gardf  n  of  Eden.  You  would  no  more  dream  of 
wishing  him  to  be  mute  for  awhile,  than  yo|i 
would  a  riyer,  that  *  impoaes  silence  with  a  stilly 
sound.*  Whether  you  understand  two  consecu- 
tive aentences,  we  aliall  not  stop  too  curiously  to 
enquire ;  but  you  do  something  better— you  ftel 
the  whole,  just  like  any  other  divbe  music  And 
*tis  your  own  fault  if  you  do  not  **  a  wiser  and  a 
better  man  arise  to>morrow*s  mom.**  *  '* 

Tke  Mef  lotion. 

An  elaborate  and  admirable  critique  on  Cole* 
ridge's  ••  Poetical  Works,**  in  ••The  Quarterly 
Review,  No.  CHI.,**  written  just  before  his  death« 
opens  as  follows : 
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**  Idoliaod  by  maoy,  and  used  withoat  scrapie 
bj  more,  the  poet  of  ^Cbnetabei'  and  the  *  An- 
cient  Mariner*  is  but  liUle  truly  known  in  that 
eoounon  literary  world,  wluch,  without  the  pre- 
n^ative  of  conferring  &me  hereafter,  can  most 
surely  ^ve  or  prevent  popolarity  for  the  present 
In  that  circle  he  commonly  passes  for  a  man  of 
genius  who  has  written  some  i&j  beantafiil 
vevtes,  bttt  whose  original  powers,  whatevsr  they 
were,  have  been  long  since  lost  or  confiiiiniied  in 
the  pursuit  of  metaphysis  dreams.  We  ourselves 
venture  to  think  very  differently  of  Mr.  Coleridge, 
both  as  a  poet  and  a  philosopher,  although  we  are 
well  enough  aware  that  nothing  which  we  can 
sajr  will,  as  mattete  now  stand,  much  advance  l^s 
ohanos  of  beooming  a  feshionaWe  aolhoc.  In* 
dead,  as  we  rather  believe,  we  afaonld  earn  small 
thanks  from  him  ibr  our  happiest  exertions  in 
sach  a  cause ;  for  certainly,  of  ail  the  men  of  kt- 
tan  whom  it  has  been  our  fortene  to  know,  we 
never  met  any  one  who  was  so  ntterly  regardless 
of  the  reputation  of  the  mere  author  as  Mr.  Cole* 
ridge— one  so  lavish  and  indiserinniate  in  the 
eahibition  of  his  own  intellectual  wealth  before 
any  and  every  person,  no  matter  who-*-<coe  so 
leeUess  who  might  reap  where  he  had  most  pro- 
digally  sown  and  watered.  *  God  know8,*-^aa  we 
onOQ  heard  him  exclaim  upon  the  snbjeet  of  his 
unpoblished  system  of  philcsophy,-*>Gbd  knows, 
I  have  no  author*s  vanity  about  it  I  should  bs 
absolutely  glad  if  I  could  hear  that  the  thimg  had 
been  done  before  me.*  It  b  somewhere  told  of 
Virgil,  that  he  took  more  pleasure  in  the  good 
verses  of  Varius  and  Horace  than  in  his  own. 
We  would  not  answer  for  that ;  but  the  story  h^e 
always  occurred  to  us,  when  we  have  seen  Mr. 
Coleridge  criticising  and  amending  the  work  of  a 
eontemporary  author  with  much  more  seal  and 
hilarity  than  we  ever  peroeived  him  to  display 
about  any  thing  of  his  own.  Periiaps  our  readers 
may  have  heard  repeated  a  saying  of  Mr.  Words* 
wiorth,  that  many  men  of  this  age  had  done  won- 
derfiil  fAingf,  as  Davy,  Scott,  Cuvier,  4bo.|  but 
that  Coleridge  was  the  only  wonderAil  Hum  he 
ever  knew.  Something,  of  course,  must  be  al* 
lowed  in  this  as  in  aU  other  such  oases  of  anti- 
toesis ;  but  we  believe  the  &ct  really  to  be,  that 
tne  greater  part  of  those  who  have  oecasMBally 


visited  Mr.  Coleridge  liave  left  him  with  f  foeMng 
akin  to  the  judgment  indicated  in  the  above  rs* 
mark.  They  admits  the  man  mon  than  hit 
works,  or  they  forget  the  works  in  the  abeorbing 
impression  made  by  the  living  author.  And  to 
wonder.  Those  who  remember  him  in  his  mors 
vigorous  days  can  bear  witness  to  the  peculiarity 
and  transcendent  power  of  his  oonversalional  do. 
qoenoe.-  It  was  onlike  any  thing  that  eouM  be 
heard  elsewhere;  the  kind  was  different,  the  de- 
gree was  diflferent;  the  manner  was  diffisrent 
The  boundless  range  of  scientific  knowledge,  the 
brilliancy  and  exquisite  nicety  t>f  illustration,  the 
deep  and  ready  reasoning,  the  strangeness  and 
immensity  of  bookish  lore,  were  not  all ;  (he  dra- 
matic story,  the  joke,  the  pun,  the  fostavity,  must 
bs  added;  and  with  these  the  clerical-looking 
dress,  the  thick  waving  silver  hair,  the  youthful- 
oolored  cheek,  the  indefinable  mouth  and  lips,  the 
quick  yet  steady  and  penetrating  greenish-grey 
eye,  the  slow  and  continuous  enunciation,  and  the 
everlasting  music  of  his  tones, — aH  went  to  make 
up  the  image  and  to  constitnto  the  living  presence 
of  the  man.** 

In  a  note  at  the  condosion  of  the  number  of 
**The  .Quarterly  Review**  from  which  the  pre- 
ceding passage  has  been  taken,  BIr.  Coleridge's 
decease  is  thus  mentioned : 

**  It  is  with  deep  regret  that  we  announce  the 
death  of  Mr.  Co&eridge.  When  the  foregoing  ar* 
tide  on  his  poetry  was  printed,  he  was  weak  in 
body,  but  exhibitod  no  obvious  symptoms  of  se 
near  a  diasdution.  The  fotd  change  was  sudden 
and  decisive ;  and  six  d^ys  before  his  death  he 
knew,  assuredly,  that  hb  hour  was  come.  His 
few  worldly  affiurs  had  been  long  settled ;  and, 
after  many  tedious  adieus,  he  expressed  a  wish 
that  he  might  be  as  little  interrupted  as  possible. 
His  sofierings  were  seven  and  constant  till  within 
thirty-six  hours  of  his  end;  but  they  had  no 
power  to  affect  the  deep  tranquillity  of  his  mind, 
or  the  wonted  sweetness  of  his  address.  His 
prayer  from  the  beginning  was,  (hat  God  wodd 
not  withdraw  his  Spirit;  and  that  by  the  way  in 
which  he  wodd  bear  the  kst  struggle,  he  might 
be  able  to  evince  the  sincerity  of  hia  faith  in 
Christ    If  ever  man  did  so»  Cderidge  did.* 
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Sonnet,  to  the  Antimiiial  Bloon 

TSme,  Red  and  Imegmuy.  an  AUegoiy  .  . 
Mooody  on  tlie  death  q(  Chatterfon  .... 

Sonp  of  the  Piziea 

The  Raven,  a  Chnrtmai  Trie,  told  bf  a 

School-boy  to  hie  little  Brothen  and  Siiten 
Afannoe:  a  FareweU  Ode  on  quitting  School 

ibr  Jmoo  College,  Cambridge 

linea  on  an  Antnmnal  Evening ....... 

The  Rooe .  . 

TbeKia 

To  a  Young  Am — its  Mother  being  tethexed 
it 


1 

9 

i&. 
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TheSigh 

Epitaph  on  an  Inlant 

linei  written  at  the  King's  Anna,  Roas  .  . 

Lines  to  a  beaatifol  Spring  in  a  Village  .  . 

lines  oo  a  Friend,  who  died  of  a  frenzy  fe- 
ver induced  by  calumnious  reports    .  .  . 

To  a  Young  Lady,  with  a  Poem  on  theTrench 
Revolution 

SooneL  "My  heart  has  thanked  (hee,  Bowles! 

for  Oiose  soft  strain** 

'  As  late  I  lay  in  slumber's  shadowy 


Tsle' 


'Though  roused  by  Ihat  dark  visir, 


Riot  rude" 

"  When  British  Freedom  for  a  hap- 


pier land' 

■  **  It  was  some  spirit,  Sheridan !  that 

breathed" 

■ *  0  what  a  loud  and  fearful  shriek 

was  there" 

• "  As  when  iaroff  the  warbled  strains 

tie  heaid" < 

-■'niou  gentle  look,  that  didst  my 

wal  beguile" 

— —  "Pkle  namer  through  the  night! 

tboo  poor  Ibflom  !** 

**  Sv(  eet  Mercy !  how  my  very  heart 

hss  Wed" 

""niou  Ueeuest,  my  poor  heart!  and 

thy  distress" 

-^ -To  the  Author  of  the  ••  Robbeia"  . 

lines  romposed  while  climbing  the  left  aa- 

nmt  of  Brockley  Coombs  ScMnoisetahire, 

M^.  1796 

linest  in  die  manner  of  Spenaer 

imitated  from  Ossian 

1^  Conplaint  of  PHnathoma 

Linei,  naitated  from  the  Welsh 

loanin&nt 

in  answer  to  a  Letter  from  Bristol .  . 

~~—  Isa  Friend,  in  anawer  to  a  melancholy 

Lecter 
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Pa|a 

ReligiouB  Muafaigi ;  a  Desolloiy  Poea  •.  13 
The  Dealiny  of  Naikmi ;  a  VImxi f  11 

aSYLUNE  LBAVBBf-  "^ 

I.  FOKHI  OOCAnONSD  BT  POUTIOAL  KVIimv  Oa 
RXLIMGf  OOmr^CTBD  WITH  THSM. 

Ode  to  the  Departing  Year SI 

Ftmnoe;  anOde S3 

Fears  in  Solitude ;  written  in  April,  1798, 

during  the  alarm  of  an  Invasion S4 

Fire,  Famine,  and  SUughter;  a  War  Eclogue  S6 
Recanuitioa— illustrated  in  the  Story  of  the 

MadOi S7 

n.   LOVBPOKMa. 

Introdiiction  to  the  tale  of  the  Deik  Ladie  S8 
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aitttwicile  9oem». 


PREFACE. 


Conoamoifi  naembling  those  liere  ooDected  sre 
Boc  imfreqiieDtly  oondemned  lor  their  querulouf 
Egotom.  But  Egotim  ii  to  be  oondemned  then  only 
when  it  o£fenda  againet  time  utd  place,  as  in  a  His- 
tory or  an  Epic  Poem.  To  censure  it  in  a  Monody 
or  Sonnet  is  almost  as  absuid  as  to  dislike  a  circle 
fcr  being  roond.  Why  then  write  Sonnets  or  Mono* 
disi?  nuciiiiae  they  give  me  pleasure  when  perhaps 
Dsdiiog  else  oonki  After  the  mora  violent  emotions 
of  Sonow,  the  mind  demands  amusement,  and  can 
fad  ii  in  employiiiont  alonei  bo^  foil  of  its  late  so^ 
feiioga,  it  can  endure  no  employment  not  in  some 
iBessiue  ooonected  with  thcni.  Forcibly  to  turn 
away  our  atteniinn  to  general  sutgecia  is  a  pikinfiil 
•ad  mast  often  an  unavailing  eflbrt. 

BetO!  bum  amsiU te a woaoiad  ksaiC 
The  tale  ominiy  to  inpait— 
From  othera'  Sfea  hid  artlea  eonowB  flow. 
And  lafao  eitasm  opQB  the  boae  of  Wee ! 


The  wwmmmicativeness  of  our  Nature  leads  us  to 
ileacnbe  -our  own  sonowa ;  in  the  endeavor  to  de- 
scribe them,  inteUeetual  activity  ia  exerted;  and 
from  inteUeetual  aetrrity  there  results  a  pleasure, 
wiach  ii  gradually  associated,  and  mingles  as  a  cor- 
rective, widi  die  pmnful  sul^ect  of  the  description. 
"TViie!*'  (it  may  be  answered)  **  but  how  are  the 
Ptbuc  BDtereated  in  your  sorrows  or  your  Descrip- 
tion ?'*  We  an  ibr  efier  attributing  persomd  Unities 
to  lasginary  Aggregales.  What  is  the  Pdbuo,  but'a 
teraifiir  a  nimiberorseuttered  individuals?  of  whom 
a*  lasny  will  be  inleiested  in  these  sorrows,  as  have 
the  sane  or 


Holy  bo  tbe  lar 
WbU  lawsiin  BOOliHa  IIm  auMmer  oo  hm  way. 

If  1  cootf  judge  of  others  by  myself,  I  should  not 
^tsis  10  afiinn,  diat  the  most  interesting  passages 
are  ifaoie  in  which  the  Author  develops  his  own 
^"^lingil  Tim  sweet  voice  of  Cona*  never  HKmds 
■0  iweetly,  as  when  it  speaks  of  iisdf;  and  I  should 
^IvMt  siapect  that  man  of  an  unkindly  heart*  who 
»oU  lead  the  opeoflug  of  the  third  book  of  the  Par»- 
daeLdtfwithoiitpeooliar  emotion.  By  a  Law  of  our 
Natan,  he,  who  labon  imder  a  strong  feeling,  is 


impelled  to  seek  lor  sympaSliy ;  but  a  Poet's  ftelinp 
are  all  strong.  QMicqidd  amei  valde  amaL  Akenside 
tfaereibre  spNsaks  with  philosophical  accuracy  when 
he  classes  Love  and  Poetry,  as  producing  the  same 
e£^fiB: 

Love  and  the  wkh  of  Poets  when  their  toncee 
Would  teach  to  othen'  boioiM,  what  ao  chanaa 
Their  owa. 

tf  Mmtinatitm. 


Ttiere  is  one  species  of  Egotism  which  is  truly 
disgusting;  not  duit  which  leads  us  to  commimicate 
our  feelings  to  others  but  that  which  would  reduce 
the  feelings  of  othen  to  an  identity  with  our  own. 
The  Atheist,  who  exclaims  ** pshaw!"  when  he 
glances  his  eye  on  the  praised  of  Deity,  is  an  Egotist: 
an  old  man,  when  he  speaks  contemptuously  of  Love* 
verses,  is  an  Egotist:  and  the  sleek  Favorites  of 
Fortune  are  Egotists,  when  they  condemn  all  "  mel- 
ancholy, discontented  "  verses.  Sorely,  it  would  be 
candid  not  merely  to  ask  whether  the  poem  pleases 
ourselves,  but  to  consider  whether  or  no  there  may 
not  be  others,  to  whom  it  is  well  calculated  to  give 
an  innocent  pleasure. 

I  shall  only  add,  that  each  of  my  readers  wHl,  I 
hope,  remember,  that  theae  Poems  on  various  sub* 
jects,  which  he  reads  at  one  time  and  under  the  in- 
fluence of  one  set  of  feelings,  were  written  at  difier^ 
ent  times  and  prompted  by  very  diflerent  feelings ; 
and  therefore  that  the  su^xised  inferiority  of  one 
Poem  to  another  nwy  sometimes  be  owing  to  the 
temper  of  mind  in  which  he  happens  to  peruse  it 


My  poems  have  been  rightly  charged  with  a  pm 
fusion  of  double-epithets,  and  a  general  turgidness 
I  have  pruned  the  double-epithets  with  no  sparing 
hand ;  and  used  my  best  eflbrts  to  tame  the  sweU 
and  glitter  bodi  of  diougbt  and  diction.*  This  latter 

*  Without  anr  feeiioc  of  anger,  1  may  jet  be  allowed  to 
expreaa  Mime  degree  of  enrpriie,  thai  alter  having  ran  the 
critical  gaootl^t  for  a  certain  claM  of  laolts,  which  1  had,  vis. 
a  too  ornate  aid  elaborately  poetic  diction,  and  nothing  hav- 
ing come  before  the  judgment-teat  of  the  Reviewera  during 
the  long  interval,  1  ahould  for  at  leaal  aeventeen  jeara,  quarter 
after  quarter,  have  been  placed  bj  them  in  the  foremoet  rank 
of  the  vro»erih$d,  and  made  to  abide  tbe  brant  of  abon  and 
ridicule  for  ftnhi  diraetlr  oppoeite.  viz.  bald  and  proaaio  lan- 
guage, and  an  aflfoeted  ■impUelty  both  of  matter  and  manner 
—faults  which  aaaoiedljr  did  not  enter-  Into  the  oharaelw  of 
mr  ooQpoaition.— X4Carsrv  X4f«.  i.  5L  Publiahed  1817 
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finilt  however  had  iiMiniiBted  itself  into  my  Religioai 
Muongi  with  mch  intricacy  of  union,  that  some- 
timee  I  have  omitted  to  disentangle  the  weed  fiom 
the  fecur  of  snapping  the  flower.  A  third  and  heavier 
accusation  has  been  biought  against  me,  that  of  ob- 
■cority;  bat  not,  I  think,  with  equal  jnstioe.  An 
Author  is  obscure,  when  his  conceptions  are  dim 
and  imperfect,  and  his  language  incorrect,  or  unap- 
propriate,  or  involved.  A  poem  that  abounds  in 
allusions,  like  the  Bard  of  Gray,  or  one  that  imper- 
sonates high  and  abstract  truths,  like  CoUins*s  Ode 
on  the  poetical  chamcter,  claims  not  to.  be  popolar— 
but  should  be  acquitted  of  obscurity.  The  deficiency 
is  in  the  Reader.  But  this  is  a  chaige  which  every 
poet,  whose  imagination  is  warm  luid  rapid,  must 
expect  from  his  contemporaries.  Milton  did  not 
escqpe  it ;  and  it  was  adduced  with  virulence  against 
Gray  and  Collins.  We  now  hear  no  more  of  it: 
not  that  their  poems  are  better  understood  at  present, 
than  ,they  were  at  their  first  publication ;  but  their 
fiune  is  estaUished ;  and  a  critic  would  accuse  him* 
self  of  frigidity  or  inattention,  who  should  profess 
not  to  undentand  them.  But  a  living  writer  is  yet 
gttbjudioe ;  and  if  we  cannot  follow  his  conceptions 
or  enter  into  his  feelings,  it  is  more  ctmsoling  to  our 
pride  to  consider  him  as  lost  beneath,  than  as  soaring 
above  us.  If  any  man  expect  from  my  poems  the 
same  easiness  of  style  which  he  admires  in  a  drink- 
uig-eong,  for  him  I  have  not  writteiL  InielUgibiUat 
won  vUdlectum  adfero. 

I  expect  neither  profit  nor  general  feme  by  my 
writings  ;  and  I  consider  myself  as  having  been 
amply  repaid  wittiout  either.  Poetiy  has  been  to  me 
its  own  **  exceeding  great  reward :"  it  has  soothed 
my  afiUcticms;  it  has  multiplied  and  refined  my  en- 
joyments ;  it  has  endeared  solitude :  and  it  has  given 
me  the  habit  of  wishing  to  discover  the  Good  and 
die  Beautiful  in  all  that  meets  and  surrounds  me. 

aT.c. 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


GENEVIEVE. 

(   Maid  of  my  Love,  sweet  Genevieve ! 

^  In  beauty's  light  you  glide  along : 

•  Tour  eye  is  like  die  star  of  eve, 

'  And  sweet  your  voice,  as  seraph's  song. 
Yet  not  your  heavenly  beauty  gives 
This  heart  with  passion  soft  to  glow : 

,  Within  your  soul  a  voice  there  lives! 

'  It  bids  you  hear  the  tale  of  woe. 
.    When  sinking  low  the  suffi»rer  wan 
/   Beholds  no  hand  outstreCch'd  to  save, 
{    Fair,  as  the  bosom  of  the  swan 
\   That  rises  graceful  o'er  the  wave, 
/    I  've  seen  your  breast  with  pity  heave, 
'    And  therrfore  love  I  you,  sweet  Genevieve ! 


SONNET. 

TO  TUX  AimTMIfAL  MOOIf. 

Mild  Splendor  of  the  various-vested  Night ! 
Mother  of  wildly-working  visions !  hail ! 
1  watch  thy  gliding,  while  with  watery  light 
Thy  weak  eye  glimmers  through  a  fleecy  veil ; 


And  when  thou  lovest  thy  pale  ori>  to  shroud 
Behind  the  gatfaer'd  blackness  kist  on  Idgfa ; 
And  when  thou  dartest  from  the  wind-rent  dood 
Thy  placid  lightning  o'er  the  awaken'd  sky 
Ah  such  is  Hope '  as  chaogeful  and  as  feir ! 
Now  dimly  peering  on  the  wistful  sight ; 
Now  hid  behind  the  dragon-wing'd  Despair ' 
But  soon  emerging  in  her  ndiant  might. 
She  o'er  the  soirow-douded  hrsast  of  CaiD 
Sails,  like  a  meteor  kindling  in  its  flight 


TIME,  REAL  AND  IMAGINARY. 

▲If  ALUBGOKY. 

On  the  wide  level  of  a  mountain's  head 
Cl  knew  not  where,  but 't  was  some  feeiy  place 
Their  pinions,  ostrich-like,  for  sails  onfispraad. 
Two  lovely  children  run  an  endless  race^ 

A  sister  and  a  brother ! 

This  fiur  outstript  the  oflter; 
Tet  ever  runs  she  with  reverted  feoe. 
And  \ookM  and  listens  for  the  boy  behind : 

For  he,  alas  !  is  blind  ! 
O'er  rough  and  smooth  with  even  step  he  pass'd. 
And  knows  Aot  whether  he  be  fitst  or  last 


MONODY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
CHATTERTON. 

O  WHAT  a  wonder  seems  the  fear  of  death, 
Seeing  how-  gladly  we  all  sink  to  sleep, . 
Babes,  Children,  Youths  and  Men, 
Night  following  night  for  direescore  years  and  tOL 
But  doubly  strange,  where  life  is  but  a  breath 
To  sigh  and  pant  with,  ap  Want* a  tugged  steep. 

Away,  Grim  Phantom !  Scorpion  Kingt  away 

Reserve  thy  terrors  and  thy  stings  display 

For  coward  Wealth  and  Guilt  in  robes  of  state 

Lo !  by  the  gmve  I  stand  of  one,  for  whom 

A  prodigal  Ntiture  and  a  niggard  Doom 

(That  all  bestowing,  IkU  widiholding  all) 

Made  each  chance  knell  fimn  distant  spire  or  uooie 

Sound  like  a  seeking  Mother's  anxious  call. 

Return,  poor  Child !  Home,  weaiy  Truant,  home ! 

Thee,  Chatterion !  these  unblett  stones  protect 
From  want  and  the  bleak  freetings  of  neglect 
Too  long  before  the  vexing  Stonn-blast  driven. 
Here  hast  thou  found  repose !  beneadi  diis  sod ! 
Thou !  O  vain  word !  thou  dwell'st  not  with  the  ckid 
Amid  the  shining  Host  of  the  Forgiven 
Thou  at  the  throne  of  Mercy  and  thy  God 
The  triumph  of  redeeming  Love  dost  hyfhn 
(Believe  it  O  my  soul.*)  to  haips  of  Seraphim. 


Yet  oft,  perforce  (*tb  suffering  Natures  call,) 
I  weep,  that  heaven-bom  Genius  to  sbhll  fell ; 
And  oft,  in  Fancy's  saddest  hour,  my  soul 
Averted  shudders  at  the  poison'd  bowl. 
Now  groans  my  sickening  heart  as  still  I  view 

Thy  corse  of  livid  hue ; 
Now  indignation  checks  the  feeble  sigh, 
I  Or  flashes  through  the  tear  diat  glistens  in  mina 


JUYEmLE  POEMS. 


b  As  die  bad  oT  loni^ennobled  line  f 

b  dui  the  land,  where  GeniiM  ne*er  in  win 

Poured  forth  hii  lolly  ttnin  f 
Ak  ne !  yet  S^neer,  gendeet  bard  divine^ 
Baneath  chiU  Dbappointment's  shade 
Hii  weary  Umfai  in  lonely  anguish  hid. 

And  o'er  her  dariing  dead 

Pity  hopeless  hnng  her  head, 
While  » *niid  the  peltinf  of  that  roerrilesi  ■tonn,'' 
ftmk  to  the  cold  ewth  Ocway's  ftnish'd  fonn! 

Soblime  of  thought,  and  cOm/ident  of  /ame, 

Frsni  vales  wheie  Avon  winds,  the  Minatiel*  came. 

Li^t-hearted  youth !  aye,  as  he  hastes  akng. 

He  meditates  the  future  song, 
Uow  dauntless  .£lla  fray*d  the  Dacian  ibe ; 

And  while  tha  mnmbers  flowing  stiDQg 

In  eddies  whirl,  in  surges  throng, 
Ezuliing  in  the  spirits'  genial  throe, 
In  tides  of  power  his  liib-blood  seema  to  flow. 


And  now  his  cheeks  with  deeper  asdors  flame, 
Hit  eytt  have  gloriooa  meanings,  that  declare 
MofB  than  the  light  of  outward  day  ibines  there, 
A  holier  triumph  and  a  sterner  aim .' 
Wings  gnvr  within  him ;  and  he  soars  above 
Or  Bud's,  or  BGnatrers  lay  df  war  or  love. 
Fncod  10  the  friendless,  to  the  Sufferer  health. 
He  bean  the  widow's  prayer,  the  good  man*s  praise ; 
To  srenea  of  bliss  transmutes  his  fancied  wealth. 
And  young  and  old  shall  now  see  happy  daya. 
Cte  many  a  waste  he  bids  trim  gardens  rise. 
Gives  (he  blue  sky  to  many  a  prisoner's  eyes ; 
And  DOW  in  wmth  he  ^grasps  the  patriot  steel, 
And  her  own  iron  rod  he  makes  Oppression  i(^L 

Sa'eet  Flower  of  Hope !  fiee  Nature's  genial  child ! 
'Rial  didst  so  fair  diaclose  thy  eariy  bloom. 
Filling  the  wide  air  w^th  a  rich  perfume ! 
For  ihee  in  vain  all  heavenly  aspects  smiled ; 
From  the  hard  world  brief  respite  ccinki  they  vrin — 
The  fiest  nipp*d  sharp  without,  the  canker  prey'd 

within ! 
Ah '  where  are  fled  the  chorms  df  vernal  Grace, 
And  Joy's  wild  gleams  that  lighten'd  o*or  thy  iaoe  f 
Youth  of  tumultuous  soul,  and  haggard  eye ! 
Thy  listed  form,  thy  hurried  steps,  I  view, 
^  ihy  Hwi  forehead  starts  (he  lethal  dew. 
And  oh!  the  anguish  of  that  shuddering  sigh ! 

Such  were  the  struggles  of  the  gloomy  hour. 

When  Care,  of  withered  brow, 
Prepor'd  the  poison's  death-cold  poweir: 
Already  to  ihy  lips  was  raised  the  liowl. 
When  near  thee  stood  Afiection  meek  ^ 
(Her  boaom  bore,  and  wildly  pale  her  cheek,) 
Thy  fallen  gaze  she  bade  thee  roll 
On  scenes  that  well  might  melt  thy  soul ; 
l^y  oaiive  ooi  she  flaah'd  upon  thy  view, 
^y  oaiire  cot,  where  still,  at  closo  of  day, 
•  rsce  oniling  aate.  and  listened  to  thy  lay ; 
1^7  Siiter's  shrieks  she  bade  thee  hear,    w 
And  nark  thy  Mother's  thrilling  tear; 

f^,  see  her  breast's  convulsive  throe, 
Her  silent  agony  of  woe !. 
Ah !  dsih  the  ooison'd  chalice  fiom  thy-  hand  \ 
And  thou  hsdst  dash'd  it.  at  her  soft  ooramand, . 


*  Afos.  a  livt,  Qon,  Bfltol;  lbs  bbth-pUoo  of  Chsntfton. 


But  that  Despair  and  Indignation  roae,\ 
And  told  agai^  the  story  of  thy  woes ; 
Told  the  keen  insult  of  the  uiiieeling  heajrt; 
The  dread  dependence  on  the  low-bom  mind ; 
Told  every  pang,  with  which  thy  soul  must  smart. 
Neglect,  and  grinning  Scorn,  and  Want  combined ! 
Recoilmg  quick,  thouT  bad'st  the  friend  of  pain  A 
Roll  the  black  tide  of  Death  through  every.freeiing 
vein!  ' 

Te  woods !  that  wave  o'er  A^-on's  rocky  steeps 
Td  Fancy's  ear  sweet  is  your  murmuring  deep! 
For  hero  she  loves  the  cypress  wreath  to  weave. 
Watching,  with  wistful  eye,  the  saddening  tints  of  eve 
Here,  for  fioin  men,  amid  thia  pothlea  grove. 
In  solemn  thought  the  Minstrel  Hb-ont  to  rove. 
Like  sta^beam  on  the  slow  sequesier'd  tide 
Lone-glittering,  through  the  high  tree  branching  wide 
And  here,  in  Inapiraiion'a  eager  hour, 
When  most  the  big  soul  foels  the  maatering  power. 

These  wilds,  these  caverns  roaming  o'er; 

Round  which  the  acreaming  sea-gulS  soar. 
With  wild  unequal  steps  he  paas'd  along, 
Oft  pouring  on  the  winds  a  broken  tong : 
Anon,  upon  aome  rough  rock's  fearful  brow 
Would  pause  abrupi^-«nd  gaze  upon  ihe  waves 
below. 

Poor  Chatterton !  Ae  sorrows  for  thy  fote 

Who  Iwould  have  praiaed  and  loved  thee,  ere  tot 

late. 
Poor  Chatterton !  iarewell !  of  darkest  hues 
This,  chaplet  cast  1  on  thy  unsbaped  tomb ; 
But  dare  no  longer  on  tlie  sad  .tlieroe  muse. 
Lest  kindred  woes  persuode  a  kindred  duum : 
For  oh !  big  gallKlrope,  shook  from  Folly's  wing. 
Have  blacken'd  the  fiur  |Ht>mise  of  my  spring ; 
And  the  stem  Fate  tmnspierced  with  viewleis  dart 
The  last  pale  Hope.that  shiver'd  ai  my  heart ! 

* 

Henceii^  gloomy  thoughts !  na  more  my  aoul  shail 

dwell 
On  joys  that  were !  No  more  ^dure  to  weigh 
The  shame  and  anguish  of  the  evil  day, 
Wiaely  foigetful !  O'er  ihe  bceon  swell 
Sublime  of  Hope  I  seek  the  cottaged  dell. 
Where  Virtue  calm  with  careless  step  may  stray 
And,  dancing  to  (he  moen-light  roundelay. 
The  wizard  Passions  weave  a  holy  spoU ! 

» 

O  Chatlerton !  that  thou  wert  yet  alive  I 

Sure  thou  wouldsf  spread  the  canvas  to  die  gale 

And  love  with  us  tho  tinkling  team  to  drive 

O'er  peaceful  Freedom's  undivided  dale ; 

And  we,  at  sober  eve,  would  round  thee  throng. 

Hanging,  enraptured,  on  thy  stately  song !         v 

And  greet  with  smiles  the  young-eyed  Poesy 

All  deftly  mask'd,  as  hoar  Antiquity. 

Alas  vain  Phantasies !  the  fleeting  brood 
Of  Woe  self-eolaoed  in  her  dreamy  mood  ! 
Yet  will  I  love  to  follow  the  sweet  dreaii. 
Where  Susquehannah  pours  his  untamed  streaa 
And  on  some  hill,  whose  forestrfrowuing  side 
Waves  o'er  tho  murmurs  of  his  calmer  tido 
Will  raiw  a  solemn  Cenotaph  to  thee. 
Sweet  Harper  of  time-shrouded  Minstrelsy ! 
And  there,  soothed. sadly  by  the  dirgeful  wiiai. 
Muse  on  the  sore  ills  I  had  left  behiml 


COLERIDGE^  POETICAL  WORKS. 


SONGS  OF  THE  PIXIES. 


Th«  PixiM,  in  the  luporstition  of  Dcropihire,  in  a  race  of 
brinci  invwibl/  tmall,  and  harmlMtf  Of  friendiy  to  man.  At  a 
vi^U  distance  from  u  villafc  in  that  coontr,  half- way  op  a 
wood-covered  hill,  it  an  excavation  called  Ihe  Pixiea'  Parlor. 
The  roots  of  old  trues  form  its  ceitias  ;  and  on  its  stdua  are 
innumerable  eiphen,  among  which  the  author  discovered  bis 
own  cipher  and  those  of  his  brothers,  cut  by  the  hand  of  tbeii 
childhood.   At  the  foot  of  the  hill  floVrs  the  river  Otter. 

To  this  place  the  Author  conducted  a  party  of  yotmg  Ladies, 
during  the  Slummor  months  of  the  year  1793 ;  one  of  whom, 
of  stature  elegantly  nnall,  and  of  complexion  colorless  yet 
clear,  was  proclaimed  the  Faery  Q.ueea.  On  which  occasion 
the  foUowiug  irregular  Ode  Was  wriltao. 


I. 

Whom  the  untaught  ShephlBidH  call 

Pixies  in  Iheir  madrigal, 
Fancy's  children,  here  we  dwell : 

Welcome,  Ladies !  to  our  celL 
Here  the  wren  of  softest  note 

Builds  its  nest  and  warfolcs  well  ( 
'  Here. the  blackUrd  strains  his  throat ; 

Welcome,  Ladies !  to  tmr  cell. 

IL 

When  fiides  the  moon  all  shadowy-pale, 
And  acuds  the  cloud  before  the  gale, 
Ere  Mom  with  living  gems  bedight 
Purples  the  East  with  streaky  light. 
We  sip  the  furze-flower's  fragrant  dews 
Clad  in  robes  of  rainbow  hues : 
Or  sport  amid  the  rosy  gleam, 
Soothed  by  the  distant^inkling  team. 
While  lusty  Lober  scouting  aorrow 
Bids  the  Dame  a  glad  good-morrow, 
Who  jogs  the  accusioin'd  road  along, 
And  paces  cheery  to  her  cheering  song. 

m. 

But  not  our  filmy  pinion 
We  scorch  amid  the  blaze  of  day. 
When  Noontide's  fiery-tressed  minion 
FInshoe  the  forviti  ray. 
Aye  (torn  the  sultry  heat 
We  to  the  cave  retreat 
0*ercanopied  by  huge  roots  ifUcrtvi-ined 
With  wildest  texture,  blacken'd  o'er  with  age : 
llound  them  their  mantle  green  the  ivies  bind,' 
Beneath  whose  foliage  pale, 
Fann'd  by  the  unfrequent  gale, 
We  shield  us  from  tho  Tyrant's  aiid-doy  rage. 

IV. 

Thither,  while  the  murmuring  throng 
Of  uild-beeshum  their  drowsy  song, 
By  Indolence  and  Fancy  brought, 
4  yoiiihful  Bard,  **  unknown  to  Fame," 
»VooeB  the  Queen  of  Solemn  Thought, 
And  heaves  the  gentle  misery  of  a  sigh, 
.  Gazing  with  tearful  eye. 
As  round  our  sandy  grot  appear 
Many  a  rudely-sculptured  name 
To  pensive  Memory  dear ! 
Wearing  gay  dreams  of  sunny-tinctured  hue. 
We  glance  before  lus  view : 


O'er  his.  hnsh'd  soul  oar  soothing  witeheriea  shed* 
And  twine  our  &ery  garlands  round  his  head. 

V. 

When  Evening's  dusky  car, 

Crown'd  with  her  dewy  star. 
Steals  o'er-ihe  fading  sky  in  ihadowy  flight 

On  leaves  of  aspen  trees 

We  tremble  to  the  breeze, 
Veil'd  from  the  grosser  ken  of  mortal  tight 

Or,  haply,  at  the  visionary  hour, 
Along  bur  wildly-bower'd  sequester'd  walk. 
We  listen  to  the  enamour'd  rustic's  talk; 
Heave  with  the  heavings  of  the  maiden's  breast. 
Where  youpgoeyed  Loves  have  built  the*r  tiurtls 

nest; 
Or  guide  of  soul-subduing  power 
The  electric  flash,  that  from  the  melting  ejre 
Darts  the  fond  question  and  the  soft  repdy. 


VT. 

Or  through  the  mystic  ringlets  of  the  vale 
We  flash  our  Taery  feet  in  gamesome  prank  * 
Or,  silent-sandaird,  pay  our  defter  cotirt 
Circling  the  Spirit  of  the  Western  Gale, 
Where  wearied  with  his  flower-caressing  sport 
Supine  he  slumbers  on  a  violet  bank ; 
Then  with  quaint  music  hynm  the  parting  gleam 
By  lonely  Otter's  sleep-persuading  stream ; 
Or  where  his  waves  with  loud  tmquiet  suig 
Dash'd  o'er  the  rocky  channel  froth  along 
Or  where,  his  isilver  waters  smoothed  to  rest. 
The  UiU  tree's  shadow  sleeps  upon  his  breast. 

.vn. 

Hence,  thou  lingerer.  Light! 
Eve  saddens  into  Night 
Mother  of  wildly-working  dreams !  we  view. 
The  sombre  hours,  that  round  thee  stand 
With  downcast  eyes  (a  duteotis  band!) 
Their  dark  robes  dripping  with  the  heavy  dew 
Sorceress  of  i)ie  ebon  throne ! 
Thy  power  the  Pixies  ovm. 
When  round  thy  raven  brow 
Heaven's  lucent  roses  glow. 
And  clouds,  in  watery  colors  drest. 
Float  in  light  drapery  o'er  thy  sable  vest: 
What  time  the  pale  moon  sheds  a  softer  day. 
Mellowing  the  woods  beneath  its  pensive  beam : 
For  'mid  the  quivering  light 't  is  ours  to  play. 
Aye  dancing  to  the  cadence  of  the  stream. 

VUI. 

Welcome,  Ladiee !  to  the  cell 
Where  the  blameless  Pixies  dwell : 
But  thou,  sweet  Nymph !    proclaim'd  oar  Faery 
Queen, 
With  what  obeisance  meet 
Thy  presence  shall  we  greet  t 
For  lo !  attendant  on  thy  steps  are  seen 
Graceful  Ease  in  artless  stole, 
And  white-robed  Purity  of  soul. 
With  Honor's  softer  mien  4 
Mirth  of  the  looeely-lfewing  hair. 
And  meek-eyed  Pity  ekxiuently  fair, 

Whose  tearful  cheeks  are  lovely  to  the  view 
As  snow-drop  wet  with  dew. 

U 


JUVENILE  POEMS. 


EL 

Unboaatfol  maid !  though  now  the  Lily  pole 

Tmnapareot  grace  thy  beantiei  meek ; 
Tet  ere  agaio  along  the  empurpling  vale» 
l^ie  purpling  vale  and  elfin-haunted  grove, 
Vrang  Zephyr  hif  freah  flewen  {vofuaely  throwi. 

We  *U  tinge  with  livelier  huea  thy  cheek ; 
And  fiaply,  from  the  nectuwbreathing  Rose 
Extract  a  Uuah  for  love ! 


THE  RAVEN. 

« 

A  CnUBTMAS  TALE,  TOIJ>  BY  A  SCHOOLrBOY  TO  HIS 
-  UTTLE  BROTStSBB  AND  SI8TKM. 

Ukuoiikath  a  huge  oak  tree 
There  wai,  of  awine,  a  huge  company, 
Hut  gmnted  aa  they  crunch*d  the  mast : 
For  ihai  was  ripe,  and  fell  full  fiiat 
Then  ifaey  Hotted  away,  for  the  wind  grew  high  ^ 
One  aeom  they  left,  and  no  more  might  you  spy. 
Next  came  a  raven,  that  liked  not  such  folly : 
He  belong  d,  thc^  did  say,  to  the  Witch  Melancholy ! 
Backer  was  he  tnan  blackest  jet, 
flew  low  in  the  rain,  and  his  leathers  not  wet 
He  pick'd  up  the  acorn  and  buiied  it  straight 
Bf  the  lidc  of  a  river  both  deep  and  great 
Where  then  did  the  Raven  go  ? 
He  went  high  and  low, 
Over  bill,  over  dale,  did  the  black  Raven  ga 
Many  Autumns,  many  Springs 
TraveU'd  he  with  waiKlering  wings : 
Many  Summers,  many  Winters — 
I  can*t  tell  half  his  adventurea. 

At  length  he  came  back,  and  with  him  a  She^ 
And  the  acorn  w^as  grown  to  a  tall  oak  tree. 
Tbey  bnilt  theAi  a  nest  in  the  tdpmoet  bough. 
And  young  ones  they  had,  and  were  happy  enow. 
Bot  soon  came  a  woiudman  in  leathern  guise. 
Ha  brow,  like  a  pent-house,  hung  over  liis  eyes. 
He  'd  8D  ax  in  his  hand,  not  a  word  he  spoke, 
Bet  with  many  a  h^m .'  and  a  sturdy  stroke, 
At  length  he  brought  down  the  poor  Raven's  own 

oak. 
Hii  yuoiig  ones  were  kill'd;    for  they  could  not 

depart, 
Aod  iLuir  mother  did  die  of  a  broken  heart 

Tike  boughs  from  the  trunk  the  woodman  did  sever ; 
And  they  floated  it  down  on  the  course  of  the  river. 
Tliey.aaw'd  it  m  planks,  and  its  bark  they  did  surip. 
And  with  this  tree  and  oihen  they  made  a  good  ship. 
The  ship  it  waa  launch'd ;  but  in  sight  of  the  land 
Soch  a  storm  there  did  rise  a»  op  ship  oould  with- 
stand. 
It  bulged  on  a  rock,  and  the  waves  rush'd  in  fast : 
Tile  ok*  Raven  flew  round  and  nrand,  and  caw'd  to 
the  blast. 

He  heanl  the  last  shriek  of  the  perisliing  souls^* 
See!  see!  o'er  the  topmast  the  mad  water  rolls! 

Bight  glid  ivaa  the  lUveo,  and  off  he  went  fleet, 
And  Death  riding  lifnae  on  a  oloud  he  did  meet 
Aod  be  thank'd  him  again  and  again  for  this  treat : 

Tliey  hail  taken  his  all,  and  Revenge  was  tweet ! 


ABSENCE. 

A  VAEEWBLL  ODK  ON  QUITTINO  SCHOOL   rOB  JBBOf 
COLXJCQE,   CAMBBIOGB. 

Wrxek  graced  with  many  a  classic  spoil 

Cam  rolls  his  reverend  stream  along, 

I  haste  io  urge  the  learned  toil 

That  sternly  chides  my  lovelorn  song :    ' 

Ah  me !  loo  mindful  of  the  days 

Ulumed  by  Paasion's  orient  rays. 

When  Peace,  and  Cheerfulness,  and  Health 

Enrich'd  me  with  the  best  of  wealth. 

Ah  fair  delights !  that  o'er  my  soul 
On  Memory's  wing,  like  shadows  fly ! 
Ah  Flowers .'  which  Joy  from  Eden  stole 
While  Innocence  stood  sniiiing  by  !-^- 
But  cease,  fond  heart !  this  bootless  moan  i 
Those  houn  on  rapid  pinions  flOwn 
•SRiall  yet  return,  by  Absence  crown 'd 
And  scatter  lovelier  roses  round. 

The  Sun  who  ne*er  remits  his  fires 
On  heedless  eyes  may  pour  the  day  : 
The  Moon,  that  oft  from  Heaven  retires. 
Endears  her  renovated  ray. 
What  though  she  leaves  the  sky  unblest 
To  mourn  awhile  in  murky  vest  7 
When  she  relumes  her  lovely  lighv 
We  Ueas  the  wanderer  of  the  night 


LINES  ON  AN  AUTUMNAL  EVENING. 

0  THOU,  wild  Fancy,  check  thy  wing !  No  more 
Those  thin  white  flakes,  those  purple  clouds  explora. 
Nor  there  with  happy  spirits  speed  thy  flight 
Bathed  in  rich  amber-glowing  floods  of  light ; 

Nor  in  yon  gleam,  where  slow  descends  the  day. 

With  western  peasama  hail  Xhe  morning  ray ! 

Ah !  rather  bid  the  perish'd  pleasures  move, 

A  shadowy  train,  across  the  soul  of  Love ! 

0*er  Disappointment's  wintry  desert  fling 

Each  flower  that  wreathed  the  dewy  locks  of  Spring 

When  blushing,   like  a   bride,  fVom  Hope's  rim 

bower 
She  leaped,  awaken'd  by  the  pattering  shower. 
Now  sh«ds  the  sinking  Sun  a  deeper  gleam. 
Aid,  lovely  Sorceress !  aid  thy  poet's  dream ! 
Widi  fiiiry  wand  O  bid  the  Maid  arise. 
Chaste  Jojrance  dancing  in  her  brigh^blue  eyec; 
As  eist  when  from  the  Muses*  calm  abode 

1  came,  with  Learning's  meed  not  unbeatow'd ; 
When  as  she  twined  a  laurel  round  my  brow. 
And  met  my  kias,  and  half  return'd  my  vow, 
O'er  all  my  fiame  shot  rapid  my  thrill'd  heart. 
And  every  nerve  oonfeas'd  th'  electric  dart 

0  dear  deceit!  I  see  the  Maiden  rise, 

Chaste  Joyance  dancing  in  her  bright-blue  ejresf 
When  fiist  the  lark,  high  soaring,  swells  his  throng 
Mocks  the  tired  eye,  and  scatters  the  wild  note, 

1  trace  her  footsteps  on  theaccii'iom'd  lawn, 
I  mark  her  glancing  'mid  the  gleam  of  dawn. 
When  the  bent  flower  beneath  the  ra*gh^dew  weepa 
And  on  the  bke  the  silver  lustre  sleeps* 
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Amid  the  paly  radiaace  soft  and  sad,   ' 
She  meets  my  lonely  path  in  nloon>beami  clad. 
With  her  along  the  atreamlet'a  brink  I  rove ; 
With  her  I  list  the  warblings  of  the  grove ; 
And  seems  in  each  low  wind  her  voice  to  0oat, 
Lone*whispering  Pity  in  each  soothing  note ! 

Spirits  of  Love !  ye  heard  her  name !  obey 
The  powerful  spell,  and  to  my  hahnt  repair. 
Whether  on  clustering  pinions  ye  are  there, 
Where  rich  snows  blossom  on  the  myrtle  trees, 
Or  with  ibnd  languishment  around  my  fair 
Sigh  in  the  loose  luxuriance  of  her  hair; 
O  heed  the  spell,  and  hither  wing  your  way, 
Like  fiuwofTmusie,  voyaging  the  breeze ! 

Spirits !  to  you  the  in&nt  Maid  was  given, 
Form'd  by  the.  wondrous  alchemy  of  heaven ! 
No  fidrer  maid  does  Lovers  wide  empire  know. 
No  &irer  maid  e'er  heaved  the  bosom's  snow. 
A  thousand  Loves  around  her  forehead  fly ; 
A  thousand  Loves  sit  melting  in  her  eye  \ 
Love  li^ts  her  smile— in  Joy*s  red  nectar  dips 
His  myrtle  flower,  and  plants  it  on  her  lips. 
Ske  speaks!  and  hark  diat  passion-warbled  song — 
Still,  Fancy !  still  that  voice,  those  notes  prolong. 
As  sweet  as  when  that  voice  with  rapturous  &lbi 
Shall  wake  the  sofien'd  echoes  of  Heaven's  halls ! 

O  (have  I  sigVd)  were  mine  the  wizard's  rod. 
Or  mine  the  power  of  Proteus,  changeful  god ! 
A  flower-entangled  arbor  I  would  seem. 
To  shield  my  Love  from  noontide's  sultry  beam : 
Or  bloom  a  Myrtle,  from  whose  odorous  bou|;hs 
My  love  might  weave  gay  garlands  for  her  brows. 
Wlien  twilight  stole  across  the  &ding  vale, 
To  fan  my  love  I'd  be  the  Evening  Gale; 
Moum  in  the  soft  folds  of  her  swelling  vest. 
And  flutter  my  faint  pinions  on  her  breast ! 
On  Seraph  winff  I  'd  float  a  Dream  by  night, 
To  soothe  my  Love  with  shadows  of  deught?— • 
Or  soar  aloft  to  be  the  Spangled  Skies, 
And  gaze  upon  her  with  a  thousand  eyes ! 

As  when  the  Savage,  who  hia  drowsy  fiame 
Had  besk'd  beneatli  the  Sun's  unclouded  flame, 
Awakes  amid  the  troubles  of  the  air. 
The  skiey  deluge,  and  white  lightning's  glaie— 
Aghast  he  scoius  before  the  tempest's  swe^p, 
And  sad  recalls  the  sunny  hour  of  sleep  ^-«f- 
So  tOBs'd  by  storms  along  life's  wildering  way, 
Biime  eye  Mverted  views  fliat  cloodlesa  day. 
When  by  my  native  brook  I  wont  to  rove. 
While  Hope  .with  kiawsnursed  the  In&nt  Love. 

Dear  native  brook !  like  Peace,  so  placidly 
ftnoothiBg  through  fertile  fields  thy  current  neek! 
Dear  native  brook !  where  first  young  Poesy 
Stared,  wildly-eager  in  her  noontide  dream! 
Where  blameless  pleasures  dimple'Quiefs  cheek, 
As  water-lilies  ripple  thy  slow  stream! 
Deer  native  haunts  I  where  Virtae  still  is  gay. 
Where  Friendship's  fix'd  star  sheds  a  mellow'd  my, 
Where  Love  a  crown  of  tfaomless  Hoses  wean, 
Wliere  soften'd  Sorrow  smilea  within  her  lean; 
Aad  Memory,  widi  a  Veatal's  chaste  employ, 
(Jnceasing  feeds  the  lambent  flame  q[  joyl 


No  more  your  sky-larks  melting  from  the  sight 
Shall  thrill  the  attuned  heart«tring  with  delight — 
No  more  shall  deck  your  pensive  Pleasuros  swieet 
With  wreaths  of  sober  hue  my  evening  seat 
Yet  dear  to  Fancy's  eye  your  varied  scene 
Of  wood,  hill,  dale,  and  sparkling  brook  between 
Yet  sweet  to  Fancy^  ear  the  vhurUed  snng. 
That  soars  on  Momhig's  wings  your  vales  ainong 

Scenes  of  my  Hope !  the  aching  eye  ye  leave. 
Like  yoQ  bright  hues  that  paint  the  clouds  of  ere ! 
Tearful  and  saddening  wifli  theaadden'd  blase. 
Mine  eye  the  gleam  pursues  with  wistful  gaze, 
Sees  shades  on  shades  with  deeper  tint  impend. 
Till  chill  end  4lei»p  the  moonless  night 


THE  ROSE. 

As  late  each  ftower  that  sweetest  blowa 
I  pluck'd,  the  Garden's  pride ! 
Within  the  -petals  of  a  Rose 
A  sleeping  Love  I  spied. 

Around- his  brows  a  beamy  wreath 
Of  many  a  lucent  hue; 
AH  purple,  glow'd  his  cheek,  beniaik 
Inebriate  with  dew. 

I  sofUy  seiaed  the  imguarded  Power, 
Nor  scared  hifi  balm^  rest; 
And  placed  him.  caged  within  the  flowsr. 
On  spotless  Sara's  bveaat 

But  when  unweeting  of  the  guile 
Awoke  the  prisoner  sweet. 
He  struggled  to  escape  awhile. 
And  stamp'd  his  fiuiy  feet 

Ah !  soon  the  soul-entrandng  sight 
Subdued  the  impatient  boy ! 
He  gazed!  he  thrill'd  with  deep  delight! 
Then  clapp'd  hil  wings  for  joy. 

-  And  O !  he  <}ried— «  Of  pngic  kinl 
What  chann  this  Throne  endear! 
Some  other  Love  let  Venus  find>- 
m  fix  my  empire  here." 


> 


THE  KISS. 

OifiUss,  dear  Maid!  I  said  and  sigh'd- 
Your  soom  tke  little  boon  denied. 
Ah  why  refuse  the  blameless  bUei? 
Can  danger  luifc  widiin  a  kter 

Yen  viewless  Wanderer  of  tte  vi^ 
The  Spirit  of  the  Western  Gale, 
At  MoRung's  break,  at  Evening's  ekMA 
Inhalee  the  sweetness  of  the  I^se. 
And  hovers  o'er  the  anii\|iured  UocMii 
Sighing  beck  the  soft  perfume. 
Viger  10  the  Zephyr%  wing 
Her  neetar-bMathfng  kisses  fling; 
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And  He  die  fitter  of  the  Pew 
Scatten  qn  the  Eoee't  hue. 
fiodifol,  1o!  ahe  bendi  her  heed, 
An^  daiti  a  Umh  of  deeper  led! 

Too  well  thoee  lovely  lipi  diacloie 
T^b  triomphe.of  the  openifag  Rom  ; 
O  furl  O  graceful !  hid  them  prove 
Ai  ponive  to  the  breath  of  Love. 
In  tender  accenle,  fiunt  and  low, 
WeU-pleaMd  I  hear  the  whifpei'd  *•  Noj** 
The  whisper'd  **  No*'— how  little  meaDt! 
Sweet  ftlaehood  that  endean  ooneent! 
For  on  ifaoie  loveljr  lipi  the  while 
Dawna  the  eofUrelentiDg  amile. 
And  tempCa  with  feign'd  diauaeioli  ooy 
"Rie  gentle  violeDce  of  Joy. 


TO  A  YOJmG  AS& 

m  ■OTHKE  mifO  TKTHEaKD  ICIAK  FIV 

Pooa  little  Ibel  of  an  oppreMed  race ! 

1  bve  die  languid  patience  of  thy  face : 

And  oft  with  gende  hand  I  give  thee  breads 

And  dap  thy  ragged  cxiat,  and  pat  thy  head. 

Boi  what  thy  dulled  spifita  hath  diamay'd. 

That  never  thou  doat  aport  along  the  glade  f 

And  (moat  unlike  the  nature  of  Ihinga  young) 

That  eazthwvd  atill  thymovdeaa  head  ia  hong! 

Do  thy  prophetic  feara  anticipate, 

Meek  ChOd  of  Miaeiy !  diy  future  fate  ? 

The  itarving  meeli  and  all  the  thouaand  achea 

*  Which  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takea  f* 

Or  b  thy  tad  heart  thrflrd  with  filial  pain 

To  tee  thy  wretched  mother'a  ahoiten'd' chain? 

Aod  truly,  very  juleoua  ia  her  lot^-- 

Chain*d  lo  A  kig  within  a  narrow  apot 

Where  the  doae-eaten  gnaa  ia  acarcely  aeen. 

While  aweet  around  her  wavea  the  tempting  gre^ ! 

Poor  Aaa!  Ihy  maater  ahoold  have  learnt  to  ahow 

Pitjr — beet  tau([^t  by  fellowahip  of  woe ! 

For  nmdi  I  fear  me  that  he  Uvea  like  thee. 

Half  famiah'd  in  aland  of  luxury ! 

How  adsingiy  ita  Ibotalepa  hither  bend  f 

It  weana  to  aay,  "  And  have  I  dien  one  firiendr 

booeent  Foal !  thon  poor  deapiaed  fbriom! 

I  hail  diee  bwUher    apite  ef  the  fool'a  aoom ! 

And  frin  would  Ihke  thee  with  me,  in  the  dell 

or  peace  and  mild  equality  to  dwell. 

Where  ToU  ehaU  caU  die  chaimer  Heahh  hie  Btide, 

And  Laughter  tiekle  Plenty*a  riblea  aide ! 

flow  iheu  wnildal  toae  thy  heela  in  gameaome  play, 

And  fridt  aboot,  aa  lamb  or  kitten  gay ! 

Yea!  and  more  muaicalty  aweet  tt  «ne 

Tfay  diannant  haiah  himy  of  joy  would  be, 

Than  warUed  mehidiea  that  aoodie  to  raet 

TIm  achiog  of  pale  faahion*a  vacant  breaat!' 


.     DQMESrnC  PEACE. 

Tkll  me,  on  what  holy  groufid 
May  Domeatic  Peace  be  found  7 
Bakyon  Daughter  of  the  akiea. 
Far  en  fearful  winga  ahe  fliea. 


From  the  pomp  of  aceptred  attte, 
From  die  rebel'a  noiay  hate. 
In  a  oottaged  vale  She  dwelli 
Liatening  lo  die  Sabbadi  bella ' 
Still  around  her  atepa  are  aeen 
Spodeaa  Honor'a  meeker  mien, 
Love,  the  aire  of  pleaaing  feara. 
Sorrow  amiling  through  her  teara, 
And,  oonadoua  of  the  peat  em]rfoy,' 
Bfemoiy,  boaom^pring  of  joy 


THE  SIGH. 

Wmsf  Youth  hia  faery  reign  began 
Ere  aonow  had  proclaimed  me  man ; 
While  Pbace  the  pieaent  hour  beguiled* 
And  all  the  lovely  proapeci  aniled ; 
Then,  Maiy !  'mid  toy  lighlaome  glee 
I  heaved  die  painleaa  Sigh  for  diee. 

And  when,/a]ong  die  wavea  of  woe, 
My  haraaa'd  heart  waa  doom'd  to  know 
The  frantic  burst  .of  outrage  keen. 
And  the  alow  pang  that  gnawa  unaeen ; 
Then  ahipwreck*d  on  life*a  alonny  aea. 
I  heaved  an  anguiah'd  Sigh  for  thee.* 

But  aoon  aeflection'a  power  impreaa'd 
A  atiller  aadneaa  on  my  breaat ;    - 
And  aickly  hope  with  waning  eye 
Waa  well  content  to  droop,  and  diex 
I  ]rielded  to  the  atom  decree, 
Yet  heaved  a  langoki  Sigh  for  diee! 

And  though  in  diatanf  climea  to  roam, 
A  wanderer  from  my  native  home, 
I  fiiin  would  aoothe  the  aenae  of  Care 
And  lull  to  aleep  the  Joya  dut  were! 
Thy  Image  may  not  baiuah'd  be- 
Still,  Mary !  atiU  I  aigh  for  diee. 
Jiaae,  1794.     . 


(  El 

It 


EPITAPH  ON  AN  INFANT. 

Eax  Sin  ooold  blight  or  Sorrow  fode. 
Death  came  widi  friendly  care  ,* 

The  opeqing  bud  to  Heaven  convey'd, 
And  bade  it  bloHom  there. 


LINES  MTRnTEN  AT  THE  KINO'S  ARMS 

ROSS. 

FORMERLY  THK  H0U8R  OF  THX  **  MAN  OF  ROflB." 


Richer  dian  miaer  o'er  hia  ooundeaa  hoarda, 

Nobler  than  king%  or  king-poUuted  lorda. 

Here  dwelt  the  man  of  Roaa !  O  Traveller,  hear! 

Departed  merit  claima  a  reverent  tear. 

Friend  to  the  friendleaa,  to  the  aick  man  health, 

With  generoua  joy  he  view'd  hia  modeit  Wealth  | 

He  hears  the  widow'a  heavenJireath'd  prayer  of 

praiae. 
He  mark'd  the  ahelter'd  orphan'a  tearful  gaA, 
Or  where  die  aorrow^hriveird  captive  la^, 
Poura.the  bright  blaze  of  Freedom's  noontide  ra^i 
Beneath  thia  roof  if  thy  cheer'd  mohienta  peas, 
{Fill  to  the  good  mana  name  one  gratelid  giaaa  ' 
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vAt  pauses  the  tired  Cossack's  barbarous  yell 

Of  tri  tmph)  on  the  chill  and  midnight  ppole 

Rises  with  fnuitic  burst  or  sadder  swell    . 

The  dirge  of  murdered  Hope!  while  Freedom  pale 

Bends  in  such  anguish  o'er  her  destined  bier» 

As  if  from  eldest  time  smne  Spirit  meek 

Had  gather'd  in  a  myvtic  urn  each  tear 

That  ever  on  a  Patridl's  forrow'd  «heek 

Fit  chaimel  found ;  and  she  had  dram'd  the  bowl 

In  <the  mere  wiUiUness,  and  tick  daspair  of  aool ! 


SONNET. 

As  when  far  off  the  warbled  sfrains  are  heezd 
That  aoar  on  Morning's  wing  the  vales  amoogf 
Within  his  cage  the  iraprison'd  matin  bird 
Swells  the  full  chorus  with  a  generous  song: 
He  bathes  no  pinion  in  the  dewy  light, 
No  Father's  joy,  no  Lover's  bliss  he  shares, 
Yet  still  thd  rising  radiance  cheers  his  sight ; 
His  Fellows'  freedom  soothes  the  Captive's  cares : 
Thou,  Fayette!  who  didst  wake  with  startling  voice 
Life's  better  sun  fiom  thaA  long  wintry  night, 
Thus  in  thy  Country's  triumphi  shalt  rejoice, 
And  mock  with  raptures  high  the  dungeon's  might: 
For  k>!  the  morning  struggles  into  day, 
4nd  Slavery's  spectres  shriek  and  vanish  from  the 

ray- 


SONNET. 

Thoo  gentle  Look,  that  didst  my  soul  beguile, 
VVhy  hast  thou  left  me?  Still  in  some  fond  dream 
Revisit  my  sad  heart,  auspicious  Smile! 
As  falls  on  closing  flowen  the  lunar  beam  i 
What  time,  in  sickly  mood,  at  parting  day 
I  lay  me  down  and  think  oi  happier  years ; 
Of  joys,  that  glimmer'd  in  Hope's  twilight  ray. 
Then  left  me  4arkliDg  in  a  vale  of  tears. 
O  pleasant  days  of  Hope — for  ever  gone ! 
Could  I  recall  you ! — ^But  that  thought  is  vain. 
Availcth  not  Persuasion's  sweetest  tone 
To  lure  the  fieetrwing'd  travellers  back  again: 
Yet  fiitr,  though  faint,  their  images  shall  gleam  . 
Like  the  bright  rainbow  on  a  willowy  stream. 


80N?fET. 

Pale  Roomer  trough  the  Night;  thou  poor  Forlorn! 
Remorse  that  man  on  his  death-bed  possesa. 
Who  in  the  credulous  hour  of  tenderness 
Betray'd,  then  cast  thee  forth  to  Want  and  Scom! 
The  worid  is  pitiless:  the  Chaste  one's  pride, 
Mimic  of  Virtue,  scowls  on  thy  distress; 
Thy  loves  and  they,  that  envied  thee,  deride : 
And  Vice  alone  will  shelter  wretchedness! 
O!  I  am  sad  to  think,  that  there  should  be 
Cold-hnnom'd  lewd  ones,  who  endure  to  place 
Poul  ufierings  on  tlie  ahrine  of  Misery, 
And  force  from  Famine  the  caress  of  Love  { 
May  He  shed  healing  on  the  sore  disgrace. 
He,  the  great  Comforter  tblit  rifte  above  1 


60NNET. 

Sweet  Mercy  i  how  my  veiy  heart  has  bled 
To  see  theo,  poor  Old  Man!  and  thy  gray  hairs 
Hoar  with  the  snowy  bloat :  while  no  one  cares 
To  clothe  thy  shriveU'd  limbs  and  palsied  -bead. 
My  Father!  -throw  away  this  ^itter'd  vest 
That  modss  thy  shivering!  take  my  ganaent — in 
A  young  man's  arm!  I'll  melt  these  frozen  dews 
That  bang  from  thy  white  beard  and  numb  thy  bi 
My  San  too  shall  tend  thee,  Uke  a  Child : 
And  thou  shalt  talk,  iq  our  fire-side's  needs. 
Of  purine  Pride,  that  scowls  on  Wretdwdi 
He  did  not  so,  the  GalilsBan  mild. 
Who  met  the  Laaan  tum'd  from  rich  m^'s  doors. 
And  call'd  them  Friends,  and  heal'd  their  noiaoBM 
Sores! 


SONNET. 

I 

Thou  bleedest,  my  poor  Heart!  and  fliy  distms 
Reasoning  I  ponder  with  a  scornful  smile. 
And  probe  thy  sore  wound  sternly,  though  the  while 
Swoin  b^  rune  eye  and  dim  with  heaviness. 
Why  didst  toou  Hsten  to  Hope's  whi9per  bland!  > 
Or,  listening,  why  forget  the  healing  tale. 
When  Jealouky  with  feverish  fancies  pale 
Jarr'd  thy  fine  £bres  with  a  maniac's  hand  % 
Faint  was  that  Hope,  and  rayless! — ^Yet  'twas  fiur 
And  soothed  with  many  a  droam  the  hour  of  reat : 
Thou  shouldst  have  toved  it  most,  when  most  o|^irert 
And  nursed  it  with  an  agony  of  Care, 
Even  as  a  Mother  her  sweet  infant  heir 
That  wan  and  sickly  droops  upon  her  breast! 


SONNET. 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  "  SOBBBM." 

Schtllkr!  that  hour  I  would  have  wished  to  die. 
If  through  the  shuddering  ihidnight  I  had  sent 
From  the  dark  dungeon  of  thd*  tower  time-reat 
llat  fearful  voice,  a  fiunish'd  Father's  cry— 
Lest  in  some  afler  moment  aught  mora  mean 
Might  stamp  me  mortal!  A  triumphant  shout 
Black  Horror  scream'd,  and  all  her  goblin  root 
Diminish'd  shrunk  from  the  more  withering  scene! 
Ah  Bard  tremendous  in  subfimity! 
Could  I  behold' thee  in  thy  loftier  mood 
Wandering  at  eve  with  finely  frenzied  eye 
Beneath  some  vast  old  tempest«winging  wood! 
Awhile  with  mute  awe  gazing  I  would  brood  t 
Then  weep  aloud  in  a  wild  ecstasy! 


UMES 

COMPOSED  WHILE  CUMBINO  THE  LETT  ASCENT    OJT 
BROOKLET  COOMB,  SOMERBETSHIEE,  HAY,  1795 

With  many  a  pause  and  oft-reverted  ejre 
I  climb  the  Coomb's  ascent :  sweet  aongsteiB  near 
Warble  in  shade  their  wild- wood  melody: 
Far  off  the  unvarying  Cjckoo  soothes  my  ear. 
Up  scour  the  startling  soaggiers  of  the  Fhxtk 
That  on  green  plots  o'er  precipices  browse : 
From  the  forced  fissares  of  the  naked  rock 
The  Yew-tree  bunts!  Beneath  its  darfc.greeii  boocha 

SO 
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II 


(VOA  wUdi  die  May-diom  blvndi  ita  blowNnn  white) 
Wlien  faraed  mooth  elonee  jtit  out  in  momy  ■eels, 
I  rut  9— «iid  now  have  gain*d  the  topmoit  tile. 
Ah !  whu  a  Itixmy  of  lamiKape  meets 
Njr  gaae !  Proud  Toweia,  and  CotB  more  dear  to  me, 
UnMhadow'd  Fiehlfl»  and  praapect^bounding  Sea ! 
Deep  agha  my  kmely  heart    I  diap  the  tear  i 
RnrNntii^t  ipat !  O  wera  my  San  heNi 


LINES 

«  TUB  MANNUt  OF  IRIISa, 

0PE4C*!  that  OD  a  lilied  bank  doit  loT« 
To  reaC  tiaae  head  beneath  an  Olive  Tree, 
I  wmld,  that  fifom  the  pinione  of  Uiy  Dove 
One  qiliD  withonten  pain  3rpluck*d  might  be ! 
For  0!  I  wiih  my  Saia'a  fiowne  lo  flee, 
And  ftin  to  her  aome  loothiag  Mmg  would  vnile, 
Lat  the  leeent  my  mde'dieoouifeey. 
Who  vow'd  to  meet  her  era  the  morning  hght, 
Bat  hnhe  my  plighted  ivord— ahl  fiJee  and  recreant 
Wight! 

Lsat  night  ae  I  my  weary  head  did  pillow 
W!d)  thoogfali  of  my  diMever'd  Fair  eogroai*d. 
Chill  Faacy  dioopM  wieaching  henelf  with  willow, 
Am  dioQgh  my  breaat  enlopib'd  a  pining  ghost. 
'  Fiom  nme  faieet  oouch,  young  Rapture's  bridal 


Rejected  Slumber !  hither  wing  ihy  way ; 

But  leave  me  with  the  malin  hour,  at  most  !- 

As  oighb^osed  Floweret  to  the  orient  ray. 

My  nd  heart  will  ez|;end,  when  1  the  Maid  survey/' 

Bat  Love,  who  beavd  the  silence  of  my  thought. 
Contrived  a  loo  successful  wile,  I  ween  .* 
And  wAmpa^d  to  hfanseU^  with  malice  fraught-— 
*  Too  long  our  Slave  the  DamseVs  sumZm  hath  seen  : 
T^HBonow  shall  he  ken  her  altered  mien !  '* 
He  spake,  and  ambush'd  lay,  till  on  my  bed 
The  morning  shot  her  dewy  gUmces  keen. 
When  as  I  'gan  to  lift  my  .drowsy  head — 
".Now,  Bonl!  I*U  work  thee  woe!"  the  laughing 
Elfln 


Sleep,  sofily-bieathing  God  !  his  downy  ^ing 
Was  flbtlering  now,  as  quickly  to  depart ; 
When  twang*d  an  arrow  from  Love*s  mystic  string. 
With  pathless  wound  it  pierced  him  to  the  heart 
Wm  there  some  magic  in  the  Elfm's  dart  f 
(^  did  he  strike  my  conch  with  wizard  Ihnce  f 
For  ftraight  so  &ir  a  Form  did  upwards  start 
(So  fiufor  deck'd  the  Bowers  of  old  Romance) 
Thst  Sleep  enamour'd  grew,  nor  moved  from  his 
sweei  trance ! 

My  Sara  came,  with  gentlest  look  divine ; 

Bright  thooa  her  eye,  yet  tender  waa  its  beam: 

I  felt  the  proMUje  of  her  lip  to  mine ! 

Whisperiog  we  went,  and  Love  was  all  our  themep— 

hnt  pore  and  spotleas,  as  at  first,  I  deem, 

lie  Bprug  from  Heaven !  Such  joys  with  Sleep  did 

'bide, 
1^  I  the  living  Image  of  my  Dream 
l^onfly  feigoL    Too  late  J  woke,  and  sigh'd— 
'0!  bow  Aall  I  behold  mv  Love  at  eve9tide !" 


IMITATED  FROM  OSSLiN. 

Tn  stream  with  languid  murmur  creeps, 

In  Lumin's ^^oieery  vale: 
Beneath  the  dew  die  lily  weep% 

StoWowaving  to  the  gale. 

"  Cease,  restleas  gale !"  it  seema  to  lay, 
"  Nor  wake  me  with  thy  sighing! 

Tito  hftoors  of  my  vernal  day 
Ob  rapid  wing  are  flying. 

••  TcMnorrow  shall  the  Traveller  come 
Who  hito  beheld  me  M'^^^ming : 

His  searching  eye  shall  vainly  roam 
The  dreary  vale  of  Lumin.'* 

With  eager  gaae  and  wetted  cheek 
My  wonted  haunts  along, 

Thus,  iaithfUl  Maidenl  thm  shalt  seek 
The  Youth  of  simplest  song. 

But  I  along  the  breeze  shall  roll 
Hie  voice  of  feeble  power; 

And  dwell,  the  moon-beam  of  thy  soul, 
In  Slumber's  nightly  hour.  . 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  NINATHOAIA 

How  long  will  ye  round  me  be  swellingf 

O  ye  blue-tumbling  waves  of  the  Sea  f 
Not  always  in  Caves  was  my  dwelHng, 

Nor  beneath  the  cold  blast  of  the  Tree. 
Through  the  high-sounding  halls  of  Cathl6ma 

In  tihe  steps  of  my  beauty  I  stray'd ; 
The  Warriors  beheld  Ninatb&ma, 

And  they  blessed  the  white-bQsom*d  Maid! 

A  Ghost !  by  my  oavem  it  darted ! 

In  moon>beams  the  Spirit  was  drest— 
For  lovely  appear  the  departed 

When  they  visit  the  dreams  of  my  rest ! 
But,  disturb'd  by  the  Tempest's  commotion. 

Fleet  the  shadowy  ftrms  of  Delight — 
Ah  cease,  thou  shrill  blast  of  the  Ocean ! 

To  howl  through  my  Cavern  by  Night 


IMITATED  FROM  THE  WELSH 

If,  while  my  passion  I  impart. 
Yon  deem  my  words  untrue, 

O  pkce  your  hand,  upon  my  hearW- 
Feel  how  it  throfai  ibr  jfou  ! 

Ah  no !  rqject  the  thoughtless  daim. 

In  pity  to  your  lover! 
That  thrilling  touch  would  aid  the  flame 

It  widies  to  discover. 


TO  AN  INFANT.     ' 

Ah  cease  thy  tears  and  Sobs,  my  little  Lift ' 
I  did  but  snatch  away  the  unclasp'd  Knife : 
Some  safer  Toy  will  won  arrest  thine  eye. 
And  to  quick  Laughter  change  this  peevish  n  r* 
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Poor  Stumbler  on  the  tqbky  ooast  of  Woe, 
Tutor'd  l^  Pain  each  source  of  Pain  to  know ! 
Alike  the  fbodful  fruit  and  scorching  fire 
Awake  thy  eager  grasp  and  young  desore ; 
Alike  the  CkKxl,  (he  111  oflend  thy  sight, 
Aful  rouse  the  stonny  sense  of  shriU  a^ght !  ^ 

Untaught,  yet  wise !  'mid  all  thy  brief  alarms 
Thou  closely  cUngest  to  thy  Mother^s  arms, 
Nestling  thy  little  face  in  that  fond  breast 
Whose  anxious  heavingi  lull  thee  to  thy  rest ! 
Man's  breathing  Miniature !  *thou  makeat  me  sigb— 
A  Babe  art  thou — and  such  a  thing  am  I ! 
To  anger  rapid  and  as  soon  appeased, 
For  trifles  mourning  and  by  trifles  pleased. 
Break  Friendship's  Mirror  with  a  techy  blow, 
Tet  snatch  what  coals  of  fire  on  Pleasure's  altar 
glow! 

O  thou  that  rearest  with  celestial  aim 

The  future  Seraph  in  my  mortal  frame, 

Thrice-holy  Faith !  whatever  thorns  I  meet 

As  on  I  totter  with  unpractised  feet, 

Still  let  me  stretch  my  arms  and  cling  to  thee, 

Meek  Nurse  of  Sauls  through  thair  long  In&ncy ! 


LINES 

* 

WEITTEN  AT  SniTRTON    BARS,  NEAR.  BEIOOXWATER, 
BEPTKMBm,     17d5,     IN    ANSWXR    TO     A 
FBOM  BRISTOL.     . 


Good  TttiM  mo»t  food,  and  bad'veiM  then  aeenu  better 

Reeeived  from  abtent  Triend  by  way  of  Letter. 

For  what  to  >weet  can  labor'd  layi  impart 

As  one  rode  rhyme  wonn  fVom  a  Mcndly  hesrtl 

Anom. 


/ 


Nor  travels  my  meandering  eye  ' 

The  Btariy  wilderness  on  high  i 

Nor  now  with  curious  sight 
I  mark  the  glow-worm,  as  I  pass, 
Move  widi  "  greea  radiance  "  through  the  grass, 

An.  emerald  of  light 

« 

• 

0  ever  present  to  my  view ! 
My  wafled  spirit  is  with  you. 

And  soothes  your  boding  fears : 

1  see  you  all  oppreas'd  with  gloom 
Sit  lonely  in  that  cheerless  room — 

Ah  me !  You  are  in  tears ! 

Beloved  Woman !  did  you  fly 

Chill'd  Friendship's  dark  disliking  eye. 

Or  Mirth's  untimelv  din  7 
With  cruel  weight  thtjse  trifles  press 
A  temper  sore  with  tenderness. 

When  aches  the  void  within. 


But  why  with  sable  wand  unbleas'd 
Should  Fancy  rouse  within  my  breast 

Dim-visaged  shapes  of  Dreaid  f 
Untenanting  its  beauteous  clay 
My  Sara's  soul  has  wing'd  its  way. 

And  hovers  round  my  head ! 

[  felt  it  prompt  the  tender  Dream, 
When  aloi^y  sunk  the  da/s  last  gleam ; 


You  roused  each  gentler  sense 
As,  sighing  o'er  the  Blossom's  bloonoi. 
Meek  Evening  wakes  its  soft  perfuma 

With  viewless  influence. 


And  hark,  my  Love !  The  sea-bfeeae  moans 
Through  yon  raft  house!  Cer  rolling  sioiies 

In  bold  ambitious  sweeps 
The  onwanl-surging  tides  supply 
The  silence  of  the  cloudless  sky 

With  mimic  thundeni  dee|k 

« 

Dark  reddening  from  the  ^hannell'd  hUe^ 
(Where  stands  one  solita^  pile 

Unslated  by  the  blast) 
The  Watch-fira,  like  a  sullen  star 
Twinkles  to  many  a  dozing  Tar 

Rude  cradled  on  the  mast 

Even  there— beneath  that  lightphouse  tower-* 
In  the  tumultuous  evil  hour 

Ere  Fisaee  with  Sara  came, 
Time  was,  I  should  have  thought  it  sweet 
To  count  the  echoings  of  my  feet, 

And  watch  the  storm-vex'd  flame. 

And  there  in  black  soul-jaundiced  fit 
A  sad  gloom-pamper'd  Man  to  sit, 

And  listen  to  the  roar : 
When  Mountain  Surges  bellowing  deep 
With  an  uncouth  monster  leap 

Plunged  feaming  on  the  shore. 

Then  by  the  lightning's  Uaxe  to  mark 
Some  toiling  tempest-shatter'd  bark ; 

Her  vain  distress-ffuns  hear ; 
And  when  a  second  dieet  of  light 
Flash'd  o'er  the  blackness  of  the  liiglit-^ 

To  see  no  Vessel  there ! 

But  Fancy  now  more  gaily  sings  : 
Or  if  awhile  she  droop  her  wings, 

As  sky-larks  'mid  the  com. 
On  summer  fields  she  grounds  her  breast ; 
The  oblivious  Poppy  o'er  her  nost 

Nods,  till  retnrmng  mom. 

O  mark  those  smiling  tean,  that  swell 
The  open*d  Rose !  From  heaven  they  fell. 

And  with  the  sun-beam  blend. 
Bless'd  visitations  from  above. 
Such  are  the  tender  woes  of  Love 

Fostering  the  heaiti  they  bend ! 

When  stormy  Midnight  howling  round 
Beats  on  our  roof  with  clattering  sound. 

To  me  your  arms  you  11  stretch : 
Great  God !  you'll  say — ^To  us  so  kind, 
O  shelter  from  this  loud  bleak  wind 

The  houseless,  friendless  WTetch! 

The  tears  that  tremble  down  your  cheek. 
Shall  bathe  my  kisses  chaste  and  meek 


•  The  Hobnei,  in  the  Bristol  CsanDsu 
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In  Pit/i  dew  dirioe; 
Aiid  from  your  heart  the  ngfai  that  steal 
Shall  make  your  raing  liOBoin  feel 

The  antweiing  swpU  of  mine ! 

How  oft,  my  Loyo  !  with  shapiiigi  iweet 
]  paint  the  moment  we  ahall  meet ! 

With  eager  speed  I  dart — 
I  seize  you  in  the  vacant  air, 
And  bncy,  with  a  Husband's  caie 

I  press  yo)i  to  my  heart! 

*r  is  said,  en  Summer's  evening  hour 
Haahes  the  golden-color'd  flower 

A  fur  electric  flame : 
And  so  shall  flash  my  love-charged  eye 
When  all  the  heart's  hig  ecstasy 

ShooiB  rapid  through  the  frame ! 


LINES 

IN  AH9W^   TO  A   MSLANCHeLT 


TO  A  niBHD 


AwAT,  those  cloudy  loolcs,  that  laboring  sigh. 
The  peevidi  oflfipring  of  a*Bickly  hour ! 
Nor  meanly  thus  complain  of  Fortune's  power. 
When  ihe  Uind  Gamester  throws  a  luc^ess  die. 

Yon  letting  Son  flashes  a  mournful  gleam 
Behind  thoie  broken  clouds,  his  stormy  train  t. 
To-morrow  shall  the  many-color'd  main 
in  biightnesB  roll  beneath  his  orient  beam ! 

WOd,  as  the  antomnal  gust,  flie  hand  of  Time 
Flies  o'er  his  mystic  lyre :  in  shadowy  dance 
The  ahemaie  groups  of  Joy  and  Grief  advance, 
Besponsive  to  his  varying  strai^u  sublime  f 

flesia  on  its  wing  each  hour  a  load  of  Fate ; 
The  Bwsin,  who,  luiVd  by  Seine's  mild  muimuis,  led 
Hia  weary  oxen  to  their  nightly  shed, 
IWay  may  rule  a  tempest-Croul^led  State. 

Kor  diall  not  Fortune  with  a  vengeful  smile 
Sonrey  the  sanguinary  Despots  might. 
And  IttfJy  hurl  the  I^geant  from  hiy  height, ' 
Inwept  to  wander  in  some  savage  isle. 

There,  shiv'ring  sad  beneath  the  tempest's  fVown, 
Roand  his  tii'd  limbs  to  wrapthe  purple  vest ; 
And  miz'd  with  nails  and  bcHBuls,  an  equal  jest  f 
Bsrter,  for  Ibod,  the  jewels  of  his  crown. 


RELIGIOUS  MUSINGS; 

A  DESULTORY  POEM, 
WarTTE!!   Olf  THE  CU&ISTMAS  EVE   OF   1794, 

Trb  is  the  time,  when  most  divine  to  hear. 

The  voice  of  Adoration  rouses  me, 

Ai  widi  a  Cherub's  trump :  and  high  upborne, 

Yes,  mingling  uiih  the  Choir,  I  seem  to  view 

The  virion  of  the  heavenly  multitude, 

Hlio  byom'd  the  jong  of  Peace  o'er  Bethlehem's 

ndds!      , 
Tet  4ioa  more  bright  than  all  the  Angel  blaze, 
That  haibinger'd  thy  birth.  Thou,  Man  of  Woes ! 

cs 

\ 


Despised  GalilsBsn  f  For  the  Great 
InvisiUe  (by  symbols  only  seen) 
With  a  peculiar  and  surpassiiig  light 
Shines  from  the  visage  of  the  oppress'd  good  Man 
When  heedless  of  himself  the  scourged  Saint 
Mourns  ibr  the  Oppressor.    Fair  the  vernal  Mead . 
Fair  the  high  Grove,  the  Sea,  the  Sun,  the  Stars , 
True  impress  each  of  their  creating  Sire ! 
Yet  nor  high  Grove,  nor  many-color'd  Mead, 
Nor  the  green  Ocean  with  his  thousand  Isles, 
Nor  the  siarr'd  Azure,  nor  the  sovran  Sun, 
£  'er  widi  such  miyesty  of  portraiture 
Imaged  the  supreme  beauty  uncreate. 
As  thou,  meek  Savior !  at  the  fearful  hour 
When  thy  insulted  Anguish  wing'd  the  prayer 
Harp'd  by  Archangels,  when  they  sing  of  Mercy! 
Which  when  the  Almighty  heard  fitMii  forth 

Throne, 
Diviner  light  flll'd  Heaven  with  ecstasy ! 
Heaven's  hymiiings  paused    and  Hell  her  ytaniag 

mouth 
Closed  a  brief  moment 

Lonely  was  the  death 
Of  Him  whose  life  was  love !  Holy  with  power 
He  on  the  thoughtpbenighted  sceptic  beam'd 
Manifest  Godhead,  melting  into  day 
What  floating  nusts  of  dark  Idolatry 
Broke  and  misshaped  the  Omnipresent  Sire : 
And  first  by  Fear  uncharm'd  the  drowsed  SouL* 
Till  of  its  nobler  nature  it  'gan  ieel 
Dim  recollections :  and  thence  soar'd  to  Hope, 
Strong  to  believe  whate'er  of  mystic  good 
The  Eternal  dooms  for  his  immortal  Sons. 
From  Hope  and  firmer  Faith  to  perfect  Love 
Attracted  and  abeorb'd :  and  centred  thera 
God  only  to  behold,  and  knowr  and  feel. 
Till  by  exclusive  Consciousness  of  God 
All  self-ai^hilated  it  shall  make 
God  its  Identity :  God  all  in  all  I 
We  and  our  Father  one !  • 

And  bless'd  are  they, 
Who  in  this  fleshly  World,  the  elect  of  Heaven, 
Their  strong  eye  darting  through  the  deeds  of  MeOt 
Adore  with  stedfast  unpresuming  gaze 
Him  Nature's  Essence,  Mind,  and  Energy ! 
And  gazing,  trembling,  patientily  ascend 
Treading  beneath  their  feet  all  visible  things 
As  steps,  that  upward  to  their  Father's  Thrbne 
Lead  gradual— else  nor  glorified  nor  loved. 
They  nor  Contempt  embosom  nor  Revenge . 
For  they  dare  know  of  what  may  seem  deform 
The  Supreme  Fair  sole  Operant :  in  whose  sight 
All  things  are  pure,  his  strong  controlling  Love 
Alike  from  all  educing  perfect  good. 
Theirs  too  celestial  courage,  inly  arm'd — 
Dwarfing  Earth's  giant  brood,  what  time  they  mi^ 
On  their  great  Father,  great  beyond  compare ! 
And  marching  onwards  ^iew  lugh  O'er  their  heads 
His  waving  Banners  of  Omnipotence; 

Who  the  Creator  love,  created  might 

Dread  not :  within  their  tents  no  terrors  walk. 


*  To  Noiirov  Strip^Ktiffiv  us  ffoXAuv 

Qtm¥  iii9TnraS' 

Damas.  de  Mi/tL  JEg^, 
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For  they  are  ^ly  thiqgi  before  the  Lord, 

Aye  tmprofiuied,  thpugh  Earth  ahould  league  with 

HeU; 
God*i  Altac  gra^MOg  with  an  eager  hand. 
Fear,  the  wiM-viaaged,  pale/eye^tarting  wreteh, 
Sure-reftiged  hean  his  hot  pursuing  fiends 
Yell  at  vain  distiuioe.    Soon  refresh'd  fiom  Heayen* 
He  calms  the  duob  and  tempest  of  his  heart. 
His  countenance  settles ;  a  soft  solemn  Miss 
Swims  in  iiis  eye— -his  swimming  eye  upraised : 
And  Faith's  whole  annpr  glitters  4m  his  limbs  I 
And  thus  transfigured  with  a  dieadless  awe» 
A  solemn  hush  of  soul,  meek  he  beholds 
All  things  of  terrible  seeming:  yea,  unmoved 
Views  e'en  the  immiiigable  ministers 
That  shower  down  vengeance  on  these  latter  days. 
For  Viyj^ng  with  intenser  Deity 
From  the  celestial  Mercy-seAt  they  oorao. 
And  at  the  renovating  WeUs  of  Love 
liave  fiU'd  their  Vials  with  salutary  Wrath. 
To  sickly  Nature  more  meditinal 
Than  what  soft  balm  tfie  weeping  good  nan  pooii 
Into  the  lone  despoiled  traveller's  wounds ! 

Thus  ftmn  the  Elect,  regenerate  through  fliith, 
Pass  the  dark  Pfessions  and  what  thirtty  Cares 
Drink  up  the  spirit  and  the  dim  regards 
Seli^ntre.    Lo  they  vanish !  or  acquire 
New  namefe,  iiew  features    by  supernal  grace 
Enrobed  with  light,  and  naturalised  in  Heaven. 
As  when  a  theiJberd  on  a  vernal  mom 
Through  some  tfnek  ft^  creeps  timorous  with  stow 

foot, 
Darkling  he  fine  on  tfie  iihmediate  toad 
His  downward  eye.-  Idl  else  of  fairest  kind 
Hid  or  delbrm'd.   Bot  lo !  the  burstihg  Sun ! 
Tonch'd  by  HtUb  endiantnient  of  that  sudden  beam, 
Straight  the  black  vapor  melteth,  and  in  globes 
Of  dewy  glitter  gems  each  plant  and  tree ; 
On  every  leaf)  on  every  blade  it  hangs ! 
Dance  ^od  the  new4wm  intermingling  rays, 
And  wide  around  the  landscape  streams  with  glory! 

Th«e  is  one  IMGnd,  one  omnipresent  Mind, 

Omnific.    Hib  moist  holy  naiae  is  Lov4. 

Truth  of  subliming  import !  «vith  the  which 

Who  feeds  and  saturates  his  constant  soul, 

He  from  his  small  particular  orbit  flies 

With  bless'd  outstarting !  From  Himself  he  flies, 

Stands  in  the  Sun,  and  with  no  partial  gaze 

Views  all  creation ;  and  he  loves  it  all, 

And  blesses  it,  and  calls  it  very  good  ! 

This  is  indeed  to  dwell  with  the  Most  High! 

Cherubs  and  rapture-lretnbling  Seraphim 

Can  press  no  nearer  to  the  Almighty's  Throne. 

But  that  we  roam  unconscious,  or  with  hearts 

ITnfeeling  of  our  universal  Sire, 

And  that  in  his  vast  family  no  Cain 

Iniures  uninjured  On  her  best^m'd  blow 

Victorious  Murder  a  blind  Suicide), 

Haply  for  this  some  younger  Angel  now 

Looks  down  on  Human  Nature :  and,  behold ! 

A  sea  of  blood  bestrew'd  with  wrecks,  where  mad 

Embattling  Interests  on  each  other  rush 

With  unhelm'd  rage  I 


Our 


*Tis  the  sublime  of  man* 
,  to  know  ounelves 


Parts  and  proportions  of  one  wendnmi  vHiole .' 
This  fratetnises  Man,  this  constimtes 
Our  charities,  and  bearings   But 't  is  God 
Difiused  through  all,  thiu  doth  make  all  teio  wbolei 
This  the  worst  superititiou,  him.  except 
Aught  to  desire.  Supreme  Reality! 
The  plenitude  and  peimanehce  of  bliss ! 

0  Fiends  of  SuperstitioB  !  not  timt  oft 

The  erring  Priest  hath  stain'd  with  brother's  Uood 
Your  grisly  idols,  not  for  this  may  wrath 
Thunder  against  you  fh>m'tfae  Holy  One ! 
But  o'er  some  plain  that  steameth  to  dw  son. 
Peopled  with  Death ;  or  where  mere  hideous  Trade 
Loud-laughing  packs  his  bales  of  human  **|g»»Mh : 

1  will  raise  up  a  mourning,  O  ye  Fiendal 

And  cmse  your  spells,  that  fibn  the  eye  of  Faith, 
Hiding  the  present  God ;  whose  presence  lost, 
The  moral  word's  cohesion,  we  become 
An  anarchy  of  Spirits  !  Toy-bewitch'd, 
Made  blind  by  lusts,  disherited  of  soul. 
No  common  centre  Man,  no  common  sire 
Knoweth  !  A  sordid  solitary  thing, 
'Mid  countless  bretfarBu  with  a  lonely  heart 
Through  courts  and  cities  the  smooth  Savage  roams, 
Feelin];  himself;  his  own  k>w  Self  the  whole ; 
When  he  by- sacred  sympathy  might  make 
The  whole  one  Selfl  Self  that  no  alien  knovn! 
Self,  &r  diffused  as  Fancy's  wing  can  travel ! 
Sel^  spreading  still !  Oblivious  of  its  own. 
Yet  aU  of  aU  poawssing!  This  is  Faith! 
This  the  Messiah's  destin'd  vieioiy ! 

But  fint  oflenoes  needs  must  come !  EV«n  now* 

(Black  Hell  laughs  horrible — to  hear  the  scoff*!} 

Thee  to  defend,  meek  Galilean !  Thee 

And  thy  mild  laws  of  love  unutterable. 

Mistrust  and  Enmity  have  bunt  the  bands 

Of  social  Peace ;  and  listening  Treachery  lurks 

With  piouM  Fraud  to  snare  a  brother's  life ; 

And  childless  widows  o'er  the  groaning  land 

Wail  numberless ;  and  orphans  weep  fbr  bread ; 

Thee  to  defend,  dear  Savior  of  Mankind ! 

Thee,  Lamb  of  God  !   lliee,  bhuheless  Prince  of 

PoQce! 
From  all  sides  rush  the  thirsty  brood  of  War ! 
Austria,  and  that  foul  Woman  of  the  North, 
The  lustful  Murderess  of  her  wedded  Lord ! 
And  he,  connatural  Mind !  whom  (in  their  songs 
So  bards  of  elder  time  had  haply  fbign'd) 
Some  Fury  fondled  in  her  hale  lo  man. 
Bidding  her  terpeot  hair  in  masy  surge 
Lick  his  young  face,  and  at  his  mouth  inbreathe 
Horrible  sympathy !  And  leagued  with  these 
Each  petty  German  princeling,  ntfrsed  in  gore ! 
Soul-harden'd  barteren  of  human  bk)od ! 


•  Jamnry  Slit,  1794,  in  the  debsia  on  the  Addrcee  to  hh 
Majettj,  oo  the  speech  froin  tlie  Throne,  the  Earl  oT  Guild- 
ford Boved  an  Amendroent  to  the  following  Sfleet ;— **  That 
the  Hooae  hoped  hie  Majeitr  would  wiae  the  earlieet  oppor* 
lunitr  to  conclude  a  peace  with  Ffsnee.**  etc.  Thta  raotion 
was  oppeeed  br  die  Duke  of  Portland,  who  "  contidered  the 
war  to  be  merely  gtanoded  on  one  principle-"(he  preaervatSo 
«f  the  ChriatioB  RehsioQ."  Mar  30th,  17M.  the  Duke  & 
Bedford  moved  a  nnmber  of  RcMluliont,  with  s  view  to  the 
Eatabliahment  of  a  Peace  with  Fratice.  He  waa  oppoaid 
(among  others)  bjr  Lord  Abingdoa  in  these  remarkable  words, 
**The  best  road  to  Peace,  ihy  Lords,  is  War !  and  War  car^ 
ried  on  in  the  same  manner  in  which  we  afe  taufbt  to  worship 
our  Crtetor,  nfuiA\f,  with  all  our  souls,  and  with  all  oni 
minds,  and  wiUi  all  our  heaxts,  and  with  all  our  strength.'* 
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bMih'b  pitew  S3a7«-iiie]«banti  \  Seorpioti-whf pa  of 

Fat*!  ' 

3i<Qr  leaat  in  i^Vagery  of  lM>1y  teal, 
Ape  for  the  yoka,  the  nee  degenerate, 
Wfauiii  Britain  ent  had  blush'd  to  ca!I  her  aoQi ! 
Th«e  to  defend  the  Moloch  Priest  prefen 
The  pmyer  of  hate,  and  ^bellowa  to  the  held 
Thai  Deity,  AiwoQipUee  Deity 
In  the  fieioe  jeakmay  of  vvaken'd  wmth 
WiU  go  fenh  with  oor  anniea  aiid  onr  fleets^ 
To  Kaitar  the  red  ruin  on  their  IbeaT 
0  blasphemy !  to  mingle  fiendteh  deeds 
WiOi  faleMdnea ! 

/ 

Lokl  df  imaleeping  Love,* 
Flora  everioBling  Thoo !  We  shall  not  die. 
Haeas,  eren  thaM,  in  mer^  didat  thou  ibm, 
Teadien  of  Good  throii|^  Evil  fay  brief  wmig 
Maldqg  Tmth  knrely,.and  her  fatnie  might 
Ikgnetic  o'er  tha  fii'd  nntiembliqg  heart 

hi  the  pnaeval  age  a  datelen  while 
The  Taeant  Shepherd  wander'd  widi  his  flock, 
Pitching' Ua  tent  ^HMre'er  the  green  graaa  waVed. 
Bat  800O  hnagniation  conjured  up    • 
An  hoat  of  new  deair^ :  with  bus^  aim,  ' 

Each  tor  himaelf.  Earth's  eager  children  tqird. 
So  Property  began,  rwo4treaming  ibont, 
Whence  Viee  and  Virtne  flow,  honey  and,  gall. 
Hence  the  soil  oonch,  and  many-color'd  robe, 
Ute  timbrri,  and  arcVd  dome  and  ooatly  feaat, 
Wiih  all  the  inventive  arts,  that  nursed  the  aoni 
To  ferma  of  beauty,  and  by  aensual  wanta 
TiaennttdiiBd  the  mind,  which  in  the  means 
I^amt  to  fiMTget  the  groasneas  of  the  end. 
Best  pleasured  with  its  own  activity. 
And  hence  Disease  that  withers  inanhood*s  ana, 
l^e  daggered  Envy,  aptrit^iuenehing  Want, 
Warrion,  and  Lords,  and  Priest»'«-all  the  sore  ilk 
l^t  vex  and  desolate  our  mortal  life, 
^ride-wasting  ills !  yet  each  die  iramediatB  sauna 
Of  Bvgblier  good.    Their  keen  wcessitiea 
To  ceaseless  action  goading  human  thought 
IlaTe  made  £arth*s  reasoning  animal  har  Lord ; 
And  the  pale4eatnred  Sage's  trembliag  hand 
Strong  as  an  hoat  of  aimed  Dettiea, 
Sttch  as  the  blind  Ionian  iaUed  ent. 

Pram  Avarice  diua,  from  Luxuiy  and  War 

Spiaqg    heavenly   Sdi^noe  ;    and    fiam    Science 


Ca*  lyaken'd  realms  Fhifeaopheie  and  Bania 
Spread  in  ooncentric  circlea :  th^  whoae  aoulB, 
ConKious  of  their  hig^  dignitiea  fiora  God, 
Biook  net  Wealth'a  rivalry  t  and  they  who  101^ 
Eoamoar'd  with  the  charms  of  order  hate 
The  unseemly  disproportion :  and  whoe'er 
Torn  widi  nuhi  sorrow  .from  the  victor's  cai 
And  the  bw  puppetry  of  thrones,  to  muae 
^  thatUeat  trinraph,  when  the  patriot  Saga 
^rd  the  red  lightnings  from  the  o'ei>rashing  doiid, 
And  dash'd  the  beauteous  Terrors  on  the  earth 
Smiling  majestic.    Such  a  phalanx  ne*er 
Measured  firm  paces  to  the  calming  sound 
or  Spartan  flute!  Thdae  on  the  &ted  di^. 


•^  thoB  not  fimn  ewrlaiting.  O  Lord,  mine  Holy  one  7 
WeifeallootiSs.  OUn^  alvMi hot onlabied  them  for  jiidf- 


When,  stung  to  rage  by  Pity,  eloquent  men     . 
Have  roused  with  pealing  voice  unnumber'J  tribea 
That  toil  and  groan  and  bleed,  Irangiy  and  blind 
Theke  huah'd  awhile  with  patient  eye  aerene, 
jShall  watch  the  mad  careering  of  the  storm ; 
Then  o'er  the  wild  and  wavy  chaoa  rush 
And  tame  the  outrageous  mass,  with  ^lastio  might 
Moulding  Confuaion  to  such  perfect  ^hns, 
As  emt  were  wont,  bright  visions  of  the  day ! 
Ta  float  before  them,  when,  the  Summer  nooni 
Beneath  some  arch'd  romantic  rock  reclined. 
They  felt  the  sea-breese  liA  their  youthibl  locks ; 
Or  in  the  month  of  blossoms,  at  mild  eve, 
Wandering  with  desultory  feet  inhaled 
The  wailed  perfumes,  and  the  rocks  and  woods 
And  many-tinted  streams  and  selthig  Son 
With  all  his  gorgeous  company  of  clouds 
Ecstatic  gazed !  then  homeward  aa  diey  stiay*d 
Cast  the  sad  eye  to  earth,  and  inly  mused 
Why  there  was  Misery  in  a  world  so  fiur. 
Ah  far  removed  from  all  that  glads  fhe  sense. 
From  all  that  softens  or  eimobles  Man,  ^ 

The  wretched  Many !  Bent  beneath  their  loads 
They  gape  at  pageant  Power,  nor  recognize 
Their  cota*  transmvited  plunder !  From  Uie  tree 
Of  Kxtowledge,  ere  the  vernal  sap  had  risen 
Rudely  disbranch'd  f  Bk»9ed  Society ! 
Fitliest  depictured  by  some  sun-scorch'd  waste. 
Where  oft  migestic  through  the  tainted  lioon 
The  Simoom  sails,  before  whose  purple  |xnttp 
Who  falls  not  prostrate  dies !  And  where  by  night 
Fast  by  each  precious  fountain  on  green  herbs 
The  lion  couches;  o^  hyeim  dips 
Deep  in  the  looid  stream  his  bloody  jaws  ■ 
Or  serpent  plants  his  vast  moon-glittering  bulk, 
Caught  in  whose  monstrous  tviine  Behemoth*  yeUfe 
His  bones  loud-crashing ! 

« 

O  ye  nniaberleai. 
Whom  Ibul  Oppression's  raffiab  gluttouy 
Drivea  fh>ra  Ule'a  jAeaieoiw  leaat !    O  thou  pofi 

wreteh. 
Who  mused  in  darkneaa  and  made  wild  by  wan^ 
Roamest  for  prey,  yea  thy  unnatural  hand 
Doat  Kft  to  deeds  of  bkiod.'  O  pale^yed  §bgm. 
The  victim  of  seduction,  daem*d  to  know 
Polluted  nights  and  dttyt  of  bkiaphetny ; 
Who  in  lothed  orgiea  with  lewd  wnawilgrs 
Must  gaily  bugh,  while  thy  remenber'd  home 
Gnaws  like  a  viper  at  thy  secret  heart ! 
O  aged  Women !  ye  who  weekly  catch 
The  morsel  toas'd  by'law4broed  Charity, 
And  die  so  slowly,  that  none  call  it  mijrder ! 
O  lothely  SupptimUs!  ye,  that  unreoeived 
Totter  heart-broken  from  the  ckiaiDg  gates 
Of  the  full  Lesar^beuae :  or,  gazing,  atand 
Sick  with  deapair !  O  ye  to  Glory'a  field 
Forced  or  ensnared,  who»  aa  ye  gasp  in  death. 
Bleed  with  new  wounda  beneath  the  Vulture'a  hash 
O  thou  poor  Widow,  who  in  dreams  dost  view 
Thy  Husband's  mangled  cone,  and  from  short  doaa 
Start*st  with  a  shriek ;  or  in  thy  half-fhatch'd  cot 
Waked  by  the  wintry  nightatona,  wet  and  cold, 
Cow'rst  o'er  thy  screaming  baby !  Rest  laWhile 


*  Behemoth,  hi  Rilhrew.  ■Itniiles  wiU  beaitt  in  leoeraL 
Home  l>eliove  it  ia  the  elttphant,  •ome  the  bippopotanOi;  mmm 
affirm  it  im  the  wiU  bM.  Foeticallj,  h  deritaales  say  lana 
qasdraped. 
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Children  of  .Wretchednen !  More  gFoans  must  rue. 
Mora  blood  must  stream,  or  era  your  wrongs  be  full. 
Yet  is  the  day  of  Retribution  nigh : 
The  Lamb  of  God  hath  epen'd  the  fiiUi  seel : 
And  upward  rush  on  swlAest  wing  of  5ra 
The  Innumerable  multitude  of  wrongs 
By  man  on  man  inflicted !  Rest  awhile. 
Children  of  Wretchedness  I  The  hour  is  nigh ; 
And  lo !  the  Great,  the  Rich,  the  Mighty  Men, 
Tha  Kings  and  the  Chief  Captains  of  the  World, 
With  all  that  fix'd  on  high  like  stais  of  Ileaven 
Shot  baleful  influence,  shall  be  cast  to  earth, 
Vile  ani?  dowi: -trodden,  as  the  untimely  fn^t 
Shook  frooi  the  fig-tree  by  a  sudden  storm. 
Even  now  the  storm  begins:*  each  gentle  name. 
Faith  and  meek  Pie^,  with  fearful  joy 
Tremble  Gxr-off—fbr  161  the  Giant  Fremy, 
Uprooting  empires  with  his  whirlwind  arm, 
Mocketh  high  Heaven  ;  bunt  hideous  from  the  cell 
IVhere  the  old  Hog,  unconquerable,  huge, 
Crearlmi's  eyeless  drudge,  black  Ruin,  sits 
Nursing'  the  impatient  earthquake. 


O  return ! 
Pure  Faith  f  meek  Piety !  The  abhorred  Form 
Whose  scarlet  robe  was  snif  with  eairthly  pomp,. 
Who  drank  iniquity  in  cups  of  gold. 
Whose  namef  were  msEny  and  all  blasphemous. 
Ham  met  the  horrible  judgment !  Whence  that  cry? 
The  mighty  army  of  foul  Spirits  shrieked 
Disherited  of  earth !  For  she  hath  &llen 
On  whose  black  front  was  written  Mystery ; 
She  that  reeled  heavily,  whose  wine  was  blood ; 
9 1 1  that  work'd  whoredom  with  the  Demon  Power, 
And  from  the  dark  embrace  all  evil  things 
Brought  forth  and  nurtured :  mitred  Atheism : 
And  patient  Folly  who  on  bended  knee 
Gives  back  the  steel  that  stabb'd  him ;   and  pale 

Fear 
Hunted  by  ghastlier  shapings  than  surround 
Moon-blasted  Madness  when  he  yells  at  midnight ! 
Return,  pure  Faith!  return,  meek  Piety! 
The  kingdoms  of  the  world  are  yours :  each  heart, 
Self^vem'd,  the  vast  family  of  Love 
Raised  iVom  the  common  earth  by  common  toil, 
£i\joy  the  equal  produce.    Such  delights 
As  float  to  earth,  permitted  visitants ! 
When  in  some  hour  of  solemn  jubilee 
The  massy  gates  oP  Paradise  arer  thrown 
Wide  open,  and  forth  oome  in  fragments  wild 
Sweet  echoes  of  unearAly  melodies. 
And  odora  snatch'd  from  beds  of  Amaranth, 
And  ihey,  that  from  the  crystal  river  of  life 
Spring  up  on  freshen'd  wing,  ambrosial  gales ! 
The  favor'd  good  man  in  his  lonely  walk 
Perceives  them,  and  his  silent  spirit  drinks 
Strange  bliss  which  he  shall  recognize  in  heaven. 
And  such  delights,  such  strange  beatitude 
Seize  on  my  young  anticipating  heart 
When  ihat  blest  future  rushes  on  my  view! 
For  in  his  own  and  in  his  Father's  might 
The  Savior  comes !  While  as  the  Thousand  Tears 
Lead  up  their  mystic  dance,  the  Desert  shouts ! 
Old  Ocnan  claps  his  hands !  The  mighty  Dead 
tQ  new  life,  whoe'er  from  earliest  time 


With  conscious  ze^l  had  uiged  Love's  wondrous  plait 
Coadjutors  of  God.    To  MiitonVs  trump 
The  high  Groves  of  the  renovated  £arth' 
Unbosom  their  glad  echoes :  inlyhush'd. 
Adoring  Newton  his  serener  eye 
Raises  to  heaven :  and  he  of  mortal  kind 
Wisest,  he*  first  who  mark'd  the  ideal  tribes 
Up  the  fine  fibres  through  the  sentieipt  brain. 
Lo !  Priesdey  there.  Patriot,  and  Saint,  and  Sage* 
Him,  full  of  years,  from  his  loved  native  land 
Statesmen  blood'StaiA'd  and  Priests  idolatrous 
By  dark  lies  maddening  the  blind  muhitude 
Drove  with  vain  hate.    Calm,  pitying,  he  retired* 
And  mused  expectant  on  these  promised  yean. 

O  yean !  the  blest  pre^minenee  of  Saints! 
Ye  sweep  athwart  my  gaae,^  heavenly  bright. 
The  winigs  that  veil  die  adoring  Serai^'s  eyes. 
What  diQe  he  bends  before  the  Jasper  Throne,t 
Reflect  no  loveliar  hues !  yet  ye  depart,  « 

And  all  beyond  is  darkness!  Heights  most  strange. 
Whence  Fancy  falls,  fluttering  her  idle  wing. 
For  who  of  woman  bom  may  paint  the  hour. 
When  seized  in  his  mid  course,  the  Sun  shall  wane 
Making  noon  ghastly !  Who  of-  woman  bom 
May  image  in  the  workings  of  his  thought. 
How  the  black-visaged,>red-eyed  Fiend  oulstretch'dl 
Beneadi  the  unsteady  feet  of  /datura  groans. 
In  feverish  slumbers-r- destin'd  then  to  wak^ 
When  fieiy  whiriwinds  thunder  his  dread  name 
And  Angels  shout.  Destruction !  How  his  arm 
The  la^t  great  Spirit  lifling  high  in  ait 
Shall  swear  by  Him,  the  overliving  One, 
Time  is  no  more  !  . 

Believe  thoo,  O  my  soul 
Life  is  a  vision  shadowy  of  Trath ; 
And  vice,  and  anguish,  and  the  womy  grave. 
Shapes  of  a  dream!  The  veiling  ctou«is  retire. 
And  lo !  the  Throne  of  the  redeeming  God  - ' 
Forth  flashing  unimaginable  day, 
Wraps  in  one  blaze  earth,  heaven,  and  deepdrt  hell 

Contemplant  Spirits !  ye  diat  hovsr  o'er 

With  untired  gaze  the  immeasurabi^  fount 

Ebullient  vtrith  creative  Deity ! 

And  ye  of  plastic  power,  that  interfused 

Roll  through  the  grosser  and  material  mass 

In  organizing  surge !  Holies  of  God !  • 

(And  what  if  Monads  of  the  infinite  mind) 

I  haply  journeying  my  immortal  course 

Shall  sometime  join  your  msrstic  choir?  Till  then 

I  disdpline  my  young  noviciate  thought 

In  ministries  of  heart-stirring  song. 

And  aye  on  Meditation's  heavenward  wing 

Soaring  aloft  I  breathe  the  empyreal  air 

Of  Love,  omnifid,  omnipresent  Love, 

Whose  day'Spring  rises  glorious  in  my  soul 

As  die  great  Sun,  when  he  his  influence 

Sheds  on  the  fros^bound  waters — ^The  glad  stream 

Flows  to  the  ray,  and  warbles  as  it  flows. 


•  Aflodiiig  to  tte  iVsaeb  RsvohitkiB. 


•  Dsvid  Ilsrtler. 

t  Rar.  Chap.  It.  ▼.  8  sad  3.— And  immediately  1  was  in  tkt 
Spirit:  and  behold,  a  Throne  wai  aet  in  Heaven,  and  one  lat 
on  the  throne.  And  he  that  lat  waa  to  looit  upon  lllte  a  jaapei 
and  aardine  atone,  etc 

t  The  fiaal  DeatAictlon  impenohstsd. 
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THE  DESTINY  OF  NATION& 


A  TlilOK. 

Vcsnaocrs  Reverence.'  'Hush  all  meaner  song, 
Ere  we  the  deep  preluding  atroin  have  pour'd 
rt  the  Great  Father,  only  Rightful  King, 
Eieraal  Father !  ^ng  Omnipotent ! 
The  Will,  the  Word,  the  Breath,— the  Living  God. 

Sodi  •ymphony  requires  best  inttrument 
Sei»,  then!  my  sonll  fh)m  Freedom's  uophied  dome; 
The  Harp  which  hangefh  high  between  the  Shields 
or  Bnitua  and  Leonidaa!  With  that 
Strong  mmic,  that  soliciting  spell,  force  beck 
Earth  8  free  and  seining  spirit  that  lies  entrane'd 

For  what  is  Freedom,  but  the  unfetter'd  use 
Of  all  the  powers  which  God  for  use  had  given? 
Bot  chiefly  this,  him  First,  him  Last  to  view 
Through  meaner  powers  and  secdndpxy  things 
EQfoIgent,  as  through  clouds  that  veil  his  blaze. 
For  all  that  meets  the  bodily  sense  I  deem, 
Symbolical,  one  mighty  alphabet 
For  infiuit  minds ;  and  we  in  this  low  iitrorld 
Pbced  wnh  our  backs  to  bright  Reality* 
I^t  we  may  leani  with  young  unwounded  ken 
The  sahstanoe.  from  its  shadow.    Infinite  Love, 
Whose  lalence  ia  the  plenitude  of  All, 
Thou  with  retracted  Beams,  and  Selheolipse 
Veiling,  revealest  thine  eienukt  Son. 

Bat  some  there  are  who  deem  thamsel  vea  most  free 
When  they  within  this  gross  and  visible  sphere 
Chain  down  the  winged  thou^t,  scoflfing'  ascent 
Pruod  in  their  Bieanness:  and  themselves  they  dieat 
With  noisy  emptiness  of  learned  phrase. 
Their  subtle  fluids,  impacts,  ^ssenc^ 
Self  working,  tools,  uncaus'd  efl^ts,  and  all 
Those  blind  Omniscients,  those  Abnighty  Slaves^ 
Vntfnwnting  creation  of.  its  God. 

fiat  propertiea  are  God :  the  naked  mass 
(If  1089^  there  be,  iantastic  Guess  or  Ghost) 
Actt  «ily  by  its  inacdvity. 
Here  we  pause  humbly.     Others  boldlier  think 
That  as  one  body  seemib  the  aggregate 
Of  Atoms  numberless,  each  organized ; 
So»  by  a  strange  and  dim  similitude, 
bfinite  myriads  of  self  conscious  minds 
Are  pne  all'Oonscious  Spirit,  which  infomii 
Wtih  aSMolute  ubiquity  of  ^ught 
:His  one  eternal  telf-affirming  Act !) 
AU  his  involved  Monada,  that  yet  aeem 
With  varioua  province  and  apt  agency 
^^  to  pursue  its  own  selfcentering.  end. 
SoiQe  none  the  infant  diamond  in  the  mine ; 
^e  roll  the  genial  Juices  through  the  oak; 
^^nne  drive  the  mutinous  clouds  to  clash  in  air, 
Aod  rushing  on  the  stonn  with  whirlwind  speed, 
Voke  tfie  red  lightning  lo  their  volleying  car. 
l^iiB  these  ponue  their  never-varyuig  oourse, 
'No  eddy  in  their  stream.    Others,  more  wild, 
V\ith  complex  interests  weaving  human  iates, 
^^^"ivmot  piDud,  alike  obedient  all, 
£TDive  the  process  of  eLemal  good. 
3 


Axid  what  if  «ome  rebellious,  o'er  dark-lwafam 
Arrogate  power  ?  yet  these  train  up  to  God, 
And  on  iie  rude  eye,  unconfirm'd  for  day. 
Flash  raeteor-lighls  better  than  total  gloom     ' 
As  ere  from  Lieule-Oaive's  vapoiy  head 
The  Laplancfer  beholds  the  iaroff  Suh 
Dart  his  slant  beam*  on  unobeying  snows, 
While  yet  the  stem  and  solitary  Night 
Brooks  no  alternate  sway,  the  Boreal  Mom 
With  mimic  lustre  substitutes  its  gleam, 
Guiding  his  course  or  by  Niemi  lake 
Or  Balda-Zhiok,*  or  the  mossy  alone 
Of  Solfar-kapper,t  while  the  snowy  blast 
Drifts  arrowy  by,  or  eddies  round  his  sledge.  . 
Making  the  poor  babe  at  its  mother's  back^ 
Scream  in  its  scanty  cradle :  he  thjB  while 
Wins  gentle  solace  as  with  upward  eye 
He  marks  the  streamy  banners  of  the  North, 
Thinking  himself  those  happy  spirits  shxill  join 
Who  there  in  floating  robes  of  rosy  light 
Dance  sportively.    For  Fancy  ifi  the  Power 
That  first  unsenshalizes  th^  dark  mind. 
Giving  it  new  delights ;  and  bids  it  swell 
With  wild  activity ;  and  peopling  air,  •    ' 

By  obscure  fears  of  Beings  invisible. 
Emancipates  it  from  the  grosser  thrall 
Of  the  present  impulse,  teaching  Self^ntiol, 
Till  Superstition  with  luiconscioushand 
Seat  Reason  on  her  throne.    Wherefore  not  vaiiv 
Nor  yet  without  permitted  power  impress'd, 
I  deem'd  those  legends  ternblo,  with  which 
The  polar  ancient  thrills  his  uncouth  throng; 
Whether  of  pitying  Spirits,  that  make  their  moan 
O'er  slaughtered  infants,  or  that  Giant  Biid 
Vuokho,  of  whose  rushing  wiiigs  the  noise 
Is  Tempest,  when  the  unutterable  shaped 
Speeds  from  the  mother  of  Death,  and  utters  onca 
That  shriek,  which  never  Murderer  heard  and  lived- 
Or  if  the  Greenland  Wizard  in  strange  trance 
Pierces  the  untraveU'd  realms  of  Ocean's  bed 
(Where  live  the  innocent,  as  far  from  cares 
As  from  the  storms  and  .overwhelming  waves 
Dark  tumbling  on  the  surface  of  the  deep). 
Over  ftifi  abysm,  even  to  that  uttennost  cave 
By  misshaped  prodigies  beleaguer'df  such 
As  Earth  ne'er  bred,  nor  Air,  nor  Hoe  upper  Sea. 

There  dwells  the  Fury  Form,  whose  unheard 
name 
With  eager  eye,  pale  cheek,  suspended  breatli, 


*  Balda  Zkiok ;  i.  e.  ohmm  sldtudMiis,  the  highest  moonlsia 
ID  Lapland. 

t  8o{far  Kofper;  c^pitinin  Solfar,  hie  locoe  omniam  quot> 
qpot  veterain  Lapponom  iQperatitio  pacrifiriia  raUffioaoqiieeal- 
tui  dedieavit,  ceiebratiMirnos  erat,  in  parte  linus  attatralia  iitna 
aeaMnilliacia  apatio  a  man  diataba.  Ipae  locoii,  qaem  curioaitatia 
irratia  aJiquaodo  pie  invisisae  iQemini,  daaboa  prealtta  lapidibua, 
aibi  invieem  oppoaitis,  quorum  alter  mtiaco  eircumdauia  eret, 
eonalabat. — Lamiut  T)t  Lapponibus. 

X  The  Lapland  Women  carry  their  infanta  ar  their  back  io  e 
pieoa  of  ezeavaled  wood,  which  aarrea  them  4br  a  eradia 
Oppoaite  to  the  infant's  moalb  there  ia  a  hole  for  it  to  breathe 
throufh. — Mirandum  proraiM  e«t  et  vix  credibile  niii  cui  TtdJaaat 
coptiffil.  LappQoei  hyeme  iter  flicicDtea  p«r  vaataa  montea,  per- 
que  horrida  et  in  via  (eMiua,  eo  pjreaertim  torn  pore  quo  omnia 
perpetuia  nivibua  obierta  lunt  et  oires  ventis  afitantur  et  ia 
cyroa  asuntur,  viara  ad  iJestinnta  loca  abwiue  errore  imrenire 
poaee,  lactantem  antem  infHniem  li  qoom  habeat,  ipsa  mater 
in  dofso  bajulat.  in  excavato  Ufno  (Gieed'k  ifm  vocant)  quod 
pro  eunia  utuntar :  in  hoc  infana  paonii  et  pellibua  coDTolutua 
eollisatua  JHCet — Lpemium  J)*  LmpponibuM 

^  Jaibme  Aibmo. 
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And  lip8  ^If^pdning  with  the  dread  of  aoiiiid, 
TjDBleeping  Silehee  guards,  worn  out  yntk  iear. 
Lest,  haply  escaping  tn  80|ne  treacherous  blast. 
The  fateful  word  Wt  slip  the  Eiements, 
And  frenzy-  Nature.     Yet  the  wiEard  her, 
Arm'd  with  TorngarwickV  power,  the  43pint  of 

Good, 
Forces  to  unchain  the  feodful  prog«Ry  " 

Of  the  Ocean's  stream. — Wild  phantasies!  yet  wise, 
On  the.  victorioos  goodness  of  High  God 
Teachin|^  Reliance,  and  Medicinal  Hope, 
Till  from  Bethahi^  northwaitl.  heavenly  Tmtfa^    ' 
With  gradual  steps  winning  her  difficult  way, 
TVansier  their  rude  Faith  perfected  and  pore. 

If  there  be  fieings  of  higher  thus  than  Mtti, 
I  deem  no  nobler  province  they  possess. 
Than  by  disposal  of  apt  ctrcunjstance 
To  rear  up' Kingdoms:  and  the  deeds  ih'ey  prompt. 
Distinguishing  from  mortal  agency. 
They  choose  their  human  ministers  from  such  states 
As  still  t^e  EiMc  song  half  Ifoara  to  name, 
Repell'd  from  all  the  Minstrelsies  that  strike 
The  Falace-roef  and  soothe  the  Monarch's  pride. 

And  such,  perhapi,  the  Spirit,  wlio  (if  words 
Witneti'd  by  answering  deeds  may  claim  our  Faith) 
Held  commune  witfi  that  warrior-maid  of  France 
Who  scourged  the  Invader.    From  her  infant  days, 
IVith  Wisdom,  Mother  of  retired  Thoughts, 
Her  soul  had  dwelt ;  and  she  was  quick  to  mark 
The  good  and  evil  ihii^,  in  human  k>re 
TTndiacipKned.    For  lowly  was  her  B^th, 
And  Heaven  had  doomM  her  early  years-  to  Toil, 
That  pur^  from  Tyranny's  least  deed,  herself 
Unfear'd  by  Fellow-naturea,  she  might  wait 
On  the  poor  Laboring  man  wiA  kindly  looks, 
And  minister  refreshmekt  to  the  tired 
Way-wanderer,  when  along  the  rough-hewn  Bench 
The  sweltry  man  had  stretch'd  him,  and  aloft 
Vacantly  wi^tch'd  the  rudely  phnured  board 
Which  on  the  Mulberry-bough  with  welcome  creak 
Swung  to  the  pleasant  breeze.    Here,  too,  the  Maid 
Learnt  more  than  Schools  could  teadi:  Man's  shift' 

itig  mind, 
His  Vicea  aftl  hiirSorrows !  And  full  oft 
At  Tales  of  cruel  Wrong  and  stnmigre  Distress  , 
Had  wept  and  shiver'd.    To  the  tottering  Eld 
Still  as  a  Daughter  would  she  run:  she. placed 
His  cold  limbs  ^t  the  sunny  Door,  and  loved 
To  hear  Him  story,  in  his  garrulous  sort, 
Of  his  eventful  years,  all  come  and  gone.  . 

So  twenty  seasons  past    The  Virgin^s  Form, 
Active  and  tall,  nor  Sloth  nor  Luxury 
Had  shrunk  or  paled.    Her  front  sublime  and  broad, 
Her  flexile  eye-brows  wildly  h^r'd  and  low, 
And  her  full  eye,  now  bright,  now  unillum'd. 
Spake  more  than  Woman's  Thought;  and  all  her 
&ce 


*  Th^ycall  the  Good  Spirit  Tomraniack.  The  other  creftt 
but  malif nsnt  spirit  in  a  naniftlen  Female ;  she  dwetli  under 
the  sea  in  a  gretH  bouae,  where  slie  can  detain  in  captivit/  oil 
the  animals  of  the  ocean  by  her  nrniric  povrer.  When  a  dearth 
befalls  the  Grcoolindere,  an  Anr^kok  or  majiician  must  under- 
take a  journey  thither.  He  pAsaea  through  the  kingdom  of 
souls,  over  an  horrible  abysa  into  the  IStace  of  thti  phantom, 
-^d  by  his  enchantments  cauaei  the  captive  creatures  toasceod 
directly  to  the  aurfaeo  of  xhf:  ocean  -^*^a  Crmift*  HisL  of 
Qre^tdatd,  toL  i.  806. 


Was  moulded  to  such' features  as  declared 
That  Pi^  there  had  oft  and  strongly  warii'd. 
And  sometimes  Indignation.    Bold  her  mien 
Aild  Hke  a  haughty  Huntress  of  the' woods    . 
She  mov'd  :  yet  sure  sHe  was  a  gentle  maid ! 
And  in  each  motion  her  moot  innocent  soul 
Beam*d  forth  so  brightly,  that  who  saw  wodld-say 
Guilt  was  a  thing  impossiUe  in  her  \ 
Nor  idly  would  have  said-v-lbr'die  had  lived 
In  this  bad  Worid*as  in  a  place  of  Tombs, 
And  toucl)'d  2V>t  the  pollutions  of  the  Dead. 

.  :  /     ^        . 

T  wsa  the  cold  seastm*  when  the  Rustic's  eye 

From  the  drear  desolate  whiteness  of  his  ^  fields 

Rolls  lor  relief  to  watch  the  skiey  tints 

And  clouds  slow  varying  jheir  huge  imagery ; 

When  now,  as  she  was  wont,  the  healihfial  Aflaid 

Had  left  her  pallet  ere  one  beam  of  day 

Slanted  the  fog-smoke.    She  went  forth  alone. 

Urged  by  (he  indwelling  on^l-guide,  that  oft. 

With  /dim  inexplicable  fi3^mpadiics 

Disquieting  the  Heart,  ^apes  out  Man's  course 

To  the  predoom'd  adventure.     Now  the  ascent 

She  climbs  of  that  steep  uplan<|.  on  whose  top 

The  Pilgrim-Man,  who  long  since  eve  had  viratch  d 

The  alien  sliine  of  imConceming  Stars, 

Shouts  to  himself,  there  first  the  Abbey-lights 

Seen  in  Neufchatel's  vale ;  now  slopes  didown 

The  winding  sheep-track  ^'nle-iyard :  'when,  behold 

In  the  first  entrance  of  the  level  road' 

An  unattended  Team !  The  fbrchiosi  horse 

Lay  with  stretch'd  limbs ;  the  others^  yet  alive'. 

But  sd^  iHid  cold,  stood  motionless,  their  ihanea 

Hoar  with  the  fiiozen  night-dews.     Dismally 

The  dark-rsd  down  now  glunmer^ ;  biii  its  gleams 

Disclosed  no  &pe  of  man.    The  Maiden  paused. 

Then  haiPd  who  might  be  near     No  voice  replied. 

From  the  thwart  '^wain  at  length  there  reech'd  hai 

oar  * 

A  soimd  so  feeble  diat  it  abdost  seem'd 

Distant:  and 'feebly,  with  slow  effi>rt  push'd, 

A  miserable  man  crept  finth :  his  limbs 

The  silent  frost  had  eat,  scathing  like  tire. ' 

Faint  on  the  shafts  he  rested.    She,  meantime. 

Saw  crowded  cloto  beneath  the  coverture 

A  mother  and  her  children — ^lifeless  all. 

Yet  lovely !  not  a  lineament  was  marr'd-!— 

Death  l^  put  on  so  slumber-like  a  form ! 

It  was  a  piteous  sight ;  and  ono^-  a  babe. 

The  crisp  milk  frozen  on.  its  innocent  lips,^ 

Lay  oii  the  woman's  arm,  its  little  hand 

Stretbh'd  on  her  bosom. 


Mutely  questioning. 
The  Maid  gaxed  wildly  at  the  liviiig  wretch. 
He,  his  head  feebly  turning,  on  the  ^up 
Look'd  with  a  vacant  stare,  and  his  eye  spoke 
The  drowsy  pqng  that  steals  on  vrom-out  anguish. 
She  shtidder'd ;  but,  each  vaii)er  pang  subdued. 
Quick  disentangling  from  the  foremost  horse 
The  rustic  bandit,  with  difliculty  and  toil 
The  stiff  cromp'd  team  forced  homeward.     Thert 

arrived. 
Anxiously  tends  him  she  with  heeling  herbs, 
And  weeps  and  prays — but  th<^  numb  power  of  Death 
Spreads  o'er  his  limbs ;  and  ^re  die  noontide  "lour, 
'rhe  hovering  spirits  of  his  Wife  and  Babes . 
Hail  him  immortal !  Yet  amid  his  pang^, 

^8 
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Widi  tntemiptioiM  long  from  ^lasdy  tfaroei, 
Hb  Toiee  had  ftltor^d  out  thii  eimple  tale. 

The  ViUage,  where  he  dwelt  an  Htubandman, 
Bf  uMUen  inraad  had  been  wised  and  fired 
Ute  on  the  yeater^vening.    With  hit  wUb 
And  little  onei  he  hurried  his  eicape. 
They  nw  die  neighboring  Hamleta  flame,   diey 

heard 
rpcoar  and  dirieha !  and  terroretnick  drore  on 
Thioo^  unfrequented  roads,  a  weaiy  way ! 
Bai  nw  nor  house  nor  cottage;    All  had  quench'd ' 
Their  evening  hearth-fire :  for  the  alarm  had  spread. 
The  air  dipt  keen,  die  night  was  fiing'd  with  firost, 
And  they  provjaionleas !  The  weeping  wife 
111  hosh'd  her  children's  moans ;    and  still  diey 

moan'd. 
Till  Fright  and  Cold  and  Hunger  drank  their  life. 
They  dosed  their  eyes  in  sleeps  nor  knew  't  was 

Death. 
He  only,  lashing  his  o'er*wearied  team, 
Gain'd  a  sad  respite,  till  beside  the  base 
Of  the  high  hill  his  foremost  boise  dropp'd  dead. 
Then  hopeless,  strengthless,  sick  for  lack  of  food, 
He  crppi  beneath  the  oovertore,  entranced, 
nU  wakett*d  by  the  mBiden.r— Such  his  tale. 

Ah !  sufi&ring  to  the  height  of  what  was  sufibr'd, 
Stung  with  too  keen  a  sympathy,  the  Maid 
Brooded  with  moving  lips,  mute,  startful,  dark ! 
And  now  her  fluah'd  tumultuous  features  shot 
Such  strange  Tivacity,  as  fires  the  eye 
Of  miseiy  Fancy-crazed  !   and  now  once  more 
Naked,  and  void,  and  fix'd,  and  all  within 
The  unqoiet  silence  of  confused  thought 
And  shapeless  feelings.    For  a  mighry  hand 
Was  strtHig  upon  her,  till  in  the  heat  of  soul 
To  the  high  hill-top  tracing  back  her  steps, 
Aside  the  beacon,  up  whose  smouldered  stones 
The  tender  ivy-trails  crept  thinly,  there, 
rnconsdoQs  of  the  driving  element, 
Vea,  swallow'd  up  in  the  ominous  dream,  she  sate 
Ghastly  as  broad-eyed  Slumber !  a  dim  anguish 
Breathed  from  her  look!  and  still,- with  pa^t  and  sob, 
Inly  ahe  ttnl'd  to  flee,  and  still  subdued, 
Celt  an  inevitable  Presence  near. 

Thus  as  she  tDU*d  in  troublous  ecstasy, 
An  honor  of  great  darkness  wrapt  her  round. 
And  a  vcRoe  uttered  forth  unearthly  tones, 
Cahning  her  soul^ — **  O  Thou  of  the  Most  High 
Choeen,  whom  all  the  perfected  in  Heaven 
Behold  expectant 


of 


Sent  forth,  when  she  the  Protoplast  beheld 
Stand  beauteous  on  Confusion's  charmed  wave. 
Moaning  she  fled,  and  entered  the  Profound 
That  leads  with  downward  windings  to  the  Cave 
Of  daritness  palpable,  Desert  of  Death 
Sunk  deep  beneath  Geheitna's  massy  roots. 
There  many  a  dateless  age  the  Beldame  huk'd 
And  trembled ;  till  engender'd  by  fierce  Hate, 
Fierce  Hate  and  gloomy  HopOi  a  Dteam  arose. 
Shaped  like  a  black  cloud  mark'd  with  streaks 

fire. 
It  roused  the  Hell-Hag :  she  the  dew  damp  wiped 
From  oflr  her  brow,  and  through  the  'uncouth  maz<) 
Retraced  her  steps ;  but  ere  she  reaeh*d  the  mouth 
Of  that  drear  labyrinth,  shuddering  she  paused. 
Nor  dared  re-enter  die  diminish'd  Gulf. 
As  through  the  dark  vaults  of  some  moulder'd 

Tower 
(Which,  fearful  to  approach,  the  evening  Hind 
Circles  at  distance  in  his  homeward  way) 
The  winds  breathe  hollow,  deem'd  the  plaining  groan 
Of  prison'd  spirits ;  with  such  fearful  voice 
Night  murinur'd,  and  the  soimd  through  Chaos  went 
Leap'd  at  her  call  her  hideous-fronted  brood ! 
A  dark  behest  they  heard,  and  rush'd  on  earth ; 
Since  that  sad  hour,  in  Camps  and  Courts  adored, 
Rebels  from  God,  and  Monarchs  o'er  Mankind  !'* 


TTim  foOowing  fngmeaU  ursra  intended  to  fbna  part  of  the 
roemwlMoiaiahwl.] 

*•  Maid  befoved  of  Heaven !" 
(To  her  the  tutelaiy  Power  ezdaim'd) 
*- Of  Chaos  the  adventurous  progeny 
'^^n  leest;  foul  missionaries  of  foul  sire, 
>1erce  to  regain  the  losses  of  that  hour 
^^'hen  Love  rose  glittering,  and  his  gorgeous  wings 
^er  the  abyas  flutrer'd  with  such  glad  noise, 
A>  what  time  after  long  and  peatfnl  calms, 
With  ihiiiy  shapes  and  nuacraated  lifo    • 
^'^■oning  the  vast  Pacific,  the  fresh  breeae 
Wakeu  the  merchant-sail  upriang.    Night 
A  heavy  uamaginable  moan 


From  his  obscure  haunt 
Shriek'd  Fear,  of  Cruelty  the  ghastly  Dam, 
Feverish  yet  freezing,  eager-paced  yet  slow. 
As  she  that  creeps  from  forth  her  swampy  reeds. 
Ague,  the  biform  Hag !  when  early  Spring 
Bc«ms  on  the  marsh-bred  vapors. 


'*  Even  so"  (the  exulting  Maiden  said) 
**  The  sainted  Heralds  of  Good  Tidings  fell. 
And  tlius  they  witness'd  God !  But  now  the  douds 
Treading,  and  storms  beneath  their  feet,  they  soar 
Higher,  and  higher  soar,  and  soaring  sing 
Loud  songs  of  Triumph !  O  ye  Spirits  of  God, 
Hover  around  my  mortal  agonies ! " 
She  spake,  and  instantly  faint  melody 
Melts  on  her  ear,  soothing  and  sad,  and  alowr— > 
Such  Measures,  as  at  calmest  midnight  heard 
By  aged  Hermit  in  his  holy  dream, 
Foretell  and  solace  death ;  and  now  they  rise 
Loader,  as  when  with  harp  and  mingled  voice 
The  white-robed*  multitude  of  slaughtered  saints 
At  Heaven's  wide^pen'd  portals  gratulant 
Receive  some  martyr'd  Patriot    The  harmony 
Entranced  the  Maid,  till  each  suspended  sense 
Brief  slumber  seized,  and  confused  ecstasy. 

At  length  awakening  slow,  she  gazed  around : 
And  through  a  Mist,  the  relic  of  that  trance 
Still  thinning  as  she  gazed,  an  Isle  appear'd. 
Its  high,  o'^or-hanging,  white,  broad-breasted  clifis, 
Glass'd  on  the  sul^ect  ocean.    A  vast  plain 
Stretch'd  opposite,  where  ever  and  anon 


*  ReveL  ri.  9. 11.  And  wh«D  he  had  opened  the  llfUi  seal,  1 
■aw  under  the  altar  the  loula  oTUiera  that  were  aiain  for  the 
word  of  God,  and  for  the  teetimonr  which  they  held.  And 
white  robes  were  firen  unto  every  one  of  them,  and  it  wu 
said  unto  them  that  ther  Hhould  reel  yet  for  a  liule  aeaaon, 
until  their  fellow  lervantB  alfo  and  their  brethren,  that  ihould 
be  killed  as  Uiey  were,  ihoold  befoUUIed. 
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The  Plow-iii9ii«  ibUowiog  sad  his  meagre  team, 
Tura'd  up  fr^h  aculls  unsiartled,  and  'the  bonee 
Ot  fierce  hate-breathing  combatants,  who  there 
All  mingled  lay  beneath  the  common  earth. 
Death's  gloomy  reconcilement !  Cer  the  Fields 
Slept  a  &ir  form,  repairing  all  she  might, 
Her  temples  olive-wreathed ;  and  where  she  trod 
Fresh  flowerets  rose,  and  many  a  ibodful  herU 
Bat  wan  her  cheek,  her  footsteps  insecure. 
And  anxious  pleasure  beam'd  in  her  foint  eye. 
As  she  had  newly  left  a  couch  of  pain, 
Fftle  Convalescent !  (yet  some  time  to  rule 
With  potver  exclusive  o'er  the  willing  world. 
That  bless'd  prophetic  mandate  then  tblfill'd. 
Peace  be  on  Earth !)  A  hap)iy  while,  but  briei^ 
She  seem*d  to  wander  with  assiduous  feet, 
And  heai'd  the  recent  harm  of  chill  and  blight, 
And  nursed  each  phmt  that  fair  and  virtuous  grew. 

But  soon  a  deep  precurdve  sound  rooan*d  hollow: 
Black  rose  the  clouds,  arid  now  (as  in  a  dream) 
Their  reddening  shapes,  transformed  to  Warrior* 

hosts,    , 
Coursed  o'er  the  Sky,  and  battled  in  mid-aic 
Nor  did  not  the  large  blood-drops  foil  from  Heaven 
Portentous !  while  aloA  were  seen  to  float, 
like  hideous  features  booming  on  the  mist, 
Wan  Staiis  of  ominous  Light !  Resign'd,  yet  sad, 
The  fair  Form  bowed  her  olive-crowned  Brow, 
Then  o'er  the  plain  with  oft-reverted  eye 
Fled  till  a  Place  of  Tombs  she  reach'd,  and  there 
Within  a  ruined  Sepulchre  obscure 
Found  Hiding-place. 

The  delegated  Maid 
Gazed  through  her  tears,  then  in  sad  tones  exclaira'd, 
**  Thou  mild-eyed  Form !  wherefore,  ah !  wherefore 

fled? 
The  power  of  Justice,  like  a. name  all  Light, 
Shone  from  thy  brow ;  but  all  they,  who  unblained 
Dwelt  in  thy  dwellings,  call  thee  Happiness. 
Ah  I  wlqr,  uninjured  and  unprofited. 
Should  multitudes  against  their  brethren  rush  f 
Why  sow  they  guilt,  still  reaping  Misery  ? 
Lenient  of  care,  thy  songs,  O  Peace !  are  sweet. 
As  after  showers  the  perfumed  gale  of-  eve. 
That  flings  the  cool  dneps  on  a  feverous  cheek : 
And  gay  the  grassy  altar  piled  with  fiiiits. 
But  boasts  the  shrine  of  Demon  War  one  charm. 
Save  that  with  many  an  orgie  strange  and  foul. 
Dancing  around  with  uterwoven  arms, 
The  Maniac  Suicide  and  Giant  Murder 
£xult  in  their  flerce  union  ?  I  am  sad. 
And  know  not  why  the  simple  Peasants  crowd 
Beneath  the  Chieftains'  standard!"  Thus  the  Maid. 

To  her  the  tutelary  Spirit  replied : 
"  When  Luxury  and  Lust's  exhausted  stotes 
No  more  can  rouse  the  appetites  of  Kings ; 
When  the  low  flattery  of  their  reptile  Lords 
Falls  flat  and  heavy  on  the  accustom'd  ear ; 
When  Eunuchs  sing,  and  Fools  buffoonery  make, 
And  Dancers  writhe  their  horlot^limbs  ill  vain ; 
Thon  War  and  all  its  dread  vicissitudes 
Pleasingly  agitate  dieir  stagnant  Hearts ; 
Its  hopes,  its  fears,  its  victories,  its  defeats. 
Insipid  Royal^s  keen  condiment ! 
Therefore  uninjured  and  unprofited 


(Victims  at  once  and  Execolkmeit), 
The  congregated  Husbandmen  lay  waste 
The  Vineyard  and  the  Hanrest    As  long 
The  Bothnic  ooest,  or  southward  of  the  line. 
Though  hush*d  the  Winds  and  doodlesa  the  higfc 

Noon, 
Tet  if  liBviathan,  weary  of  eese^ 
In  spoils  unwieldy  toss  his  Island-bulk, 
Ocean  behind  him  billows,  and  befoie 
A  stonn  of  waves  breaks  foamy  on  ihe  siMnd. 
And  hence^  for  bmea  and  seasons  bioody  and  dark. 
Short  Peace  shall  skin  the  wounds  of  caoseleM  War 
And  War,  his  strained  sinews  knit  anew. 
Still  violate  die  nnfinish'd  works  of  Peace. 
But  yonder  look !  for  more  demands  thy  view!** 
He  said :  and  straightway  fioai  the  opposite  lide 
A  Vapor  sailed,  as  when  a  cloud,  exhaled 
From  Egypt's  fields  that,  steam  hot  pestilence. 
Travels  the  aky  for  many  a  trackless  league. 
Till  o'er  some  Death-doum'd  land,  distant  in  vain. 
It  broods  incumbent    Forthwith  Iroai  the  Plain, 
Facing  the  isle,  a  brighter  cloud  arose. 
And  steer'd  iia  course  whidh  way  the  V^nr  went 


The  Maiden  paused,  musing  what  this  might 
But  long  time  poss'd  not,  ere  that  brighter  cloud 
Retuni'd  more  bright ;  along  the  plain  it  swept ; 
And  soon  from  forth  its  burstiiig  sides  emerged 
A  dazzling  form,  broed-bosom'd,  bofd  of  eye. 
And  wild  her  hair,  save  where  with  laurels  bouni 
Not  more  migestic  stood  die  heahiig  God, 
When  from  his  bow  the  lurrow  sped  that  slew 
Huge  Python.    Shriek'd  Ambition's  giant  throng, 
And  with  them  hiss'd  the  Locust-fietads  that  crawrd 
And  glitter'd  in  Corruption's  slimy  track. 
Great  was  their  wrath,  for  short  they  knew  their 

reign; 
And  such  commotion  mode  they,  and  uproar. 
As  when  the  mad  Tornado  bellows  thnnif^ 
The  guilty  islands  of  the  western  main. 
What  time  deporting  from  their  native  shores 
Eboe,  or  Koromantyn's*  plain  of  Palms, 


*  The  tiavw  in  the  Wwt-Iodles  eonnder  death  ••  a  paapoit 
to  their  native  oouDtry.  Thw  Mnthneat  ii  thus  expreaed  in 
the  intjodoctipn  to  a  Greek  Prise-Ode  od  the  Blave-'nade,  of 
which  the  ideas  axe  better  Ihaa  the  laacaafe  in  wbkh  ihef 
areoooverad. 

A  eKorov  rvXaf}  Oavarc,  irpeXciirwv 

0«  (tv(eOi7  0JI  ytwrnv  oirapayitot  j 

OvS*  eXoAvy^My 

AXXa  km  JcvxXoiai  ;(0^iTviroi0'i 

AXX*  O/lWf  KXcvOcpcf  0VV9lKtlSt 

Zrvyvs  Tvpavm ! 

Aa«itcef(  tirti  mtpvyten  oriet 
A  !  ^aXavwtop  itaB^puvrti  oiSpa 
AtBtporXayTit  vm  noev*  avun 

Harpii  h*  aiar. 

Afi^c  mryifeiv  Ktrpivuv  v«*  aXcuv^ 
Ocv\iro  ppoTOts  ivaBov  ^porvi^  n 

^va  Xtyovai, 

UTSHAL  TBAN8LATI0M. 


LesTinf  the  Gatea  ^f  Darkneai.  O  Death !  hasten  thou  to  s 
Raes  yoked  with  Miasry !  Tboo  wite  not  bs  rsoaWsd  widi 
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The  infonata  apiriti  of  the  MuiderM  make 
Fierce  merriment,  and  vengeance  osk  of  Heaveii. 
Warm'd  with  new  influence,  the  tmwholeaome  i^lain 
Sent  up  its  ibuiest  fogs  to  meet  the  Morn  : 
The  Son  that  rose  on  Freedom,  roee  in  blood  I 

"Maiden  beloved,  and  Delegate  of  Heaven!"  . 
.'To  her  the  tutelary  Spirit  said) 
'  Soon  ihall  the  Morning  struggle  into  Day, 
The  tiofmy  Morning  into  cloudlees  Nooo. 
Mnch  hast  thou  teen,  nor  all  canst  understand — 
fiat  this  be  thy  best  Omen— Save  thy  Country !" 


of  rhetkn,  nor  witfa  Ameral  nlolatioD— bat  with 
dictiBs  <Uae«s  and  Ibo  joy  of  wiogs.  Thou  art  terrible  indeed, 
yet  thoo  dwelleat  with  liberty,  iteni  Genius !  Bonie  on  tfajr 
dark  pittioBe  over  die  swellinf  of  ocean,  tiiejr  return  to  their 
■alive  oottDtry.  There,  by  the  nde  of  Fountains  bendath 
CilroD-groTes,  the  lovers  lell  to  their  belOTed  wliat  honroia, 
taiv  Mw^  they  had  eadarsd  fioss  Msa. 


Thus  laying,  fram  the  answering  Maid  he  paas*d» 
And  with  him  disappear'd  the  Heavenly  Vision. 

**  Glory  to  Thee,  Fkther  of  Earth  and  Heaven ' 
All-conscious  presence  of  the  Universe ! 
Nature's  vast  £ver4cting  Energy  .' 
In  WiU,  in  Deed;  Impulse  of  All  to  All ! 
M^hether  thy  love  with  unrefracted  ray 
Beam  on  the  Prophet's  purged  eye,  or  if 
Diseasing  realms  the  enthusiast,  wild  of  diougfat. 
Scatter  new  frenzies  on  the  infected  throng. 
Thou  both  inspiring  and  predooming  both. 
Fit  inatruroents  and  best  of  perfect  end : 
Gloiy  to  Thee,  Father  of  Earth  and  Heaven!" 

And  first  a  landicape  roae. 
More  wild  and  waste  and  desolate  than  where 
The  while  bear,  drif\ing  on  a  field  of  ice, 
Howls  to  her  sunder'd  cubs  with  piteous  rage    , 
And  savage  agony. 


AilifiUine  fteaHetf. 


I    FOEMB  OOCASIONED  BY  POLITICAL 
EVENTS  OR  FEELINGS  CONNECTED 

wrraTHEM. 


When  1  have  borne  in  memoiy  what  has  tamed 

Great  nations,  bow  eaoobliflg  thought*  depart 

Whan  men  change  awordt  for  legen,  iind  deaert 

The  itudent*!  bower  for  gold,  aome  feara  unnamed 

1  had,  my  eoontry !  Am  I  to  be  blamed  1 

Bm.  when  1  think  of  Thee,  and  what  Thou  ait. 

Verily,  in  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 

Of  those  oofitial  fean  1  am  adiamed. 

Bat  dearly  moat  we  prize  thee ;  we  who  find 

la  thee  a  bulwark  of  the  came  of  men ; 

And  I  by  my  affection  waa  begniled. 

What  wooder  if  s  poet,  now  and  then. 

Among  the  many  morementa  of  his  mind, 

Fsh  for  thee  aa  a  Lover  or  a  Child. 


ODE  TO  THE  DEPARTING  TEAR* 

'led,  /»*,  A  d  Kdurtf. 
Tv"  ai  fu  Sui4(  ip$ofiavnias  ir4vot 
Zrpo^i,  rapdcmtv  ^oifUaif  i^nf^oif. 

♦  ♦  a  ♦  •  a 

T<  ^AAev  9Cci.    Km*  od  papf  vdxn  wapAp 

iEapmri*  Agam.-  1S85. 


IlieOde  conmienoea  with  an  Addrais  to  the  Divine 
P^i'Oridence,  that  regdlatea  into  one  vast  harmony  al) 
^  events  of  time,  howevto  calamitous  some  of  ^em 


*1%iiOdewnf  eona^ — 
•fDwmbcr.  1790:  andw 
*«7sar. 


on  the  91th.  SSdi,  antaaih  daja 
aa  firrt  poblialied  on  the  last  day  of 


may  appear  to  mortals.  The  second  Strophe  calla 
on  men  to  suspend  their  private  joys  and  sorrows^ 
and  devote  them  for  a  while  to  the  cause  of  human 
nature  in  general.  The  first  Epode  speaks  of  the 
EmiM-ess  of  Russia,  who  died  of  an  apoplexy  on  the 
17th  of  November,  1796;  having  just  concluded  a 
subsidiary  treaty  with  the  Kings  combined  againat 
France.  The  first  and  second  Antistrophe  describe 
the  Image  of  the  Departing  Year,  etc.  as  in  a  visiozk 
The  second  Epode  prophesies,  in  anguish  of  spiril; 
the  downfidl  of  this  country. 


I. 

Spiiut  who  sweepest  the  wild  Harp  of  Time ! 
It  is  most  hard,  with  an  tmtroubled  ear 
Thy  dark  inwoven  hamioiiies  to  hear! 
Tet,  mine  eye  fix'd  on  Heaven's  unchanging 
Long  when  T  listened,  fVee  fiom  mortal  fear, 
With  inward  stillness,  and  submitted  mind ; 
When  lo !  its  foldp  &r  waving  on  the  wind, 
I  saw  the  train  of  the  Dvartino  Ykar! 
Startmg  from  my  silent  sadneM, 
Then  with  no  uidioly  madness, 
Ere  yet  the  enter*d  clout)  forecloaed  my  sight, 
I  raised  the  impetuous  song,  and  sdenanised  hii 
ffighL 

n. 

Hither,  from  the  recent  tomb. 

From  the  prison's  direr  gloom. 

From  Distemper's  midnight  anguish ; 

And  thence.  Where  Pcwerty  doth  waste  and 

Or  where,  his  twi>  bright  torches  Mendings 

Love  illuminei  manhood's  maze ; 
Or  where,  o'er  cradled  infants  bending, 
Hope  has  fix'd  her  wishful  gaze. 
Hither,  in  perplexed  dance, 
Ye  Woes !  ye  yoang-eyed  Joys .'  advance ' 
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By  Time's  wild  harp,  and  by  the  hand 
Whose  indciatigable  sweep 
Raises  its  fitteful  strings  from  sleep» 
I  bid  you  haste,  a  mix'd  tumultuous  biuid  I 
From  every  private  bower, 

And  each  domestic  hearth. 
Haste  for  one  solemn  hour ; 
And  with  a  loud  and  yet  a  louder  voice. 
O'er  Nature  struggling  in  portentous,  birth 

Weep  and  rejoice ! 
Still  echoes  the  droad  Name  that  o'er  the  earth 
liCt  slip  the  storm,  and  woke  the  brood  of  Hell : 

And  now  advance  in  saintly  Jubilee 
Justice  and  Truth !  They  too  have  heard  thy  spell 
They  too  obey  thy  name,  Divinest  Liberty  2 

HL 

I  mark'd  Ambition  in  his  warctrray ! 

I  heard  the  mailed  Monarch's  troublous  cry — 
"Ah!  wherefore  does  the  Northern  Conqueressstay! 
Groans  not  her  chariot  on  its  onward  way  f " 
Fly,  mailed  Monarch,  fly ! 
Stunn'd  by  Death's  twice  mortal  mace, 
No  more  on  Multier's  lurid  lace 
llie  insatiate  hag  shall  gloat  with  drunken  eye ! 
Manes  of  the  unnumber'd  slain ! 
Ye  that  gasp'd  on  Warsaw's  plain ! 
Ye  that  erst  at  Ismail's  tower, 
When  human  ruin  choked  the  streams. 

Fell  in  conquest's  glutted  hour, 
'Mid  women's  shrieks  and  infants'  screams ! 
Spirits  of  the  uncoffin'd  slain. 

Sudden  blasts  of  triumph  swelling. 
Oft,  at  night,  in  misty  train, 

Rush  around  her  narrow  dwelling ! 
The  exterminating  fiend  is  fled — 

(Foul  her  life,  and  dark  her  d^oom) 
Mighty  armies  of  the  dead 

Dance  like  death-fires  round  her  tomb! 
Then  with  prophetic  song  relate, 
Each  some  tyrant-muiderer's  fiUe! 

IV. 

Departing  Year !  't  was  on  no  earthly  shore 
My  soul  beheld  thy  vi^n !  Where  alone, 
Voiceless  and  stem,  before  the  cloudy  throne. 
Aye  Memocy  sits :  thy  robe  inscribed  with  gore, 
With  many  an  unimaginable  ipmin 

Thou  storied'st  thy  sad  hours !  Silence  ensued. 
Deep  silence  o'er  the  ethereal  multitude. 
Whose  locks  with  wreaths,  whose  wreaths  with 
glories  shone. 
Then,  his  eye  wild  ardors  glancing, 
From  the  choired  Gods  advancing. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Earth  made  reverence  meet, 
And  stood  up,  beautiful,  before  the  cloudy  seat 

V. 

Throughout  the  blissful  throng,  - 

Hush'd  were  harp  and  song : 
"nil  wheeling  round  the  throne  the  Tampads  aeven 

(The  mystic  Words  of  Heaven), 

Permissive  signal  make  : 
The  fervent  Spirit  bow'd,  then  spread  his  wingi  and 
spake! 


"  Thou  in  stormy  blackness  throning 

Love  and  uncreated  Light, 
By  the  Earth's  un^olaced  groaning. 
Seize  thy  terrors,  Arm  of  miglit ! 
By  Peace  with  profler'd  insult  sacred. 
Masked  Uato  and  envying  Scorn ! 
By  Years  of  Havoc  yet  unborn ! 
And  Hunger's  bosom  to  the  frost-winds  bare>i ! 
But  chief  by  Afric's  wrongs, 

Strange,  horrible,  and  foul ! 
By  what  deep- guilt  belongs     ' 
To  the  deaf  Synod,  •full  of  gifta  and  lies*' 
By  Wealth's  insensate  laugh !  by  Torture's  howl ! 
Avenger,'  rise  ! 
For  ever  shall  the  thankless  Island  soowU 
Her  quiver  full,  and  with  unbroken  bow  T 
Speak!  from  thy  storm-black  Heaven,  O  speak  aloud 

And  on  the  darkling  foe 
Open  thine  e^e  of  fire  fibm  some  uncertain  doud ! 

O  dart  the  flash !  O  rise  and  deal  the  blow! 
The  post  to  thee,  to  thee  the  future  cries ! 

Harit !  how  wide  Nature  joins  her  groans  M«w  I 
Rise,  God  of  Nature !  rise." 


N  VL 

The  voice  had  ceased,  the  vision  fled ; 
Yet  still  I  gasp'd  and  reel'd  with  dread. 
And  ever,  when  the  dream  of  night 
ReneM-s  the  phantom  to  my  sight, 
Cold  sweat'drops  gather  on  my  limbs ; 

My  ears  throb  hot ;  ray  eye-balls  start ; 
My  brain  >vith  horrid  tumult  swims ; 
Wild  is  the  tempest  of  my  heart ; 
And  my  thick  and  struggling  breath 
Imitates  the  toil  of  Death  ! 
No  stronger  agony  ctxilbunds 

The  Soldier  on  the  war-field  spread. 
When  all  forodone  with  toil  and  wounds. 

Death-like  he  dozes  among  heaps  of  dead 
(The  strife  is  o'er,  the  day-light  fled. 

And  the  night-wind  claroon  hoarse ! 
See !  the  starting  wretch's  head 

Lies  pillow'd  on  a  brother's  corse  0 


vn. 

Not  yet  enslaved,  not  wholly  vile, 
O  Albion  r  O  my  mother  Isle ! 
Thy  valleys,  fair  as  Eden's  bowers. 
Glitter  green  with  siinny  showers ; 
Thy  grassy  uplands'  gentle  swells 

Echo  to  the  bleat  of  flocks 
(Those  grassy  hills,  those  glittering  deUs 

Proudly  ramparted  with  rocks) ; 
And  Ocean,  'mid  his  uproar  wild 
Speaks  safety  to  his  island-chiu)  ! 

Hence,  for  many  a  fearless  age 

Has  social  Quiet  loved  thy  thore ! 
Nor  ever  proud  Invader's  rage 
Or  sack'd  thy  lowers,  or  stain'd  thy  fields  with 


vin. 

Abandon'd  of  Heaven  *  mad  Avarice  thy  guide, 
At  cowardly  distance,  yet  kindling  with  pride— 
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'Mid  thy  herds  and  thy  corn-fields  secure  thou  host 

stood. 
And  join'd  the  wild  yelling  of  Famine  and  Blood ! 
The  nations  cune  thee !  They  with  eager  wondering 

Shall  hear  Destruction,  like  a  Vulture,  scream ! 

Strange-eyed  Destruction !  who  with  many  a  dream 
Of  central  fires  through  nether  seas  upthundering 

Soothes  her  fierce  solitude ;  yet,  as  she  lies 
%  livid  ibunt,  or  red  volcanic  stream. 

If  ever  to  her  lidless  dragon-«yes, 

O  Albion!  thy  predestin'd  ruins  rise, 
The  fiend-hag  on  her  perildus  couch  doth  leap, 
Muttering  distemper'd  triumph  hi  her  charmed  sleep. 

IX. 

Away,  my  soa),  away! 
In  Tain,  in  vain,  the  Birds  of  warning  sing^ 
And  hark!  I  hear  the  fiimish'd  brood  of  prey 
Flap  tbeir  lank  pennons  oh  the  groaning  wind! 
Away,  my  soul,  away ! 
I,  nnpartaking  of  the  evil  thing, 
With  daily  prayer  and  daily  toil 
Soliciting  for  food  my  scan^  soil. 
Have  wail'd  my  country  with  a  loud  lament. 
"Sow  I  recaitre  my  immortal  mind 

In  the  deep  sabbath  of  meek  self-odntent ;    ' 
Cleans'd  irom  the  vaporous  passions  that  bedim 
Gods  Image,  siale^  of  the  Seraphim. 


PRANCK 


AN   ODK. 


I. 

Tk  Clouds !  that  far  above  me  float  and  pause. 

Whose  pathless  march  no  mortcil  may  control ! 

Ye  Ocean- Waves !  that,  wheresoe'er  ye  roll, 
Yield  homage  only  to  eternal  laws ! 
Ye  Woods !  that  Usten  to  the  nigh^bi^d8'  singing, 

Midway  the  smooth  and  perilous  slope  reclined, 
Save  when  your  own  imperious  branches  swinging, 

Have  made  a  solemn  music  of  the  wind ! 
Where,  Uke  a  man  beloved  of  God, 
Through  glooms,  which  never  woodman  trod, 

How  of),  pursuing  fancies  holy, 
My  tnoonlight  way  o*er  flowering  weeds  I  wound, 

Inspbed,  beyond  the  guess  of  folly^ 
By  each  rude  shape  and  wild  unconquerable  sound ! 
0  ye  kmd  Waves !  and  0  ye  Forests  high ! 

And  O  ye  Clouds  that  ftr  above  me  soar'd ! 
Thou  rising  Son !  thou  blue  rejoicing  Sky ! 

Yea,  every  thing  that  is  and  will  be  free! 

Bear  witness  for  me,  wheresoe'er  ye  be. 

With  what  deep  wrnship  I  have  still  ador'd 
The  spirit  of  divmest  Liberty. 

II. 

When  France  in  wrath  her  giant-limbs  uproar'd, 
And  vrith  that  oath,  which  smote  air,  earth  and  sea. 
Stamped  her  stroi^  foot  and  said  she  would  be  free. 

Bear  witness  for  me,  how  I  hoped  and  fear*d ! 

With  what  a  joy  my  lofty  gratulation 
Unaw'd  J  sang,  amid  a  slavish  band : 

And  when  to  wiielm  the  disenchanted  nation. 
Like  fiends  embattled  by  a  wizard's  wand. 


The  Monarchs  march'd  in  evil  day, 
And  Britain  joined  the  dire  array ; 

Though  dear  her  shores  and  circling  ocean. 
Though  many  friendships,  many  youthful  loves 

Had  swoln  the  patriot  emotion. 
And  flung  a  magic  light  o'er  all  her  hills  and  grores i 
Yet  still  my  voice,  unalter'd,  sang  defeat 

To  all  that  braved  the  tyrant-quelling  lance, 
And  shame  )oo  loqg  delay 'd  and  vain  retreat! 
For  ne'er,  0  Liberty!  with  partial  aim 
I  dimm'd  thy  light  or  damp'd  thy  holy  flame ; 

But  bless'd  the  peans  of  deliver'd  France, 
And  hung  my  head  and  wept  at  Britain's  name. 

m. 

"And  what,"  I  said,  **  though  Blasphemy's  loud  scream 
With  that  sweiet  music  of  deliverance  strove ! 
Though  aU  the  fierce  and  drunken  passions  wove 
A  daiice  more  wild  than  e'er  was  maniac's  dream  ! 
Ye  storms,  that  round  the  dawning  east  assemUed, 
The  Sun  was  rising,  though  he  hid  his  light ! 
And  when,  to  soothe  my  soul,  that  hoped  ard 
trembled, 
The  dissonance  ceased,  and   all  seem'd  calm  and 
'         bright; 
When  France  her  Sronl  deep«carr'd  and  gory 
Conoeal'd  with  clustering  wreaths  of  glory ; 

When,  insupportably  advancing, 
Her  arm  made  mockery  of  the  warrior's  tramp; 

While  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing. 
Domestic  treason,  crush'd  beneath  her  fatal  stamp, 
Writhed  like  a  wounded  dragon  in  his  gore ; 

Then  I  reproach'd  my  fears  tha^  would  not  flee ; 
"  And  soon,"  I  said,  '*  shall  Wisdom  teach  her  lore 
In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan ! 
And,  conquering  by  her  happiness  alone. 

Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be  free. 
Till  Love  and  Joy  look  round,  and  call  the  Earth 
their  own."  n 

IV. 

Forgive  me.  Freedom !  C  forgive  those  dreams ! 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  hear  thy  loud  lament. 

From  bleak  Helvetia's  icy  caverns  sent— 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-siain'd  streams! 

Heroes,  that  for  jrour  peaceful  country  perish'd 
And  ye  that,  fleeing,  spot  your  mountain-snows 

With  bleeding  wounds;  forgive  me  that  I  cherislt'il 
One  thought  that  ever  bless'd  your  cruel  foes ! 

To  scatter  rage,  and  traitorous  guilt. 

Where  Peace  her  jealous  home  bad  built , 
A  patriot  race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  that  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear; 

And  with  inexpiable  spirit 
To  taint  the  bloodless  freedom  of  the  mountaineer— 
O  France,  that  mockest  H^av^n,  tululterous,  blind. 

And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils ! 
Are  fliese  -thy  boasts.  Champion  of  human-kind  f 

To  mix  with  Rings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway. 
Yell  in  the  hunt,  and  share  the  murderous  prey ; 
To  insuk  the  shrine  of  liberty  with  spoils 

From  Freemen  torn ;  to  tehipt  and  to  betray  f 

V. 

The  Sensual  and  the  Dark  rebel  m  vain. 
Slaves  by  their  own  compulsion !  In  mad  game 
They  burst  their  manacles  and  wear  the  name 

Of  Freedom,  graven  on  a  heavier  chain ! 
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O  Liberty !  with  profitless  endeavor 
Have  I  pursued  thee,  many  a  weary  hour ; 

But  thou  nor  8well*st  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever 
Didst  breathe  thy  soul  in  forms  of  human  power. 
Alike  from  all,  howe*er  they*  pVaise  thee 
(Not  prayer  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee). 

Alike  from  Priestcraft's  harpy  miniona, 
And  factious  Blasphemy*s  ohscener  slaves. 
Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions, 
The  guide  of  homeless  winds,  and  playxnatea  of  the 

waves! 
And  there  I  felt  thee ! — on  that  sea-cliff's  verge, 

Whose  pines,  scarce  travell*d  by  the  breeze  above, 

Had  made  one  murmur  vnih  the  distant  surge ! 

Yes,  while  I  stood  and  gazed,  my  temples  bare, 

And  shot  my  being  through  earth,  sea,  and  air, 

Possessing  all  things  with  intepsest  love, 

O  Liberty !  my  spirit  felt  ihee  there. 

February,  1797. 


F£ARS  IN  SOLITUDE. 

WUTTIN  IN    APRIL,   1798,  DITUNO  THB    ALARM  OF 

I 

■AH  INVASION. 

A  OREEN  and  silent  spot,  amid  the  hilk, 
A  small  and  silent  dell!  O'er  stiller  place 
No  sinking  sky-lark  ever  poised  !iimsel£ 
The  hills  are  heathy,  save  that  swelling  slope. 
Which  hath  a  gay  and  gorgeous  covering  on. 
All  golden  with  die  never-blooraless  furze, 
'Which  now  blooms  most  profusely ;  but  the  dell, 
Bathed  by  the  mist,  is  fresh  and  delicate 
As  vernal  corn-field,  or  the  unripe  fiax, 
When,  through  its  hali^transparent  stalks,  ajl  eve. 
The  level  Sunshine  glimmers  with  green  light  , 
Oh!  'tb  a  quiet  spirit-healing  nook! 
Which  all,  raethinks,  would  love ;  but  chiefly  he^ 
The  humble  man,  who,  in  his  youthful  yearsr 
Knew  just  so  much  of  folly,  as  had  made 
His  early  manhood  more  securely  wise ! 
Here  he  might  lie  on  fern  or  wither'd  heath. 
While  from  the  singing-lark  (that  sings  unseen 
The  minstrelsy  that  solitude  loves  best). 
And  from  the  Sun,  and  from  the  breezy  Air, 
Sweet  influences  trembled  o'er  his  frame ; 
And  he,  with  many  feelings,,  many  thoughls. 
Made  up  a  meditative  joy,  and  found 
Religious  meanings  in  the  fi>rras  of  nature  !• 
And  80,  his  senses  gradually  wrapt 
In  a  half«leep,  he  dreams  of  better  worlds. 
And  dreaming  hears  thee  still,  O  singing-lark ! 
That  singest  like, an  angel  in  the  clouds! 


My  God !  it  is  a  melancholy  thing 
For  such  a  man,  who  would  full  fain  preserve 
His  soul  in  calnmess,  yet  perforce  must  feel 
For  all  his  human  brethren — O  my  God ! 
It  weighs  upon  die  heart,  that  he  must  think 
What  uproar  and  what  strife  may  now  be  stirring 
This  way  or  that  way  o'er  these  silent  hills — 
invasion,  and  the  thunder  and  the  shout> 


And  all  the  crash  of  onsets  fear  and  rage. 

And  undetermined  conflict— even  now. 

Even  now,  perchance,  and  in  his  native  isle ; 

Carnage  and  groans  beneath  this  blessed  Sun ! 

We  have  oifended,  Oh!  my  countrymen! 

We  have  ofTended  very  grievously, 

And  been  most  tyrannoift.    From  east  to  west 

A  groan  of  accusation  pieraes  Heaven ! 

The  wretched  plead  against  us ;  multitudet 

Countless  and  vehement,  the  Sons  of  God, 

Our  Bretliren !  Like  a  cloud  that  travels  on^ 

Steam'd  up  from  Cieuro'<«  swamps  of  pestilence, 

£ven  so,  my  oounttymen !  have  we  gone  ibrth 

And  borne  to  distant  tribes  slavery  and  pangs. 

And,  deadlier  far,  our  viees,  whose  deep  taint 

With  alow  perdition  murders  the  whole  man,         ^ 

His  body  and  his  sou) !  Meanwhile,  at  borne. 

All  individual  dignily  and  power 

Inguird  in  Courts,  Committees,  InatitutiCuif^ 

Associations  and  Societies, 

A  vain,  speeclwnouthing,  speech-reporting  Guildt 

One  BenefitClub  for  mutual  flattery 

We  have  drunk  up,  demure  as  at  a  grace, 

Pdlutkms  from  the  brimming  cup  of  wealUi  { 

Contemptuous  of  all  honorable  tale. 

Yet  bartering  freedom  and  Uie  poor  itaan's  life 

For  gold,  as  at  a  market !  The  sweet  words 

Of  Christian  promise,  words  that  even  yet 

Mi^t  stem  destructicm  were  they  wisely  preach*d. 

Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim 

How  flat  and  wearisome  diey  feel  their  trade: 

Rank  sooflen  some,  but  most  too  indolent  ' 

To  deem  them  falsehoods  or  to  know  their  truth. 

Oh !  blasphemous !  the  book  of  life  is  made 

A  superstitious  instrument,  on  which 

We  gabble  o'er  the  oaths  we  mean  to  break; 

For  all  must  swear — all  and  in  every  place. 

College  and  wharf^  coi^ncil  and  justice-court  { 

All,  all  must  swear,  die  briber  and  the  bribed, 

Merehant  and  lawyer,  senator  and  pnest. 

The  rich,  the  poor,  the  old  man  and  the  yOung ; 

All,  all  make  up  one  scheme  of  peijury, 

That  faith  doth  reel ;  the  very  name  of  God 

Souiids  like  a  juggler's  charm ;  and,  bold  with  joj 

Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-plac^e, 

(Portentous  sight!)  the  owlet  Atheism, 

Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon. 

Drops  his  blue-fringed  lids,  and  holds  theni  cloee. 

And  hooting  at  the  glorious  Sun  ia  Heaven, 

Cries  out,  **  Where  is  it  ? " 

Thankless  too  for  peace 
(Peace  long  preserved  by  fleets  and  perilous  aeaa^ 
Secure  from  actual  war&re,  we  have  loved 
To  swell  the  wai^whoop,  passionate  for  war ! 
Alas!  for  ages  ignorant  of  all 
Its  ghastlier  workings  (famine  or  blue  plague,  ' 
Battle,  or  siege,  or  flight  through  wintry  snoWs), 
We,  this  whole  people,  have  been  clamorous 
For  war  and  bloodshed ;  animating  sports. 
The  which  we  pay  for  as  a  thing  to  talk  of. 
Spectators  and  not  combatants  ?  No  guess 
Anticipative  of  a  wrong  unfell, 
No  speculation  or  contingency, 
However  dim  and  vague,  too  vague  and  dim 
To  jrield  a  justifying  cause ;  and  forth 
(Stuisrd  out  with  big  preamble,  holy  names. 
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And  adjnntiQDi  of  iht  God  in  Hearen), 

We  wnd  our  mandatw  for  the  certain  ^eath 

Of  thomandB  and  tan  thouaandi !  Boya  and  giilt. 

And  women,  that  would  groan  to  aee  a  child 

Poll  off  an  ioeect'a  log,  all  read  of  war. 

The  beat  arauaement  for  our  morning-meal ! 

The  poor -wretch,  who  has  learnt  hia  only  prayers 

From  ennes,  ,who  knows  scarcely  words  enough 

To  ssk  a  blessing  from  bis  Heavenly  Father, 

Becomes  a.  fluent  phrpseman,  absolute 

Afid  technical  in  victories  and  defeats. 

And  all  onr  dainty  ternis  for  fratricide ; 

Tenns  which  we  trundle  smoothly  o'er  our  tongues 

like  mere  abstractions^  empty  sounds,  to  which 

We  join  no  feeling  and  attach  no  form! 

As  if  the  soldier  died  without  a  wound ; 

As  if  the  fibres  of  this  godlike  fiame 

Were  gored  without  a  pang;  as  if  the  wretch, 

Who  foU  in  battle,  doing  bloody  deeds, 

Pta'd  off  to  Heaven,  tiandated  and  not  kffl'd : 

As  though  he  had  no  wife  to  pine  for  him. 

No  God  to  judge  him !  Therefore,  evil  days 

Are  copung  on  us,  O  my  countrymen  I 

And  what  if  aU<«venging  Providence, 

Strong  and  retributive,  shoufd  make  us  know 

The  meaning  of  our  words,  force  us  to  feel 

The  desolation  and  the  agony 

Of  oorfieicd  doings! 


Spare  ns  yet  awhile,      -^..^ 
Father  and  God!.0!  spare  us  yet  awhile! 
Oh !  let  not  English  women  drag  their  flight 
Fainting  beneath  the  burthen  of  their  babes. 
Of  the  sweet  infonts,  that  but  yesterday 
Lsogh'd  at  the  breast !  Sons,  brothers,  husbands,  all 
Who  ever  gazed  with  fondnesa  on  the  fonns 
Which  grew  up  with  you  round  the  same  fira-tide, 
And  all  who  ever  heso^  the  sabbath-bells 
Without  the  inflders  scorn,  mske  yourselves  pure ! 
Stand  forth :  be  men !  repel  an  impious  foe, 
ImpBons  and  false,  a  light  yet  cruel  race,  > 

Who  laugh  away  all  virtue,  mingling  mirth 
With  deeds  of  murder ;  and  still  promising 
Freedom,  themselves  ta>  sensual  fo  be  fiee, 
Poisoo  life's  amities,  and  cheat  die  heart 
Of  faith  and  quiet  hqpe,  and  all  that  soothes 
And  all  that  liils  the  spirit!  Stand  we  forth ;    • 
Render  them  back  upon  the  insulted  oceaxu 
And  let  them  toss  as  idly  on  ila  waves 
At  the  vile  searweed,  which  some  mountain-blast 
Swept  fiom  our  shores !  And  (A!  may  we  retun 
Not  with  a  drunken  triumph,  but  with  fear, 
Repenting  of  the  wrongs  with  which  we  stung 
So  fierce  a  foe  to  frenzy ! 

I  have  told, 
0 Britons!  O  my  brethren!  I  have  told 
Most  bitter  truth,  but  without  bitterness. 
Nor  deem  my  seal  or  factious  or  mistimdd ; 
For  never  can  true  courage  dwell  with  them, 
Who,  playing  tricks  with  conscience,  dare  not  look 
At  their  own  vices.     We  have  been  too  long 
l^pes  of  a  deep  delusion !  Some,  belike. 
Groaning  with  restless  enmity,  expect 
All  chao^  from  change  of  constituted  power; 
As  if  a  Govonm>ent  had  been  a  robe, 
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Oki  which  our  vice  dnd  wretchedneai  were  iagg*d 

like  fency  points  and  fringes,  with  the  robe 

Pull'd  oflf  at  pleasure.    Fondly  these  attach 

A  radical  causation  to*  a  few 

Pbor  drudges  of  chastising  Pkovidence, 

Who  borrow  all  their  hues  and  qualities 

From  oor  own  folly  and  rank  wickedness, 

Which  gave  them  birth  and  nursed  them.    (Mhen, 

mefmwhile, 
Dote  with  a  mad  idolatry ;  and  all 
Who  will  not  fell  before  theb  images, 
Ajid  yield  them  worshipt  they  are  enemies 
Even  of  their  country! 


Such  have  I  been  deem'c 
But,  O  dear  Britain !  O  my  Mother  Isle ! 
Needs  must  thou  prove  a  name  most  dear  and  holy 
To  me,  a  son,  a  brother,  and  a  friend, 
A  husband,  and  a  father!  who  revere 
All  bonds  of  natural  love,  ^  find  fhem  all 
Widjin  the  limits  of  thy  rocky  shores. 

0  native  Britain !  O  my  Mother  Isle ! 

How  shouldst  thou  prove  aught  else  but  dear  and 

'holy 
To  me,  who  from  thy  Iqkes  and  mountain-hills. 
Thy  douds,  thy  quiet  dales,  thy  rocks  and  aeas. 
Have  drunk  in  aU  my  intellectual  life. 
All  sweet  sensations,  all  ennobling  thoughts. 
All  adoratioi^  of  the  God  in  nature. 
All  lovely  and  all  honorable  things. 
Whatever  makes  this  ibortal  spirit  feel 
The  joy  and  greatness  oi  its  Aiture  being  f 
There  lives  nor  form  nor  feeling  in  my  soul 
Unborrowed  fiom  my  country.    O  divine 
And  beauteous  island !  thou  hast  been  my  sole 
And  most  magnificent  temple,  in  the  which 

1  walk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately  songs, 
Loving  the  God  that  made  me ! 

May  my  fears, 
My  filial  feazs.  be  vain !  and  may  the  vaunts 
And  menace  of  the  vengeful  enemy 
Pass  like  the  gOst,  that  roar'd  and  died  away 
In  the  distant  tree :  w^ch  heard,  and  only  heard 
In  this  low  dell,  boVd  not  the  delicate  grass. 


But  now  the  gentle  dew-fell  sends  abroad 
The  fimit-Iike  perfume  of  the  golden  furze : 
The  light  has  left  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
Though  still  a  sunny  gleam  lies  beautiful. 
Aslant  the  ivied  beacon.    Now  farewell, 
Farewell,  awhile,  O  sof^  and  silent  spot ! 
On  the  green  sheep-track,  up  the  heathy  hill. 
Homeward  I  wind  my  way ;  ^and  lo !  recaird 
FnHU  bodings  that  have  well-nigh  wearied  me, 
I  find  myself  upon  the  brow,  and  pauao 
Startled !  And  afVer  lonely  sojourning 
In  sueh  a  quiet  and  surrounding  nook, 
This  burst  of  prospect,  here  the  shadowy  main, 
Dim«tinted,  there  ^e  mighty  majesty 
Of  that  huge  amphitheatre  of  ridli 
And  elmy  fields,  seems  like  society—* 
Conversing  with  the  mind,  and  giving  it 
A  livelier  impulse  and  a  dance  of  thought ! 
And  now,  beloved  Stowey!  I  behold 
Thy  church-tower,  and,  methinka,  the  four  huge  elms 
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Clustering,  which  mark  the  mansion  of  my  frieDd, 

And  close  behind  them,  hidden  £rom  my  view, 

Is  my  own  lowly  cottage,  where  my  babe 

And  my  babe's  mother  dwell  in  peace !  With  l^ht 

And  qutcken'd  ibobileps  thitherward  1  tend. 

Remembering  thee,  O  green  and  silent  deli ! 

And  grateful,  that,  by  nature's  quietness 

A^d  solidary  musings,  all  my  heart 

Is  sofien*d,  and  made  worthy  to  indulge 

Love,  and  the  thoughts  that  yearn  ibr  human-kind* 

Nether  Stoujey,  April  ZBtk,  179a 


FIRE,  FAMII^  AND  SLAUGHTER. 

A  WAR  ECLOGUR 
WITH  AN  APOLOGETIC  FBEFACB.* 


The  Scene  a  desolated  Tract  in  Za  Vendie,  Famint 
i$  diacanered  lying  on  the  ground  ;  toher  enter  FiRt 
emd  Slaikshtxr. 

rAimrE. 
SiBTEM !  asten !  who  sent  you  here  t 

SLAUOHTBR  ((O  WUJ^ 

I  will  whisper  it  in  her  ear. 


No!  no!  no! 
Spirits  hear  what  spirits  teD : 
Twill  make  a  holiday  in  HelL 

No!  no!  no! 
Myself,  I  named  him  once  Wow, 
And  ail  the  souls,  that  damned  be, 
Leap'd  up  at  once  in  anarchy, 
Clapp'd  Uieir  hands  and  danced  Ibr  glee. 
The:  .M  longer  heeded  me ; 
But  laugh'd  to  hear  Hell's  burning  rafien 
Unwillingly  reecho  laughters ! 

No!  no!  no! 
Spints  hear  what  spirits  tell ! 
Twill  make  a  holiday  in  Hell ! 

FAMINBi 

Whisper  it,  sister!  so  and  so ! 
Ia  a  dark  hint,  soA  and  slow. 

BLAUGHTEB. 

Letters  four  do  foitt  his  name— 
And  who  sent  you  t 

BOTH. 

The  same!  die  same! 

■LAtTGHTER. 

He  came  by  stealth,  and  unlock*d  my  den. 
And  I  have  drunk  the  blood  since  then 
Of  thrice  three  htmdred  thousand  men. 


BOTH. 


Who  bade  you  do  it! 


■LAUGHTER. 

The  lame!  the  same! 


•  Set  Appeodiz  to  "  SAyttiM  X^oMS.' 


Letters  four  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me.  loose,  and  cried  Halloa  * 
To  him  alone  the  praise  is  duob 

FAMINE. 

Thanks,  sister,  thanks!  the  men  have  bled. 

Their  wives  and  their  children  faint  fyr  bM^ 

I  stood  in  a  swampy  field  of  battle  ; 

With  bones  and  sculls  I  mbde  a  rattle, 

To  frighten  the  wolf  and  carrion  crow. 

And  the  homeless  dog — ^but  they  would  not  ga 

So  otf  I  flewj  ibr  how  could  I  bear 

To  see  them  gorge  their  dainty  fare? 

I  heard  a  groan  and  a  peevish  squall. 

And  through  the  chink  of  a  nrtTngo  wall 

Can  you  guess  what  I  saw  there! 

BOTH. 

Whispeir  it^  sister!  in  our  ear. 

FAmifE. 

A  baby  beat  its  dying  mother. 

I  had  starved  the  one,  and  was  starving  the  othi 


BOTH. 


Who  bade  you  do'tf. 


FAMINE. 

The 

Lettera  fcUr  do  form  his  name^ 
He  let  me  loose,  and  cried  Halloo! 
To  him  alone  the  praise  is  due. 


die 


Sisters!  I  from  Ireland  came! 

Hedge  and  corn-fields  all  on  flame, 

I  triumph'd  o'er  the  setting  sun! 

And  all  the  while  the  work  was  done 

On  as  I  strode  with  my  huge  stride^ 

I  flung  back  my  head  and  I  held  my  sides^ 

It  was  so  rare  a  pieee  <^  fun 

To  see  the  swelter'd  cattle  run 

With  unooutli  gallop  tfaroogh  the  nig^t. 

Scared  by  the  red  and  noisy  light!  . 

By  the  light  of  his  own  biasing  oot 

Was  many  a  naked  rebel  shot: 

The  house-stream  met  ihA  flame  and 

While  crash!  fell  in  the  rooC  I  wis^ 

On  some  of  those  old  bedrid  nurses, 

That  deal  in  discontent  and  cones. 


BOTH. 


Who  bade  yon  do 'tt 


The  sama!  the 
Letters  fbur  do  form  his  name. 
He  let  me  loose,  and  cried  Halloo! 
To  him  alone  the  praise  is  due. 


He  let  us  loose,  and  cried  Halloo! 
How  shall  we  yield  him  honor  due? 


FAMINE. 


Wisdom  comes  with  lack  of  food. 
I  '11  gnaw,  1 11  gnaw  the  multitude. 
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M  d»  cup  of  rage  o'erlwiin : 

Thej  ahall  ^eiat  him  and  hk  brood—. 

M^ADGBTEE. 

Hiey  shall  tear  bim  limb  from  limb! 


Otbankles  beldames  and  untrue ! 
Aid  is  this  all  Uiat  yoa  cm  do 
For  him  who  did  so  much  fqr  you  f 
Moetjr  raoDihs  he,  by  my  troth ! 
Hftih  richly  cater'd  for  you  both ; 
And  in  tn  hour  ^rould  yoo  repay 
Aadf^yeari'iwaikf— Aw^!  away! 
{ikoeamftithiiil!  I 
t^  to  him  everiaatiiigly. 

4I796. 


RECANTATION 
njjjwrkAVUi  in  t^jb  stokt  or  trs  mad  ox. 

An  Ox,  kmg  fed  with  musty  hay, 

And  woi^'d  with  yoke  and  chain, 
Wu  tnm'd  out  on  an  April  day. 
When  fields  are  in  their  best  army. 
And  growing  grasses  sparkle  gay, 
At  once  with  sun  and  rain. 

Hie  grass  was  fine,  the  sun  was  bright. 

With  truth  I  may  aver  it ; 
Tlie  Ox  was  glad,  as  well  he  miglit, 
Thni^t  a  green  meadow  no  bad  sight. 
And  frisk'd  to  show  his  huge  delight, 

Much  like  a  beast  of  spirit 

"Stopinei^bors!  stop!  why  these  alarms f 

The  Ox  is  only  glad."      * 
Batiiill  they  pour  fibm  cots  and  fanno 
BsIIoo !  the  perish  is  up  in  arms 
(A  koaxhig  hunt  has  always  charms), 

HsUoo!  die  Ox  is  mad. 

The  fiighted  beast  scampered  about, 
Plimge  !  through  the  hedge  he  droves- 

Thd  meb  pursue  with  hideous  rout, 

A  bull-dog  ftstens  on  his  snout, 

Hs  gores  the  dog,  his  tongue  hangs  out- 
He 's  mad,  he 's  nmd,  by  Jove ! 

*  Slop,  neighbdn,  slop! "  aloud  did  call 

A  ssge  of  sober  hue. 
Bat  sll  at  odce  on  him  they  fell. 
And  women  squiiak  and  children  squall, 
"What!  would  you  have  him  toss  us  all? 

And,  damme  I  who  aro  you  f  '* 

Ah,  hapless  sage !  his  e^m  they  stun, 

And  cmie  him  e'er  and  o'er — 
"  You  btftody-minded  dog ! "  (cries  one,) 
"To  stit  your  windpipe  were  good  fun^- 
t)d  hi —  you  ibr  an  impimal^  son 
Of  a' Presbyterian  W'-'re ! 


*  Om  of  the  Buor  J6m  words  whidi  the  moit  aoedneated 
^  »bMi  thii  toM  s  eawtant  opporlonity  of  arquiriof  from 
^  Nmooi  in  ths  pulpit,  sod  the  prodamatiODS  oa  tfae 


**  You  'd  have  him  gore  Ae  parish-prisst. 

And  run  against  the  4lBr— 
You  fYcnd/"— The  sage  his  wamingii  ceased. 
And  North,  and  South,  and  West,  and  East, 
Halloo !  they  follow  the  poor  beast. 

Mat,  Dick.  Tom,  Bob,  and  Walter. 

Okl  Lewis,  *t  was  his  evil  day. 

Stood  trembling  in  his  shoes ; 
The  Ox  was  his — what  coulcl  he  say  t 
His  legs  were  stifien*d  with  dismay. 
The  Ox  ran  o'er  him  'mid  the  fny. 

And  gave  him  his  dealn's  bruise. 

The  frighted  beast  mn  on — ^but  here, 
The  Gospel  scarce  more  true  i»-« 

My  muse  stops  short  in  mid-career— 

Nay!  gende  reader!  do  not  sneer, 

I  cannot  choose  but  drop  a  tear, 
A  tear  ibr  good  old  Lewis. 

The  flighted  beast  ran  through  die  Vanm, 

AU  ibUow'd,  bojr  and  dad. 
Bull-dog,  Ptoson,  Shopman,  Clown, 
The  Publicans  rush'd  froita  the  Crown, 
"Halloo!  hanistrtng  him !  cut  him  down!' 

Tkey  drove  the  poor  Qx  mad. 

Should  yon  a  rat  to  nmdntibs  tease. 

Why  even  a  rat  might  plague  jrou : 
There 's  no  philosopher  but  sees 
That  rage  and  fear  are  one  disease-^ 
Though^that  may  bum  and  this  may  freexe 
They're  both  alike  the  ague. 

And  so  this  Ox,  in  frantic  mood. 

Faced  round  like  any  Bull — 
The  mob  tum'd  tail,  and  he  pursued, 
Till  they  with  fright  and  fear  were  stew'd. 
And  not  a  chick  of  all  this  brood 

But  had  his  belly-fulL 

\ 

Old  Nick's  astride  the  beast,  Tis  dear- 
Old  Nicholas  to  a  tittle! 
But  all  agree  he  'd  disappear. 
Would  but  the  parson  venture  near, 
And  through  his  teeth,  right  o'er  the  steer 
Squirt  out  some  fasting*spittle.t 

Achilles  was  a  warrior  fleet, 

The  Trojans  he  could  worry-^ 
Our  parson  too  was  swift  of  feet. 
But  show'd  it  chiefly  in  reticpQ^! 
The  victor  Ox  soour'd  down  the  street 

The  mob  fled  huny-skurry. 

Through  gardens,  lanes,  and. fields  new-plow'd* 
Through  his  hedge  and  through  her  hedge. 

He  plunged  and  toss'd,  and  beUow'd  loud. 

Till  in  his  madness  he  grew  proud 

To  see  this  helter-skelter  crowd 
That  had  more  wrath  than  oouraffe. 


t  Acooidinx  fo  the  taperatittoo  of  the  West  Countries,  if  yoa 
floeetthe  Devil,  you  may  either  eut  him  io  half  with  a  straw,  ot 
yoa  may  cause  him  iostaoUy  to  disappear  by  qHttins  oTer  Us 
horns. 
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Alas !  to  morifl  the  breaches  wide 
•  He  miide  'ftHlheee  poor  ninnies. 
They  all'  must  work,  whate'er  betide. 
Both  days  and  months,  and  pay  beside 
(Sad  news  for  Avarice  and  for  Pride) 
A  s^ht  of  golden  giuneas. 

Bot  here  once  more  Id  view  did  pop 

The  man  that  kept  his  senses. 
And  now  he*cried — ^'  Stop,  neighbors  I  slop ! 
The  Ox  is  road .'  I  would  not  swop, 
No,  not  a  school-boy's  frrtfaing  top 

For  all  the  {Arish  fences. 

"  The  Ox  is  mad !  Ho !  Dick.  Bob,  Mat! 

What  means  this  coward  fuss  ? 
Ho!- stretch  this  rope  acroas  the  pla^— 
T  will  trip  him  np— or  if  not  that, 
Why,  damme !  we  must  ky  him  flat-^ 

See,  here's  my  blunderbuss!" 

**  A  lying  dog !  just  now  he  said. 

The  Ox  was  only  glad^ 
Let's  b^eak  his  Pree^rterian  head !  '*— 
**  Hush!"  quoth  the  sage,  **  you've  been  misled. 
No  quaitels  now— 4et's  all  make  head— 

You  dro»  the  poor  Oa»  mad!" 

As  thus  I  sat  in  cateleas  chat, 

With  the  morning's  wet  newBpq;ier» 

In  eager  haste,  without  his  hat, 

As  blind  and  blundering  as  a  ba^ 

In  came  that  fierce 'aristocrat^ 
Our  pursy  woollen  draper. 

And  so  my  Muse  perforce  drew  bit. 

And  in  he  rush*d  and  panted : — 
«  Well,  have  you  heard  ? "— "  No !  not  a  whit** 
-  What !  han't  you  heard  ?  "—Come,  out  with  it ! " 
"That  Tiemey  votes  for  Mister  Pitt, 

And  Sheridan  *s  rec^Ued.** 


ir.  LOVE  PbEMa 


Qass  hninilia  teaero  ■tylu  olim  effbdft  in  mm. 
Perlegu  bic  jaerymas,  ec  quod  pbaretimtDS  soali 
Die  puer  paero  fecit  mthi  eoapide  yulnua, 
Omnia  paalatiiii  coDMiinit  looffior  etat, 
Virendoque  simaf  inmmar,  raiumarque  maoendo. 
lape  mihi  ooHataseoiin  Don  ille  videbor: 
Frooa  alia  eat,  moraaqiw  ifii,  nora  mentiA  Ibmco, 
Voxqaa  aiiod  aoaat^  . 

PeetoFB  none  ffelido  calidoamiaeTsmar  amantna. 
Jamqna  aniaae  pudet.   Velerea  tranquilla  tomnllDB 
Hfloa  boneC  relegsnaqoe  aliom  pntat  lata  Joeutum. 

.    Pttrank. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  TALE  OF  THE 
DARK  LADIE. 

The  followinc  Poem  ia  intendad  aa  the  iafcroduction  to  a 
aomewbatlonferone.  The  nae  of  the  old  Ballad  word  Ladi»  for 
Lad7f  ia  the  only  piece  of  obioletanen  in  it ;  and  aa  it  ia  pro- 
fenedly  a  tale  of  ancient  times,  1  truat  that  the  afiactionate 
loTern  of  venerable  antiquity  [ai  Camden  aaysj  will  frant  me 
tiiair  pardon,  and  perbapa  may  be  induced  to  admit  a  foreo 
aad  propriety  in  it  A  heavier  ofatjection  may  be  adduced 
acainat  the  author,  diat  in  theae  tlmei  of  fear  and  expectation, 
I  tzpMs  around  ua  in  all  directiooa,  he  ahouU 


preaumeto  offer  to  the  public  a  nlly  tale  ef  oM-fhaliioiied  %oim 
and  five  yeaia  a(e,  I  own  I  ■faonld  have  allowed  and  fell  tb 
force  of  this  objection.  But,  Alaa !  ezploaion  baa  aoeceedo 
ezplorion  ao  rapidiy,that  novelty  itself  ceaaes  to  appear  new;  an^ 
It  ia  poaatble  that  now  even  a  simple  story , wholly  uninspired  witi 
politics  or  peraonalily.  mar  And  aoSM  attention  amid  the  btk 
bub  of  revolutionB,  aa  to  tboae  wbo  have  remained  a  ktag  tiiM 
by  the  ftUa  of  Miacaxa,  the  lowest  wh  iaperinf  beeomea  disdnct 
|y  audible.  S.  T.  C 

D&c.  91, 179B. 


O  LKAW  the  lily  on  ifa  stem; 

0  leave  the  rose  upon  the.  spny; 
O  leave  the  elder  bUwra,  fiur  maids! 

And  listen  to  ray  lay. 

A  cypress  and  a  myrtle-bough 

lliis  mom  around  my  harp  you  twined 
Because  it  fiishion'd  noonifully 

Its  munnurs  in  the  wind. 

And  now  a  Tale  of-  Love  and  Woe, 

A  wofiil  Tale  of  Love  I  aing  ; 
Hark,  gende  maidens,  hark!  it  aighs 

And  trembles  on  the  string. 

« 
But  iftost,  my  own  dear  Genevieve, 

It  sighs  and  tremUes  most  for  thee ! 
O  come,  and  hear  what  cmel^  wrongs 

Befell  the  Dark  Ladie. 

Few  Sorrows  hath  she  of  her  own. 
My  hope,  my  joy,  my  Genevieve! 

Sbe  loves  me  best,  whene'er  I  sing 
The  aoogB  that  make  her  grieve. 

Allr  thoughts,  all  passions,  all  delights, 
Whatever  stir  this  mortal  frame. 

All  are  but  n^nisters  of  Love, 
And  feed  his  sacred  flame. 

Oh !  ever  in  my  waking  dreams, 

1  dwell  upon  Uiat  happy  hour, 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  sate, 

Besid^  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  moonshine,  stealing  o'er  the  scene. 
Had  blended  with  the  lights  of  eve  - 

And  she  was  there,  my  hope,  my  joy. 
My  own  dear  Genevieve! 


lean'd  against  the  armed  man. 
The  statue  of  the  aimed  knight , 
She  stood  and  listen'd  to  my  harp^ 
Amid  the  ling'ring  Hght. 

I  playM  a  sad  and  doleful  air. 

I  sang  an  old  and  moving  story—- 
An  old  rude  song,  that  fitted  well 

That  ruin  wild  and  hoary. 

She  Usten'd  with  a  flitting  blush. 
With  downcast  eyea  and  modest 

For  well  she  knew,  I  could  not  (dkooue 
But  gaae  upon  her  fece. 

I  told  her  of  die  Knight  diat  woie 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning  brand ; 

AxmI  how  for  ten  long  years  he  woo'd 
The  Ladie  of  the  Land; 
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I  told  ber  bow  he  pined  :  and  ah! 

The  deepk  the  low,  the  pleading  tone 
With  which  I  sung  another's  love, 

Interpieted  my  own* 

Sie  listeh'd  wifh  a  flitting  Uiuh  ; 

WHh  downcast  eyes,  and  modetl  gnoe ; 
And  ahe  lorgaTe  me,  that  I  gaxed 

Too  imdly  on  her  &ee ! 

Bnt  when  I  told  like  erael  soom 

"Hiat  etaxed  this  h(M  and  hmely  Kidght, 
And  how  he'roani*d  the  nunrntaai^woodi. 

Nor  xwied  day  or  night;. 

And  how  he  crasa'd  the  woodman's  paflu* 
ThioD^  hriem  and  swampy  momes  beat ; 

How  boQgfaa  lebocmduig  sooorged  his  limbB, 
And  low  sliihB  gorad  his  6et ; 


That 

And 
Aad 

In 


ftom  the  aayage  den, 
•omedmes  tram  the  daitoome  shade, 
starling  up  at  once 
and  somiy  glade ; 


There  came  and  look'd  bim  in  the  ftoe 
An  Angel  beautiful  and  bright ; 

And  how  be  knew  it  was  a  Fiend, 
This  ausBimUe  Knight ! 

And  how,  unknowing  what  he  did. 
He  leapt  amid  a  lawless  band. 

And  saved  fiom  outrage  worse  than  dealh 
The  JUdie  of  the  Land ! 


And  how  she  wept,  and  clasp'd  his 
And  how  she  tended  him  in 

And  meekly  strore  to  expiate 
The  soQfn  that  erased  his  brain : 


And  how  she  mined  liim  in  a  cave ; 

And  how  his  mndness  went  away, 
When  on  the  yeUow  forest-leaves 

A  dying  man  he  lay ; 

Hb  dying  vftjrds— but  when  I  reach'd 
That  tend*rest  strain  of  all  the  ditty, 

My  &lf  ring  voice  and  pausing  harp 
I^Marb'd  her  soul  with  pity! 

AO  impidaes  of  aonl  and  sense 
Had  dirill'd  my  gpniltless  Genevieve ; 

ThetauKC  and  the  ddeful  tale, 
"Hie  nob  and  balmy  eve ; 

And  hopes  and  ftais  that  kindle  hopo. 
An  uisfisiinguiahable  throng. 

And  geode  wishes  hmg  subdued, 
Sabdned  and  cherished  long ! 


; 


(  Sm  weitt  vridi  pity  and  delii^t, 
/    She'blodi'd  with  love  and  maideD^haiD^,' 
And,  like  Ihe  murmnn  o^  a  dream, 
1  heard  her  hreaihe  my  name. 

'  *w  her  besom  heave  and  swell. 
Heave  and  Mrell  widi  inivaid  sigfa»— 
/ 1  could  not  efaooae  bat  love  to  see     • 
I     Her  gentle  boKnn  rise. 


Her  wet  cheek  glow'd :  rfie  slept  aade,! 
As  conscious  of  my  loolMie  stepped ;) 
Tlien  suddenly,  with  tim'rous  eye,         ) 


•) 


She  flew  to  me  and  wept. 


She  half  inohised  me  ^tii  her  anna. 
She  preai'd  me  with  a  meek  embtaoe 

And.  bending  back  her  head,  look'd  up^ 
And  gased  upon  my  free. 

T  was  partly  love,  and  partiy  ftar. 
And  partly 'twos  a  bashiul  art, 

1%at  I  might  rather  leel  than  see 
ThB  swelliQg  of  her  heart 

I  calm'd  her  fean,  and  she  was  cahn. 
And  teld  her  love  with  virgin  pride ; 

And  so  I  won  my  Genevieve, 
My  bright  and  beauteous  bride. 

And  DOW  once  mora  a  tale  of  woe, 
A  woelul  tale  of  love  I  ting: 

Ton  thee,  ray  Genevieve !  it  sighs, 
And  trembles  on  the  string. 


When  lest  I  sang  the  cruel  aoora 
That  cnOdd  this  bold  and  lonely  KnigH 

And  how  he  roara'd  the  mountBia-woods 
Nor  rented  day  or  night ; 

I  promiaed  thee  a  sister  tale 

Of  man's  per6dious  cruelty: 
Come,  then,  and  hear  what  cruel  wrong 

BefeU  tiie~  Darii  Ladie. 


LEWn,  OR  THE  CIRCASSIAN 
LOVE-CHAUNT. 


At  midnic^t  by  the  stream  I  roved 
To  forget  the  foim  I  loved. 
Image  of  Lewti!  fiom  my  mind 
Depart;  for  Lewti  is  not  kind. 

The  moon  was  high,  the  moonlight  gleam 

And  the  shadow  of  a  star 
Heaved  upon  Tamaha's  stream ; 

But  the  rook  shone  brij^ter  for, 
Tbib  rock  hatf'Shelter'd  fiom  my  view 
By  pendent  boughs  of  tressy  yevr— 
So  shines  my  L»wti*s  forehead  foir, 
Gleaming  through  her  sable  hair. 
Image  of  Lewti !  fiom  ray  mind 
Depart ;  for  Lewti  k  not  kind. 

I  saw  a  dood  of  palest  hue, 

Onward  to  the  noon  it  passM  j 
Still  brighter  and  more  bright  it  gwwt 
With  floating  colors  not  a  ^w. 

Till  it  reacfa'd  the  moon  at  last : 
Then  the  cloud  was  wholly  bright 
With  a  rich  and  amber  light! 
And  so  with  many  a  hope  I  seek 

And  with  such  joy  I  find  my  Lewti : 
And  even  so  my  pale  wan  cheek 

Drinks  in  as  deep  a  flush  of  beauty ! 
Nay,  treacherous  image !  leave  my  mind. 
If  Lewti  never  will  be  kind. 
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The  Utile  cloud — ^it  floats  away, 

Away  it  goesi^away  k>  aooa? 
Alas !  it  has  no  power  to  stay : 
Its  hues  are  dim,  its  hues  are  gray^- 

Away  it  passes  from  the  moon ! 
How  moornfuUy  it  seems  to  fly, 

Ever  fikding  more  and  mQre, 
To  joyless  regions  of  the  jaky — 

And  now  'tis  whiter  th^n  before ! 
As  white  as  my  poor  cheek  will  be. 

When,  Lewti !  on  my  couch  I  lie» 
A  dying  man  ibr  love  oi  thee. 
Nay,  treacherous  image !  leave  my  min4^— 
And  yet  thou  didst  not  look  unkind. 

I  saw  a  vapor  in  the  sky, 

Thin,  and  white,«nd  very  high; 
I  ne'er  beheld  so  thin  a  cloud ; 

Peihaps  the  breezes  that  can  fly 

Now  below  and  ifow  above. 
Have  snatch'd  aloft  the  lawny  shroud 

Of  Lady  fiiir-^-that  died  for  love. 
For  maids,  as  well  as  youths,  have  peiish'd 
From  fruitless  love  too  fondly  cherii^'d. 
Nay,  treacherous  image !  leave  my  rnind-^ 
For  Lewti  never  will  be  kind. 

Hush !  my  heedless  feet  from  under 
Slip  the  crumbling  bonks  for  ever : 

like  echoes,  to  a  distant  thunder. 
They  plunge  into  the  gentle  river. 

The  river-swans  have  hearjl  my  tiead. 

And  startle  from  their  reedy  bed. 

O  beauteous  Birds  ^  methinks  ye  meamue 
Tour  movements  to  some  heavenly  tune ! 

0  beauteous  Birds !  't  is  such  a  pleasure 
To  see  yon  move  beneath  the  moon, 

1  would  it  were  your  true  delight 
To  sleep  by  day  and  wake  oU  night 

I  know  the  pUce  where  L^wti  lies. 
When  silent  night  has  closed  her  eyes : 

It  is  a  breezy  jasmine-bower, 
The  nightingale  sings  o'er  her  head : 

Voice  of  the  Night !  had  I  the  power 
That  leafy  labjrrinth  to  thread, 
And  creep,  like  thee,  with  soundleas  tread» 
I  then  might  view  her  bosom  whits 
Heaving  lovely  to  my  sight, 
As  these  two  swans  u^ther  heave 
On  the  gently  swelling  i^'ave* 

Oh !  that  she  saw  me  in  a  dream. 
And  dreamt  that  I  had  died  for  care ; 

All  pale  and  wasted  I  would  seem. 
Yet  fair  withal,  as  spirits  are ! 

I'd  die  indeed,  if  I  might  see 

Her  bosom  heave,  and  heave  for  me ! . 

Soothe,  gentle  image !  soothe  my  mind ! 

To-moiTow  Lewti  may  be  kind. 
1795. 


THE  PICTURE,  OR  THE  ipVER'S 
RESOLUTION. 

TnKouan  weeds  and  thoms,  and  matted  underwood 
I  force  my  way ;  now  climb,  and  now  descend 


O'er  rocks,  or  bare  or  mossy,  with  wild  foot         < 
Crushing  the  purple  whorls ;  while  oft  nnatwn, 
Hurrying  along  the  drifted  forest-leaves. 
The  scared  snake  rustles.  Onwozd  still  I  toil, 
I  know  not,  ask  not  whither !  A  new  joy, 
Lovely  as  light,  sudden  as  summer  gust, 
And  gladsome  as  the  first-born  of  the  spring. 
Beckons  me  on,  or  follows  from  behind. 
Playmate,  or  guide !  The  master-pessio^  quelled, 
I  feel  that  I  am  free.    With  dOh-red  bark' 
The  fiirtrees,  and  the  unfiequent  slender  oak. 
Forth  from  this  tangle  wild  of  bush  and  brake 
Soars  up,  and  form  a  melancholy  vault 
High  o'er  me,  murmuring  like  a  distant  sea. 

Here  Wisdom  might-  resort,  and  here  Remorse ; 
Here  mo  the  lovelorn  man  who,  sick  in  soul. 
And  of  this  busy  human  heart  mroaiy. 
Worships  the  spirit  of  mnconsdous  life 
In  tree  or  wild-floweri^ — Gentle  Lunatic! 
If  so  he  might  not  wholly  cease  to  be, 
He  would  far  rather  not.be  that,  he  is ; 
But  would  be  something,  that  he  iknows  not  q£, 
In  winds  or  watexjp,  or  ahnong  the  rocks ! 

But  hence,  fond  wretch !  breathe  not  contsg 
here! 
No  myrtle-walks  are  these :  these  kte  no  groves 
Where  Love  dai^  loiter !  If  in  sullen  mood 
He,  should  stray  hither,  the  low  stomps  shall  gor( 
His  dainty  feel^  the  brier  and  the  thorn 
Make  his  plumes  haggard.    like  a  wounded  biri 
Easily  caught,  ensnare  him,  O  ye  lymphs, 
Ye  Oreads  chaste,  ye  dusky  Dryades ! 
And  you,  ye  Earth- winds !  you  that  make  at  mo 
The  dew-dropB  quiver  on  the  spiders'  webs  * 
You,  O  ye  wingless  Airs !  that  creep  between 
The  zigM  stems  of  heath  and  bitten  furze, 
Within  whose  scanty  shade,  at  summer-noon. 
The  mother-sheep  hath  worn  a  hollow  bed — 
Ye,  that  how  cool  her  fleece  with  dropless  damp 
Now  pant  and  murmur  with  her  foedmg  lamb. 
Chase,  chase  him,  all  ye  Fays,  and  elfin  Gnomes 
With  prickles  sharper  than  his  darts  bemock 
His  little  Godship,  making  him  perforce 
Creep  throqgh  a  thom-bush  on  yon  hedgehog's  bl 

This  is  my  hour  of  triumph !  I  can  now 
With  my  own  foncies  play  the  merry  fool, 
And  laugh  away  worse  foUy,  being  free. 
Here  will  I  seat  myself,  beside  this  old. 
Hollow,  and  weedy  oak,  which  ivy^wine 
Clothes  as  with  net-work :  here  will  1  couch 

limbs. 
Close  by  this  river,  in  this  silent  shade, 
As  safe  and  sacred  from  the  step  of  man 
As  an  invisible  world — unheard,  unseen. 
And  list'ning  only  to  the  pebbly  brook 
That  murmurs  with  a  dead,  yet  tinkling  sound  i 
Or  to  the  bees,  that  in  the  neighboring  trunk 
Make  honey-hpards.    The  breeze,  that  visits  ra^ 
Was  never  Love's  acoomidice,  never  raised 
The  tendril  ringlets  from  the  maiden's  brow. 
And  the  blue,  delicate  veins  above  her  cheek ; 
Ne'er  play'd  the  wanton — never  hal^diadoaed 
The  maiden's  snowy  bosom,  scattering  thence 
Eye-poisons  for  some  love-distemper'd  youth. 
Who  ne'er  henceforth  may  see  an  aspen-grove 
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EloTer  in  winrfiiiiw,  but  hia  feeble  beart 
SSaU  fiflw  away  like  a  diHolving  thing. 

^ 

Sweei  breeae !  fhcm  only,  if  I  gueas  aright» 
U&est  the  feathefi  of  the  robin's  breast, 
Hat  fwells  ifii  little  breast,  so  foil  of  song, 
i^in^  above  me,  on  the  mountaiiwuh. 
lad  thoQ  loo,  desert  Stream !  no  pool  of  thine, 
Iboc^h  clear  as  lake  in  latest  summer-eve,  • 
Kd  e'er  reflect  die  stately  virgin's  robe, 
rbe  hee,  the  Ibrm.divine,  the  downcast  look 
^lemplative !  Behold !  her  open  palm 
Ptuaes  her  cheek  and  brow!  her  elbow  rests 
3a  the  bare  branch  of  half^vprooted  tree, 
Hat  leans  toiwarda  its  mirror!  Who  erewhile 
Bid  fiom  ber  countenanee   tnm'd,  or  look'd  by 

stealth 
for  fear  is  true  love's  cruel  nnne),  he  now 
^itfa  stedikst  gaze  and  unoffending  ejre, 
RToralupe  the  watery  idol,  dreaming  hopea- 
kltsoos  to  the  soid,  but  fleeting,  vain, 
Vtn  as  that  {diantom-world  on  which  he  gazed, 
Bat  not  unheeded  gazed :  for  see,  ah !  see, 
rbe  sportive  tjmmt  with  her  left  hand  plucks 
Fhe  beads  of  tall  floWen  that  behind  her  grow, 
UcfaiuB.  and  willow-herb,  and  fex-glove  bells : 
Ind  suddenly,  as  (me  that  toys  with  time, 
Snuen  ibem  on  the  pool  1  'Fhen  all  the  chann 
b  broken — sH  that  phantom-world  so  feir' 
k'lniihes,  and  a  thousand  circlets  spread, 
^Dd  each  misshapes  the  other.    Stay  awbfle, 
^K<f  )Tmtfa,  who  scarcely  darest  liA  up  thine  eyes ! 
IV  stream  will  sooTi  -renew  its  smoothness  soon 
IV  vtsdooa  will  return!  And  lo!  he  stays; 
ind  socn  th«  fragments  dim  of  lovely  forms 
Cocie  trembling  back,  imite,  and  now  once  more 
rhf  pool  becomes  a  mirror ;  and  behold 
Ea<^  nild-flower  on  the  marge  inverted  there, 
And  there  the  half^npraoted  tree — ^but  -trhere, 
0  where  die  virgin's'  snowy  arm.  that  lean'd 
Ob  :i9  bare  branch  ?  He  turns,  and  she  us  gone ! 
Usaeward  she  steals  through  many  a  woodland 


Which  be  dia.ll  seek  in  vain.    Ill-feted  youth ! 
Go,  day  by  day,  md  waste  thy  manly  prime 
In  tittd  love-yearning  by  the  vacant  brook, 
TM  sickly  thoughts  bewitch  thine  eyes,  and  thou 
Bri»Ld  8t  her  ahadow  still  abiding  there, 
Tb»  Xftiad  of  the  Mbrrori 

Not  to  diee, 

0  wild  and  desert  Stream !  belongs  this  tale : 
Gannj  and  dark  art  dioo — the  crowded  fin 
fein*  from  thy  shores,  and  atretch  across  thy  bed, 
^iBg  thee  doleful  as  a  cavem-well : 

&f^  when  the  shy  king-fisheia  build  their  nest 

(h  thy  steep  bax^  no  loves  hast  thou,  wild  stream! 

This  be  ray  duMen  haimst^-efnaiicipate 
FraiB  paaBon's  dreams,  a  freeman,  and  alone, 

1  HK  and  tnee  its  devious  oourw.    O  lead, 
1^  me  to  deeper  shades  and  lonelier  glooms. 
I»!  stealing  through  the  canopy  of  firs, 
HoK  feir  the  sunshine  spots  that  mossy  rock, 
hk  of  the  river,  whose  disparted  waves 

J^fM  off  ssunder  with  an  angry  sonnd^ 
How  ao<m  to  reunite !  And  see !  they  meet. 
Each  in  the  odier  fast  and  fbund :  and  see 


Placeless,  as  spirits,  one  soft*  water-sun 

Throbbing  within  them,  Heart  at  once  and  Eye ! 

With  ite  eofl  neighborhood  of  filmy  clouds. 

The  stains  and  shadings  of  forgotten  tears, 

Dimness  o'erewum  with  lustre !  Such  the  hour 

Of  deep  ei\iayment,  following  love's  brief  fends  , 

And  hark,  the  noise  of  a  near  waterfall ! 

I  pass  forth  into  light — I  find  myself 

Beneath  a  weeping  birch  (most  beamifal 

Of  forest^rees,  the  Lady  of  the  woods). 

Hard  by  the  brink  of  a  tall  weedy  rock 

That  overbrows  the  cataract    How  bursts 

The  landscape  on  my  sight  I  Two  crescent  hiUs 

Fold  in  behind  each  other,  and  so  make 

A  circular  vale,  and  land-lock'd,  as  might  seem. 

With  brook  and  bridge,  and  gray  stone  cottages, 

Half  hid  by  rocks  and  fruiutrees.    At  my  feet. 

The  whorde-berries  are  bedew'd  with  spray, 

Dash'd  upwar4/i  by  the  fiirioin  waterfaU. 

Hoiy  solemnly  the  pendent  ivy  mass- 

Swings  in  its  winnow :  all  the  air  is  calm. 

The   HBoke   from   cottage-chinmeys,   tinged   with 

^      light, 
Rises  in  columns  ;  from  this  house  alone, 
Close  Jby  the  waterfall,  the  column  slants, 
And  feels  its  ceaseless  breeze.    But  What  is  this  I 
That  cottage,  with  its  slanting  chimney-emoke. 
And  close  beside  its  porch  a  sleeping  child. 
His  dear  head  pillow'd  on  a  sleeping  dog — 
One  arm  between  its  fore-legs,  and  the  heuid 
Holds  loosely  its  small  Jiandful  of  wild-flowen, 
Unfilleted,  and  of  unequal  lengths.' 
A  curious  picture,  with  a  master's  haste 
Sketch'd  on  a  strip  of  pinky-diver  skin, 
Peel'd  fh>m  the  birchen  bark!  Divineat  maid! 
Yon  balk  her  canvas,  and  those  purple  berries 
Her  pencil !  See,  the  Juice  is  scarcely  dried 
On  the  fine  skin  I  She  has  been  newly  here ; 
And  k) !  ^n  patch  of  heath  has  been  her  ooucb-  • 
The  pressure  still  remains !  O  blessed  couch ! 
For  this  mayst  thou  flower  early,  and  the  Sun, 
Slanting  at  eve,  rest  bright,  and  linger  long 
Upon  ti^y  purple  bells!   O- Isabel! 
Daughter  of  genius !  stateliest  of  our  maids ! 
More  beautiful  tiiaa  whom  AIcsbus  wooed. 
The  Lesbian  woman  of  immortal  song ! 
O  child  of  genius !  stately,  beautiful. 
And  fuU  of  love  to  all,  save  only  me. 
And  not  ungentle  e'en  to  me !  My  heart, 
Why  beats  it  thus  7  Through  yonder  coppice-wood 
Needs  must  the  pathway  turn,  that  leads  straightway 
On  to  her  fether's  house.    She  is  alone ! 
The  night  draws  on — such  ways  are  hard  to  hit^* 
And  fit  it  is  I  should  restore  this  sketch, 
Dropt  unawares,  no  doubt    Why  should  I  yearn 
To  keep  the  relic  7  't  will  but  idly  feed 
The  passion  that  consumes  me.    Let  me  haste  I 
The  picture  in  my  hand  which  she  has  left, 
She  cannot  blame  me  that  I  follow'd  her ; 
And  I  may  be  her  guide  the  long  wood  through 


THE  >nGHT.SCENE. 
A  DRAMATIC  FRAGMENT. 

SANIMVAL. 

Tou  loved  the  daughter  of  Don  Manrique  f 
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■ANIMVAL. 

Did  ypu  not  my  you  vmo*d  h«rt 

9AEL  HKIOLT. 

Her  whom  I  dared  not  wool 


Loved f 


Oacellfff^d 


•ANDOVAI. 

'And  woo'd,  percfaanoe, 
One  whom  you  loved  not ! 

XUH-  lUNAT. 

Oh !  I  were  mo^  baie, 
Not  loving  Oropen.    Trae,  I  woo'd  her, 
Hoping  Id  heal  a  deeper  wound ;  but  she 
Met  my  advances  with  impasaion'd  pride, 
Tliat  kindled  love  with  love.    And  when  her  tirb, 
Who  in  hif  dream  of  hope  already  grssp'd 
"Hie  golden  cirelat  in  hii  hand,  rejected 
My  aoit  with  intuit,  and  in  mentory 
Of  ancient  feuda  pbur*d  curses  on  my  head, 
Her  blessings  overtook  and  baffled  them ! 
But  thou  art  stem,  and  with  unkindly  countenance 
Aif  inly  reasoning  whilst  thou  Ustenest  to  me. 

SANDOVAL. 

Anxioittly,  Henry !  reasoning  anxiously. 
But  Oropea — 

■AjiL  BMfnr, 

Blessings  gather  round  hkiti 
Within  this  wood  there  winds  a  secret  passage, 
Beneadi  the  walls^  which  opens  out  at  lengdt 
Into  the  gloomiest  covert -of  the  garden— 
The  night  ore  my  departure  to  the  army, 
She,  nothing  trembling,  led  me  through  tfa^tt  gloom, 
And  to  that  covert  by  a  sUent  stream, 
Which,  with  one  star  reflected  npar  its  marge, 
Was  the  sole  object  visible  around  me: 
No  leaflet  stirred ;  the  air  was  almost  sultry ; 
So  deep,  so  dark,  so  close,  the  umbrage  o'er  ns ! 
No  leaflet  stin'd ; — ^yet  pleasure,  hung  upon 
The  gloom  and  stillness  of  the  balmy  nigh^air. 
A  little  further  on  an  aibor  stoodt 
Fragrant  with  flowering  trees — ^I  well  remember 
What  an  vncertain  glimmer  in  the  darkness 
Their  snow-white  blossopis  made— -tfaidier  aha  led 

me. 
To  that  sweet  bower  \  THunx  Qropesa  trembled — 
I  heard  her  heart  beat->-4f  'twere  not  my  own. 

■AlfDOVAL. 

A  mde  and  sdaring  note,  my  fiiend  I 


HKRST. 

Oh!  no! 
I  have  small  memory  of  aught  but  pleasure. 
The  inquietudes  of  feaiv  like  lesser  streams 
Still  flowing,  still  were  lost  in  those  of  love ; 
So  love  grew  mightier  from  the  fear,  and  Nature, 
Fleeing  from  Pain,  shelter*d  herself  in  Joy. 
The  stars  above  our  heads  were  dim  and  steady, 
like  eyes  suffused  with  rapture.    life  was  in  us  i 
We  were  all  life,  each  atom  of  our  frames 
A  living  soul— J  vow'd  to  die  for  her : 
With  the  fiunt  voice  of  one'  who,  having  spqkei^ 


Relapses  into  blessedness,  I  tow'd  it: 
That  solemn  vow,  a  whisper  scarcely  beard* 
A  murmur  breathed  against  a  lady's  ear. 
Oh !  there  is  joy  above  the  name  of  pleasure. 
Deep  seU^possesiion,  an  intense  repose. 

BkHbov AL  {wUh  a  tareatdc  amSe). 
No  other  than  as  eastern  sages  paint. 
The  God>  who  floats  upon  a  lotos  leal^ 
Dreams  for  a  thousand  ages ;  then  awaking, 
Createa  a.v^ld.  and  smUing  at  the  IfubUe, 
Relapses  into  Uiss. 

KARL  HKNEY. 

Ah!  was  that  blias 
Feared  as  ^  alien,  and  too  vast  for  man  t 
For  suddenly,  impatient  of  iis  silence, 
Did  Oropeza,  starting,  grasp  my  forehead. ' 
I  caught  her  ^rms ;  the  veijis  were  swelling  on  thei 
Through  the  dark  bower  she  sent  a  hollow  vmoe, 
Oh !  what  if  all.  betray  me  ?  what  if  thou  ? 
I  swore,  and  with  an  inward  thought  that  seem'd 
The  purpose  and  the  substance  of  my  being, 
I  swore  to  her,  that  were  she  red  with  guilt, 
I  would  exchange  my  onblenoh'd  state  with  hers^ 
Friend  !  by  that  winding  passage,  to  that  bower 
I  now  will  go— «]1  objects  there  will  teach  me 
Unwavering  love,  and  singleness  of  heart. 
Go,  Sandoval .'  I  am  prepared  to  meet  her — 
Say  iMthing  of  me — I  mys^  will  seek  her — 
Nay,  leave  me,  friend !  I  cannot  bear  the  torment 
And  keen  -inquiry  of  that  scanning  eye-— 

[EjCel  Henry  rttires  into  Ihe  woa 

SANDOVAL  (alone), 
O  Henry !  always  strivest  thou  to  be  great 
"By  thine  own  act — ^yet  art  thou  never  great 
But  by  the  inspiration  of  great  passion* 
The  whiri'blast  comes,  the  desert^ands  rise  up 
And  shape  themselves :  fiom  Earth  to  Heaven  the 

stand. 
As  though  they  were  the  piUais  of  a  temple^ 
Built  by  Omnipotence  in  ite  own  honor  I 
But  the  blast  pauses,  and  their  shaping  epitit 
Jm  fled :  the  mighty  columns  were  but  sand* 
And  laiy  snakes  trail  o'er  the  level  luins  * 


TO  AN,  UNFORTUNATE  WOMAN, 

WaOM  TBI  AirrBOR  HAD  KNOWN  IN  THK  DATS  0 

HER  DIIIOGKNOB. 

MTRTUD*tXAr  duU,  ill  heaped, 
^  PuMSt  in  dw  gladsome  ray, 

SoiVd  beneath  the  oommdn  tread. 
Far  fiom  thy  psotecdng  spray ! 

When  the  IHtftridge4>'er  the  sheaf 
Whiir'd  along  the  yellow  vale. 

Sad  I  saw  thee,  heedless  leaf! 
Love  the  dalliance  of  the  gale. 

Lightly  didst  thou,  foolish  thing ! 

Heave  and  fluttac  to  his  sigbs, 
While  the  flatterer,  on  his  wing, 

Woo'd  and  whis'^r'd  thee  to  riae. 

4a 


fflBYLMNfi  LE4VI». 


Gaily  fiom  thy  motber^talk 

Wert  thoa  danced  and  wafted  high-^ 
6000  on  thia  unahelter'd  walk 

flung  to  fade.  I9  rOt  and  die. 


1^  kSi  UNFORTUNATE  WOMAN  AT 
THEATRE. 

Maidkiv,  that  with  anllen  brow 
Sittest  behind  tfaoae  virgins  gay, 

Uhe  a  worch'd  and  mildewM  bough. 
Tifufliwa  'mid  die  blooma  of  Mayi 

ffim  who  hued  thee  and  Ibraook, 
Oft  I  watch'd  widi  angry  gaxe» 

Fearftd  aaw  hia  pleading  look, 
AnxJooB  baard  h  w  fervid  phrase. 

^ft  the  glances  of  the  yoath. 
Soft  his  speech,  and  soft  his  sigh; 

But  no  sound  like  simple  truth, 
Bat  no  true  k>ve  in  hia  eye. 

Lothing  thy  polluted  lot. 

Hie  thee.  Maiden,  hie  thee  hence  2 
Seek  thy  weeping  Mother's  cot, 

With  a  wiser  innocence. 


'HUK^Or  Kes  the  purple  evening  on  the  bay 
Of  the  caljn  glossy  lake,  O  let  nie  hide 

Unheard,  unseen,  behind  the  aldeMrees 
For  round  their  roots  the  fisher's  boat  is  tied. 

On  whose  trim  seat  doth  Edmund  stretch  at 
And  while  the  lazy  boat  sways  to  and  fio, 

Bireathes  in  his  flute  sad  airs,  so  wild  and  slow, 
That  his  own  chedc  is  wet  with  quiet  feats. 

Bat  O,  dear  Ann^ !  when  midnight  wind  careen^ 
And  the  gust  pelting  on  the  out-house  shed 

Makee  thi  oock  shrilly  on  the  rain-storm  crow. 

To  hear  theto  sing  some  ballad  full  of  woe, 
Ballad  of  shipwreck*d  sailor  floating  dead. 

Whom  his  own  true-love  buried  in  the  sands ' 
Thee,  gentla  woman,  fn  thy  voice  remeasims 
Whatever  tones  and  melancholy  pleasures 

The  things  of  Nature  utter ;  birds  or  tvaes^ 
Or  moan  of  ooean-gale  in  weedy  caves^ 
Or  where  the  stiflT  grass  'mid  the  heath-plant  wavai^ 

Murmur  and  music  thin  of  sudden  breeie. 


Hioo  hast  known  deceit  and  iblly, 
Thou  host  felt  that  vice  is  woe ; 

With  a  nmsing  melancholy 
Inly  ann'd,  go,  Maiden !  go. 

Mother  sage  of  SelPdominion, 
Firai  thy  steps,  O  Melancholy ! 

The  itroQgeat  plume  in  wisdom's  pinion 
Is  the  meny^iy  of  past  foUy. 

Mate  the  sky-huk  and  fiurlom. 

While  she  moults  the  fintling  pluQe![^ 
That  had  sidmni'd  the  tender  com. 

Or  the  bean-field's  odorous  bkxniB  t 

Soon  with  lenovHted  wing 
Shall  she  dare  a  kiftier  flight, 

Upwsid  to  the  day-star  spring. 
And  embath^  in  heavenly  light 


UStS  COMPOSED  m  A  CONCEBT-ROOM. 

Ktt  cold,  por  stem,  ny  soul !  yet  I  delsA 
Tbese  scented  Rooms,  where,  to  a  gaudy  tfuong, 

Havti  the  prood  fiaHot  her  distei^ed  hwsi^ 
b  mtricadfs  of  laborious  song. 

'IW  ieel  not  Music's  genuine  power,  nor  deign 
To isdt 'at  Nature's  passkm- warbled  plaint; 

Ba  ^rliai  i}|e  long-breathed  singer's  uptaird  strain 
ibfBit  in  a  squidl — ^they  gape  for  wonderment 

Buk  the  deep  buzz  of  Vanity  and  Hate ! 
Scorafnl,  yet  envious,  with  self-torturing  sneer 

My  lady  eyes  some  maid  of  humbler  state,  ^ 
^'^hile  die  pert  Captain,  or  the  primmer  Priest, 
^t^o^  accordant  scandal  in  her  ear. 
4  B 


O  give  me,  from  this  heortlesB  scene  released. 
To  hear  our  old  musician,  blind  and  gray 

(Whom  stretching  from  my  nurse's  arms  1  Jdss'd), 
Ilis  Sootdsh  tunes  and  warlike  marches  play 

Qy  moonshine,  on  the  babny  summernught. 
The  whila  I  dance  amid  the  tedded  hoy 

With  marry  maids,  whose  linglets  toss  in  light 


\ 


THE  KEEPSAKE. 

Thc  tedded  hay,  the  first  rnxita  of  the  soil 
The  tedded  hay  and  coriMheaves  in  one  field, 
Sboy^ summergone, ere  ooom. •  The  lbigk»ve  tall 
Sheds  its  loose  purple  bells,  or  in  the  gust. 
Or  when  it  bends  beneath  the  up«pringing  Urk; 
Or  mountaia-finch  alighting.  And  the  rose 
(In  vain  the*  darling  of  successful  love) 
Stands,  like  some  boasted  beauty  of  past  yean. 
The  thorns  remauiing/and  the  flowen  all  gone. 
Nor  can  I  find,  amid  my  lonely  walk 
6y  rivulet,  or  spring,  or  wet  road<«ide. 
Thai  blue  and  bri|^u-eyed  floweret  of  the  brook, 
Hope's  gentle  gem,  the  sweet  Forget«ie4iot!* 
So  will  not  6de  the  flowers  which  Emmeline 
With  delicate  flngen  on  the  snow-white  silk 
Has  work*d  (the  flowen  which  most  she  knew  I 

lot^),     ^ 
And,  more  beloved  than  they,  her  anbum  hair. 

In  the  cool  morning  twilight,  early  woked 
By  her  full  bosom's  joyous  restlessness. 
Softly  she  rose,  and  lightly  stole  along, 
Down  the  slope  coppice  to  the  woodbine  bower. 
Whose  lich  flowers,  swinging  in  the  morning  bieeM, 
Ovar  their  dim  ftst-moving  shadows  hung. 
Making  a  quiet  image  of  disquiet 
In  the  smooth,  scarcely  moving  nvei-pooL 
Th^Te,  in  that  bower  where  first  she  own'd  her  love 
And  let  me  kiss  my  o^^-n  warm  tear  of  J<9 
From  off  her  glowing  cheek,  she  sate  and  stretch*d 

*  One  of  the  Dtmes  (and  nMiitins  to  be  the  00I7  one)  of  lbs 
JHkiMOItt  Seor^idet  Paluatris,  a  flower  from  lil  to  twelve 
ioehee  hifh,  with  bhie  blueuum  and  brifht  follow  ere.  It  hoe 
the  nine  oame  over  tbe  whole  Empire  of  Germany  (Kerftee* 
wum  uidU)  and.  we  believe,  in  Denmark  and  Sweden 
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The  nlk  upon  the  iVam^  and  work'd  her  name 
Between  ihe  Moas-Rose  and  Forge.^me-not — 
Her  own  dear  name,  with  her  own  auburn  hair ! 
That  forced  to  wander  till  sweet  spring  return, 
I  yet  might  ne'er  fbiget  her  smile,  her  look. 
Her  voice  (that  oTen  in  her  mirthful  mobd 
Has  made  me  wish  to  steal  away  and  weep), 
Nor  yet  the  entrancement  of  that  maiden  kin 
With  which  she  proipise<],  that  when  spring  retum'di 
She  would  resign  one  half  of  that  dear  name. 
And  own  thenceforth  no  other  name  but  mine ! 


TO  A  LADY. 

WITH  FALCONXR*8  '*  BIIIPWRECK." 

Ah  !  not  by  Cam  or  Isis,  iamous  streams. 
In  arched  grdves,  t^e  youthful  poet's  ohoice ; 

Nor  while  half  listening,  'mid.  delicious  dreams. 
To  luup  and  song  fiom  lady's  hand  and  voice ; 

Nor  yet  while  gazing  in  sublimer  mood 

On  clifi^  or  cataract,  in  Alpine  dell ; 
Nor  in  dim  cave  with  bladdery  sea-weed  strew'd, 

Framing  wild  foncies  to  the  ocean's  swell ;    ^ 

Our  sea-bard  sang  this  song !  which  still  he  sings, 
And  sings  for  thee,  sweet  friend!  Hark,  Pity,  hark! 

Now  mounts,  now  totters  on  the  Tempest's  wings. 
Now  groans,  and  shivers,  the  replunging  Bark ! 

"Cling  10  the  shrouds!"  In  vain!  The  breakers 
Boar —  ^ 

Death  shrieks !  With  twor  alone  of  all  his  clan  ' 
Foriom  the  poet  paced  the  Grecian  shore, 

Tfo  daaaic  roamer,  but  a  shipwreck'd  lAan  ! 

Say  .then,  wha,t  muse  inspired  these  genial  straifia. 
And  lit  his  spirit  to  so  bright  a  fliune  7 

The  elevating  thought  of  sufler'd  pains, 

Which  gentle  hearts  shall  mourn;  but  chiefs  the 
name 

Of  Gratitude !  Remembrances  of  Friend, 
Or  absent  or  no  more  !  Shades  of  the  Phst, 

Which  Love  makes  Substance!  Hence  to  the^I  send, 
O  dear  as  long  as  lifo  and  merooiy  last ! 

I  send  with  deep  regards  of  heart  and  head. 
Sweet  maid,  for  friendship  fo^'d !  this  work  to 
thee: 

And  thou,  the  while  thou  canst  not  choose  but  shed 
A  tear  for  Falconer,  wilt  remember  me. 


TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

ON  HER  BBCOVKRT  FROM  A  FXVXR. 

Why  need  I  say,  Louisa  dear! 
How  glad  I  am  to  see  you  here 

A  lovely  convalescent; 
Risen  from  the  bed  of  poin  and  foar, 

And  feverish  heat  incessant 

The  sunny  Showers,  the  dappled  Sky, 
The  httle  Birds  that  warble  high. 

Their  vernal  loves  commencing. 
Will  better  welcome  you  than  I 

With  their  sweet  influencing. 


Believe  me,  while  in  bed  yon  lay. 
Your  danger  taught  us  all  to'  ^nj : 

Yon  made  us  gtow  devouter ! 
Each  eye  look'd  up,  and  seem'd  to  say 

How  can  we  do  without  her  f 

Besides,  what  vex'd  us  worse,  we  knew. 
They  have  no  need  of  such  as  you 

In  the  place  where  you  were  going; 
This  Workl  has  angels  all  too  few. 

And  Heaven  is  overflowing ! 


SOMETHING  CHILDISH,  BUT  VERY 
NATURAL. 

WRITTRN  IN  GKRMANT. 

If  I  had  but  twx)  little  wings. 
And  were  a  little  feathery  bird. 
To  you  I  'd  fly,  my  dear ! 
But  thoughts  like  thesc^  are  idle  things. 
And  I  May  here. 

But  in  my  sleep  to  you  I  fly  : 

I  'm  always  with  you  in  my  sleep ! 
The  world  is'  all  one's  own. 
But  then  one  wakes,  and  where  am  I  ? 
All,  all  alone. 

Sleep  Slays  not,  though  a  monarch  bids : 
So  I  love  to  wake  ere  break  of  day : 
For  though  my  sleep  be  gione,  * 
Yet,  while  *t  is  di\rk,  pne  shuts  one's  lids, 
And  still  dreams  on. 


HOME-SICK. 

WRITTKN  IN  OKRirANT. 

*T  IS  sweet  to  him,  who  all  the  week 
Through  city-crowds  must  push  his  way, 

To  stroll  alone  through  fields  and  wtxxls. 
And  hallow  thus  the  Sabbath-Day 

And  sweet  it  is,  in  summer  bower, 

Sincere,  afiectionate,  and  gay. 
One's  own  dear  children  feasting  round. 

To  celebrate  one's  marriage-day. 

But  what  is  all,  to  his  delight. 

Who  having  long  been  doom'd  to  roam. 
Throws  off  the  bundle  from  his  back, 

Before  the  door  of  his  own  home  ? 

Home-sickness  is  a  wasting  pang ; 

This  feel  I  hourly  more  and  more : 
There 's  Healing  only  in  thy  wings, 

Thou  Breexe  that  playest  on  Albion's  shore! 


ANSWER  TO  A  CIHLDTS  QUESTION. 

I^  you  ask  what  the  birds  say  7  The  Sparrow,  t^ 

Dove, 
The  Linnet  and  Thrush,  say,  **  I  love  and  I  love !" 
In  the  winter  they  're  silent — the  wind  is  so  suong 
What  it  says,  I  don't  know,  but  it  sings  a  loud  sum 
But  green  leaves,  and  blossoms,  and  sunny  wan 

weather. 
And  singing,  and  loving — all  come  back  together 
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Bm  the  I^rk  is  oo  bHmftil  of  ^adnett  and  love, 
The  green  fields  below  him,  the  blue  sky  above. 
Thai  he  tmga,  and  he  lings ;  and  for  ever  inigB  he 
'1  love  my  Love,  and  my  Love  loves  me  t** 


Its  own  sweet  seU^— a  love  of  Thee 
That  so<mu,  yet  cannot  greater  be! 


THE  VISIONARY  HOPE. 

Sad  lot.  tt>  have  no  Hope!^  Thongh  lowly  kneeling 
He  £un  would  frame  a  prajrer  within  tts  breast, 
WooH  bin  aofe«at  for  some  sweet  breath  of  healing, 
Ikat  his  sick  body  mi^t  have  ease  and  rsat; 
He  stiove  in  vain !  the  dull  sighs  from  his  cheat 
Against  his  will  the  stifling  load  revealing, 
Though  Nature  forced ;  though  like  some  captive  guept, 
Shss  royal  prisoner  at  his  conqueror's  feast. 
An  ahen  B  resdeas  mood  but  half  conceiding, 
Tbe  sternness  on  his  gentle  brow  oonfess'd, 
Srkoesi  within  and  miserable  feeling: 
Ihoogfa  obscure  pangs  made  curses  of  his  dreams* 
And  dreaded  sleep,  each  night  repell'd  in  vain,  . 
Each  night  was  scatter'd  by  its  own  loud  screams , 
Tet  never  could  his  heart  command,  though  fidn, 
Che  deep  full  wish  to  be  no  more  in  pain. 

« 

That  Ifope,  which  was  his  inward  bliss  and  boast, 
Which  waned  and  died,  yet  ever  near  him  stood, 
111011^  changed  in  nature,  wander  where  he  would — 
fw  Lore's  Despair  is  but  Hope's  pining  Ghost ! 
For  this  one  Hope  he  makes  his  hourly  moan. 
He  wishes  and  can  wish  fer  this  alone !    ' 
Rerced.  as  with  light  fVom  Heaven,  before  itq  gleams 
(So  the  love-stricken  visionary  deems) 
I^esae  would  vanish,  like  a  summer  shower, 
Vhoee  dews  fling  sunshine  from  the  noon-tide  bower! 
Or  let  it  stay !  yet  this  one  Hope  should  give 
Svoh  strei^iih  that  he  i^ould  bless  his  pains  and  live. 


THE  HAPPY  HUSBAND. 
A  rkAOMKirr. 

Oft,  oft  methinks,  the  while  with  Thee 
I  breathe,  as  from  the  heart,  thy  dear 
And  dedicated  name,  I  hear 

A  promise  and  a  mystery, 
A  pledge  of  more  than  passing  life, 
Yea,  in  that  very  naine  of  Wife! 

A  pulse  of  love,  that  ne'er  can  sleep! 

A  feeling  that  upbr^ds  the  heart     ■   '' 

With  happiness  beyond  desert. 
That  gladness  half  requests  to  weep! 

Nor  Mess  I  not  the  keener  sense 

And  unalarming  turbulence 

OTtrsnsient  joys,  that  ask.no  sting. 

From  Jealous  fears,  or  coy  denying; 

But  horn  beneath  Love's  brooding  wkig, 
And  into  tenderness  soon  dying, 

Whed  out  their  giddy  moment,  then 

Reagn  the  soul  to  love  again. 

A  more  predpiiated  vein 
or  notes,  that  eddy  in  the  Bow 
Of  HBGothest  song,  they  come,  they  go^ 

^nd  leave  the  sweeter  imder-atrain 


RECOLLECTIONS  OF  LOVE. 

How  waiufthis  woodland  wild  Recess! 
Love  surely  hath  been  breathing  here. 
And  this  sweet  bed  of  heath,  my  dear ! 

Swells  up»,then  sinks,  with  faint  caress, 
As  if  to  have  you  yet  mere  near. 

Eight  springs  have  flown,  since  last  I  lay 
On  seaward^  Quantock's  heathy  hills, 
Where  quiet  sounds  from  hidden  riUa 

Float  here  and  there,  like  things  astray. 
And  high  b'erfaead  the  sky-laik  shrills 

No  voice  as  yet  had  made  the  air 
Be  music  with  your  name;  yet  why 
That  asking  look  ?  that  yearning  sigh  ? 

That  sense  of  promise  every  where ) 
.  Beloved !  flew  your  spirit  by  f 

As  when  a  mother  doth  oxplore 
The  rose-mark  on  her  long-lost  child 
I  met,  i  loved  you,  maiden  mild ! 

As  whom  I  long  had  loved  beibr^^ 
S»  deeply,  had  I  been  beguiled. 

Yon  Blood  before  me  like  a  thought, 
A  ^ream  reipember'd  in  a  dream. 
But  when  tliose  meek  eyes  first  did  seem 

To  tell  me.  Love  within  you  wrought— 
O  Greta,  dea^  domestic  stream ! 

Has  not,  since  then,  Love's  prompture  deep. 

Has  dot  Loive's  whisper  evermore, 
'     Been  ceaseless,  as  thy  gentle  roar? 

Sole  voi<^,  when  other  voices  sleep, 
Dear  undoraong  in  Clamor's  hour. 


ON  REVISITING  THE   SEA-SIIORE,    AFTER 

LONG  absen(!:e, 

17NDXR  STRONG   MEDICAL  RECOBUI|:NOATION  NOT  TO 

BATHK. 

God  be  with  thee,  gladsome  Ocean! 

How  gladly  greet  I  thee  once  more! 
Ships  and  waves,  and  ceaseless  motion, 

And  men  rejoicing  on  thy  shore. 

Dissuading  spake  the  mild  Physician, 

** Those  briny  waves  for  thee  are  Death!  * 

Buf  my  soul  fulfill  *d  her  mission, 

And  lo!  I  breathe  imtroubled  breaih  * 

Fashion's  pining  sons  and  daughters,   . 

That  seek  the  crowd  they  seem  to  fly, 
Trembling  they  approach  thy  waters; 

And  what  cares  Nature,  if  they  die  1 

Me  a  thousand  hopes  and  pleasures, 

A  thousand  recollections  bland. 
Thoughts  sublime,  and  stately  measures 

Revisit  on  thy  echoing  strand  : 
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Dreams  (the  eoal  henelffbnaking)* 
Tearful  raptuj[es,  boyish  mirth ; 

Silent  adomiiops,  making 

A  blMd  shadow  of  this  Earth! 

O  ye  hopes,  that  stir  within  me, 

Health  comes  with  y«u  from  above! 

God  is  witl^  me,  God  is  in  me.! 
I  cannot  die,  if  Life  be  Lave. 


THE  COMPOSITION  OF  A  KISS. 

CiTPiD,  if  storying  legends*  tell  aright. 

Once  ftaroed  a  hch. elixir  of  delighi. 

A  chaUce  o*er  love-kindTed  flames  he  fix'd, 

And  in  it  nectar  and  ambrosia  mix'd  : 

With  these  the  magic  dews,  which  evening  brings, 

Brush'd  from  the^Idalian  star-  6y  fiiery  wings  : 

Each  tender  pledge  of  sacrod  faith  he  join'd. 

Each  gentler  pleasure  of  the  unspotted  mind — 

Day-dreams,  whose  tints  with  sportive  brightness  glow. 

Axul  Hope,  the  blameless  parasite^if  woe. 

The  eyeless  Chemist  heard  the/process  rise, 

The  steamy  chaliee  bubbled  up  in  sighs  ( 

Sweet  sounds  transpired,  as  when  th''enamout*ddove 

Pours  the  soil  murra'ring  of  responsive  love. 

Tlie  finish'd  work  might  Envy  vainly  blame. 

And  **  Kisses*'  was  the  precious  confpoiind's  name. 

With  half  the  god  ^is  Cyprian  mother  blest. 

And  breathed  on  &lra's  lovelier  lips  the  rest 
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Ten,  )m  Amnnm  to  find  hiimelf  deceived. 
Who  leeka  a  lieariin  the  unihinkiof  Maa. 
Like  fhadowe  on  a  atream.  ibe  forms  oflifi^ 
Impren  thttir  charac<en  on  the  smooth  fbruhesd : 
NauRht  sink*  into  the  Botom^  silent  depth, 
aniek  lemtbUitr  of  l*<uii  ^d  Pleuara 
Moves  the  lif  ht  fluids  iightlj ;  bitt  no  soul 
y Warinelh  the  inner  frame. 

SekiUer. 


HYMN   BEFORE  SUN-RISE,  IN   THE   VALE 
OF  CHAMOUNY. 

BeMdes  the  Rivera  Arvo  and  Arvpiron.  which  have  their 
aonrces  in  the  foot  of  Mont  Bl>ihc.  five  oonepieuoui  torfeots 
niah  down  its  sides,  and  within  a  few  paces  of  the  Glaciers, 
the  Gentiana  Major  irrows  in  iamiense  numbers,  with  its 
"  llowen  of  lovoUest  blue. " 


Hast  thou  a  charm  to  stay  the  Moming-Star 
In  his  steep  course  ?  So  long  he  seems  to  pause 


*  Effinxit  quondam  blandum  ueditata  lahoiem 

Basia  laacivi  Cypria  Diva  mani. 
Ambrosia  luccot  occulta  lempnrnt  arte, 

Fracrnnsqne  infaso  nectare  tingit  opus, 
fluflieit  «t  partem  meliis.  qood  eubdolos  oliai 

Non  Impune  favis  surrtpuisset  Amor. 
Decttssos  violat  foliii  ad  miscet  odnros 

£t  spolta  sBstivis  ptortma  rapla  rosw. 
Addit  et  illeevhrsa  et  mille  et  mille  Icpores, 

Bt  qoot  AcidaliuB  gaiidia  Cestiis  habet 
Kr  hi*  compoauii  Dea  basta ;  et  omnia  libsns 

lnvenias  nitMb  apaisa  por  ora  Cloiis 

Corsi.  Uuod.  Td.  II. 


On  thy  bald  awfiil  head,  O  sovran  Blancf 
The  Arve  and  Arveiron  at  thy  base 
Rave  ceaselessly  ;  but  thou,  most  awful  form* 
Risest  from  forth  thy  silent  Sea  of  Pines, 
How  silently !  Around  thee  and  above 
Deep  is  the  air  and  dark,  substantial,  black. 
An  ebon  ma^ :  methinks  thou  piercest  it, 
As  with  a  wedge !.  But  when  I  look  again. 
It  is  thine  own  calm  home,  thy  crystal  shrine. 
Thy  habitation  from  eternity .' 

0  dread  and  silent  Mount!  I  gaasd  upon  thee. 
Till  thou,  still  present  to  the  bodily  sense. 

Didst  vanish,  from  my  tliought:  entranced  ia  pnya 

1  worshipped  the  Invisible  alone. 

Y^t,  like  some  sweet  begtiiling  inelody, 
So  sweAt,  we  know  not  we  are  listening  uTit, 
Thou,  the^eanwhile,  wast  blending  with  my  Thoi^fat 
Yea  with  my  life  and  life's  oWn  secret  Joy : 
Till  the  dilating  Soul,  enrapt,  trimafused, 
Into  the  mighty  vision  passing — there  . 
As  in  her  nattual  form,  swell'd  vast  to  Heaven! 

ASwake,  my  soul  !<  not  only  passive  praise 
Thou  owest!  not  alone  these  swelling  tears. 
Mute  thanks  ani  secret  ecstasy!  Awake, 
Voice  of  sweet  spng !  Awake,  my  heart,  awake ! 
Green  vfdes  and  icy  clifi,  all  join  my  Hymn. 

Thou  first  and  chief,  sole  Sovereign  of  the  Vole! 
O  struggling  with  .the  darkness  all  the  night. 
And  visited  all  night  by  troops  of  stars. 
Or  when  they  cUmb  the  sky  or  when  they  si^k : 
Companion  ef  the  Moming'Star  at  dawn, 
ThyseU*  earth's  rosy  star,  and  of  Uie  dawn 
Co-herald :  wake,  O  ^ake,  and  utter  i»aiae ' 
Who  sank  thy  sunless  pillars  deep  in  earth  t 
Who  fiird  thy  coimtenance  with  rosy  light  t 
Who  made  thee  Parent  of  perpetual  streams  f 

And  you,  ye  five  wild  toirents  fiercely  glad ! 
Who  calVd  you  foclh  from  night  and  utter  death, 
From  dark  and  icy  caverns  caird  you  forth. 
Down  those  precipitous,  black,  jagged  rocks, 
For  ever  shatter'd  and  the  same  for  ever  7 
Who  gave  you  your  fnvulnerable  Ufo, 
Your  strength,  your  speed,  your  ftiry,  and  your  joy 
Unceasing  thunder  and  eternal  foam  7 
And  who  commanded  (and  the  silence  came), 
Here  let  the  billows  stifien,  and  have  rest? 

Ye  Ice-falls!  ye  that  from  the  mou^itniii's  broit 
Adown  enormous  ra\'ine8  slope  lunain— 
Torrents,  methinks,'  that  heard  a  mighty  Voice, 
And  stopped  at  once  amid  their  maddest  plunge ! 
Motionless  togrents  \  silent  catuacts ! 
Who  made  you  glorious  as  the  Gates  of  Heaven 
Beneath  the  keen  full  Moon  7  Who  bade  the  Sun 
Clothe  you  with  rainbow^  7  Who,  with  living  flowen 
Of  loveliest  blue,  spread  garlands  at  your  feet  7 — 
God !  let  the  torrents,  like  a  shout  of  nations. 
Answer!  and  let  the  ice-plains  echo,  God ! 
God !  sing  ye  meadow.stTeams  with  gladsome  voice 
Ye  pine-groves,  with  your  soft  and  souMike  sounds 
And  they  too  have  a  voice,  yon  piles  of  sriow. 
And  in  their  pmilous  fall  shaU  thunder,  God ! 
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Te  Imiig  Ifeweis  that  ikirt  the  etomal  frott  * 
Te  wild  goaa  tporting  loimd  the  e^Ie's  nest ! 
.  Te  eagles,  play-mates  of  the  niountain«stonn ! 
'  Ye  Hghmmfi,  the  dread  arrows  of  the  clouds ! 
^  Ye  ngns  and  wooden  of  the  element ! 
>  Itier  fi»th  God,  and  fill  the  hiUs  with  nraise! 

Thoo  tiw,  hear  Moont!  with  |fay sky-pointing  pe^ks, 
Oft  fiom  whose  feet  the  Avalanche,  unheard, 
Shoots  dbwnward,  glittering  through  the  pure  serene 
faito  the  depth  of  cknids,  that  veil  diy  breast — 
Thou  too  again,  stupendous  Mountain !  thou 
Tliat  as  I  raise  my  head,  awhile  bow*d  low 
In  adoratien,  upward  from  thy  baM 
9ow  travelling  with  dim  eyee  suffused  with  tean» 
Solemnly  seemest,  Uke  a  vapory  cloud, 
To  rise  before  me— Rise,  O  ever  rise. 
Rise  like  a  cloud  of  Incense,  from  the  earth ! 
lliou  kingly  Spirit  throned  among  the  hills,    - 
Thou  dread  Ambassador  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 
Great  Hierarch !  tell  thou  the  silent  sky. 
And  tell  the  Stan,  and  tell  yon  rising  sun 
Esith,  with  her  thousand  voices,  pcaisea  God. 


USES 
wtirnof  Dt  TUB  albitm  at  slbinokrodk,  in  trb 

BARTZ  rOSXST. 

I VTOOD  on  BroekenV  sovran  height,  and  saw 

Woods  crowding  upon  woods,  hills  over  hills, 

A  surging  scene,  and  only  limited 

By  the  blue. distance.  •  Heavily  my  way 

Downward  f  diisgg'd  through  firgroves  evernioie. 

Where  bright  green  moss  heaves  in  sepulchral  forms 

Speckled  with  sunahine ;  and,  but  selcfom  heard,   ' 

The  tweet  Inrd's  song  became  a  hollow  sound ; 

And  the  breeze,  murmuring  indivisibly,  ' 

IVeaerved  its  solemn  murmur  most  distinct 

From  many  a  note  of  many  a  waterfall. 

And  the  brook's  chatter ;  'mid  whose  islet  stones 

Tlie  dingy  kidling  with  ifft  tinkling  bell 

leap'd  frolicsome,  or  old  romantic  goat 

Set,  his  white  beard  slow  waving.    I  moved  oa 

In  km  and  Isnguid  mood  rf  for  I  had  found 

TRat  outward  forms,  the  lofUest,  still  receive 

Their  finer  influence  from  the  life  within : 

Fair  ciphers  else :  fair,  but  of  import  vague 

Or  onconceming,  where  the  Heart  not  finds 

Hirtoiy  or  prophecy  of  Friend,  or  Child* 

Or  gentle  Maid,  our  firrt  and  early  love. 

Or  Father,  or  the  venerable  name 

Of  our  adored  Country !  O  thou  Queen, 

Thoo  delegated  Deity  of  Earth, 

0  dear,  dear  England !  how  my  knging  e3re 

Tnrn'd  westward,  shaping  in  the  steady  clouds 

IV  lands  and  high  white  cliffs ! 


*  TtM  hMtft  imMintaia  is  the  Harts,  and  isdead  m  North 


-Wh«n  I  have  gaied 


From  •.Mill'  htch  rniscnoa  nn  goodlr  ▼■loa, 
Aod  f  >t«  himI  viliafOi  embower'd  bnlow. 
The  1  boucht  would  riae  that  all  to  me  waa  atnags 
Antid  th«  tir^nttt  M  Air,  nor  one  imnlt  spot 
^Vhara  ny  iked  mind  miirht  rv^  and  call  it  hoois. 

.^*»fk»9*M  Hvmn  u  lAa  Faastea. 

B9 


My  native  land ! 
FiU*d  with  the  thought  of  thee  this  heart  was  proud 
*Yea,  mine  eye  swam  with  tears :  that  all  the  view 
From  sovran  Brocken,  woods  and  woody  hills. 
Floated  away,  like  a  departing  dream, 
Feeble  and  dim !  Stranger,  these  imptilses 
Blame  thou  not  tightly ;  nor  will  I  profane, 
With  hasty  judgment  or  injurious  doubt. 
That  man's  sublimer  spirit,  who  can  feel 
That  God  is  everywhere !  the  God  who  framed 
Mankind  to  be  one  migh^  Family, 
Himself  our  Falher,  and  the  Woxid  our  Home. 


ON  OBBBRVINO  A  BLOSSOM  ON  THE  FIB0T  OF 
FEBRUARY,  UW. 

SwvET  Flower !  that  peeping  from  thy  russet  stem 

Unfoldest  timidly  (for  in  strange  sort 

This   daik,   fiieie-ooated,  hoane»  teeth-chattering 

month 
Hath  borrow'd  Zephyr's  voice,  and  gazed  upcm  that 
With  blue  voluptuous  eye),  alas,  poor  Flower! 
These  are  but  flatteries  of  the  fiuthlesB  year. 
Perchance,  escaped  its  unknown  polar  cave. 
E'en  now  the  kee^  North-East  is  on  its  way. 
Flower  that  must  perish !  shall  I  liken  thee 
To  some  sweet  girl  of  too  too  rapid  growth, 
Nipp'd  by  Consumption  'mid  untimely  charms  f 
Or  to  Bristowa's  Bard,*  the  wondrous  boy ! 
An  Amaranth,  which  ^arth  scacce  seem'd  lo  owiw 
TiU  Disapprantment  came,  and  pelting  wrong 
Beat  it  to  earth  ?  or  with  indignant  grief 
Shall  I  compare  thee  to  poor  Poland's  Hope, 
Bright  flower  of  Hope  kill'd  in.  the  opening  bud  t 
Farewell,  sweet  blossom !  better  fate  be  thine, 
And  Ihock  my  boding !  Dim  similitudes 
Weaving  in  moral  stmins,  I've  stolto  one  hour 
From  anxious  Selp,  life's  cruel  Task-Master! 
And  die  warm  wooings  of  this  sunny  day 
Tremble  along  my  frame,  and  harmonize 
The  attemper'd  organ,  that  even  saddest  thoughts 
Mir  with  some  sweet  sensations,  like  hardi  tunes 
Flay'd  deftly  on  a  sofl-toned  instnubent. 


THE  EOUAN  HARP. 

COM POlBKD  AT  CLEVBIMN,  aOMKUntlllU. 

Mr  pensive  Sara !  thy  soft  cheek  lecEned 

Thus  on  mine  arm,  most  soothing  sweet  it  is 

To  sit  beside  our  cot,  our  cot  o'ergrown 

Widi  white-Bower'd  Jafmin,  and  the  broad4eaved 

Myrtle, 
(Meet  emblems  they  of  Innocence  and  Love  .^ 
And  watch  the  doAds,  that  late  were  rich  with  ligbti 
Stow  aaddening  roimd,  and  mark  the  star  of  eve 
Serenely  brilliant  (such  should  wisdom  bo) 
Shine  opposite !  How  exquisite  the  scents 
Snaich'd  fhnn  you  bean-field!   and  the  world  n 

hosh'd! 
The  stilly  mtirmur  of  the  distant  Sea 
Tells  US  of  Silence. 

And  that  amplest  Lute, 
Placed  length-ways  in  the  clasping  casement,  haik 
How  by  the  desultoiy  breeae  carass'd, 
like  some  coy  maid  half  yielding  to  her  lo«  v, 
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And  tfatu,  my  love!  m  on  the  midway  tlope 
Of  yonder  hill  I  stretch  my  limbs  at  noon, 
Whilst  throagh  my  half^ksed  eye-lids  I  behold 
The  sunbeams  dance,  like  diamonds,  on  the  main, 
And  tranquil  muse  upon  tranquillity; 
Full  many  a  thought  uncall'd  and  undetaio'd. 
And  many  idle  ffitling  phantasies, 
Traverse  my  indolent  and  passive  brain. 
As  wild  and  various  as  the  random  gales 
That  swell  and  flutter  on  this  salgect  lute ! 

And  what  if  all  of  animated  nature 
Be  but  oiganic  harps  diverwly  finmed, 
That  tremble  into  thought,  as  o'er  them  sweeps, 
nastic  and  .vast,  one  intellectual  breeze, 
At  once  the  Soul  of  each,  and  God  of  All  t 

But  thy  more  serious  eye  a  mild  reproof 
Darts,  O  beloved  woman !  nor  such  thoughts 
Dim  and  unhallowM  dost  diou  not  reject, 
And  biddest  me  walk  humbly  with  my  God. 
Meek  daughter  in  the  fiimily  of  Christ ! 
Well  hast  thou  said  and  hoUly  dispraised 
Hiese  shapings  of  the  unregenerate  mind ; 
Bubbles  that  glitter  as  they  rise  and  hrealt 
On  vain  Philosophy's  aye-babbling  spring. 
For  never  guiltless  may  T  speak  of  him. 
The  Incomprdiensible !  save  when  with  awe 
I  praise  him,  and  with  Faith  that  inly  feels ; 
Who  with  his  saving  meicies  healed  me, 
A  sinful  and  most  miserable  Man, 
Wilder'd  and  dark,  and  gave  me, to  possess 
Peace,  and  this  Cot,  and  thee,  heart^honor'd  Maid ! 


It  pours  such  sweet  upbraiding,  as  must  needs        d 
'I'empt  to  repeat  the  wrong !  And  now,  its  string* 
Boldlier  swept*  the  long  sequacious  notes 
Over  delicious  surges  sink  and  rise. 
Such  a  soft  floating  witchery  of  sound 
As  twilight  Elfins  make,  when  they  at  eve 
Voyage  on  gentle  gales  from  Fairy-Land, 
Where  Melodies  round  honey-dropinng  flowen, 
Foodess  and  ^ild,  like  birds  of  Paradise, 
Nor  pause,  nor  pereh,  hovering  on  untamed  wing ! 
O  the  one  life  within  us  and  abroad. 
Which  meets  all  modon  and  becomes  its  soul, 
f  A  hght  in  «>und,  a  sound-like  power  in  light, 
'  Rhythm  in  all  thought,  and  joyonce  everywh 
)  Methinka,  it  shoilld  have  been  impossible 
Not  to  love  all  things  in  a -world  so  fill'd ; 
Where  the  breeze  warble^  and  the  mute  still  air 
Is  Music  slumbering  on  her  instrument 


Was  green  and  woody,  and  refiwh'd  the  eye. 
It  was  a  spot  which  3roa  might  aptly  call 
The  Valley  of  SeclosienI  once  I  saw 
(Hallowing  his  Sabbath-day  by  quietness) 
A  wealthy  son  of  commerce  saunter  by, 
Bristowa's  citizen :  metbought,  it  calm'd 
His  thint  of  kile  gold,  and  made  him  muae 
With  wiser  feelings ;  ibr  he  paused,  and  look'd 
With  a  pleased  sadness,  and  gazed  all  aroond. 
Then,  eyed  our  cottage,  and  gazed  round  again. 
And  sigh*d,  and  said,  it  was  a  blessed  place. 
And  we  were  bless'd.    Oft  with  patient  ear 
Long-listening  to  the  viewleas  sky-laric's  note 
(Viewless  or  haply  for  a  moment  seen 
Gleaming  on  sunny  wings),  in  whisper'd  tones 
I  've  said  to  my  beloved.  *«  Such,  sweet  giri ! 
The  inobtrosive  song  of  Hapinness, 
Unearthly  minstrelsy!  then  only  heard 
When  the  soul  seeks  to  hear;  when  all  is  hiufa'd. 
And  ifae  Heart  listens ! " 


fiEFLECriONS  ON  HAVING  LEFT  A  PLACE 
OF  RETIREMENT. 


BMnoni  proprion*~~A0r. 


Low  was  our  pretty  Cot :  our  tallest  rose 
Peep'd  at  die  chamber-window.     We  could  hear, 
At  rilent  noon,  and  eve,  and  early  mom, 
"nie  Sea's  fiunt  murmur.    In  the  open  air 
Our  myrtles  blossom'd ;  and  across  the  Porch 
niick  jamini  twined :  the  little  landacape  louiid 


But  the  time,  when  first 
From  that  low  dell,  steep  up  the  siony  Mount 
I  climb'd  with  perilous  toil,  and  reach'd  the  top. 
Oh  I  what  a  goodly  scene !  Here  the  bleak  Mount, 
The  bare  bleak  Mountain  speckled  thin  with  sheep 
Gray  clouds,  that  shadowing  spot  the  sunny  fields ; 
And  River,  now  with  bushy  rocks  o'erbrow'd, 
Now  winding  bright  and  full,  with  naked  banks ; 
And  Seats,  and  Lawns,  the  Abbey  and  the  Wpod, 
And  Cots,  and  Hamleis,  and  fiiint  City-spire ; 
The  Channel  there,  the  Islands  and  white  Sdls, 
Dim    Coasts,  and  cbud-Uke   Hills,  and  shoreleM 

Oceans- 
It  seem'd  like  Omnipresence !  God,  jnethought, 
Had  built  him  there  a  Temple :  the  whole  World 
Seem'd  imaged  in  ila  vast  cireumference. 
No  m»h  profaned  my  overwhelmed  heart. 
Blest  hour !  It  was  a  luxujy,-i-to  be  \ 


Ah !  quiet  dell ;  dear  cot,  and  Mount  sublime ! 
I  was  oonstrain'd  to  quit  you.     Was  it  right. 
While  my  unnumbered  breduwn  toil'd  and  bled, 
J  That  I  should  dream  away  the  intrusted  hours 
lOn  rose-leaf  beds,  pampering  the  coward  heart 
With  feelings  all  too  delicate  for  use  f  f 
Sweet  is  the  tdhr  that  from  some  Hou'aid's  eye 
Drops  on  the  cheek  of  One  he  lifts  from  Earth: 
And  He  that  works  me  good  with  unmoved  face,' 
Does  it  but  half:  he  chills  me  while  he  aids. 
My  Benefoctor,  not  my  Brother  Man ! 
Yet  even  this,  this  cold  beneficence, 
Praio,  praise  it,  O  my  Soul !  oA  as  thou  scann*U 
The  Sluggard  Pity's  vision-weaving  tribe ! 
Who  sigh  for  wretchedness,  yet  shun  the  wretched. 
Nursing  in  some  delicious  solitude 
Their  slothful  loves  and  dainty  Sympathies! 
I  therefore  go,  and  join  head,  heart,  and  hand,  ' 
Active  and  firm,  to  fight  the  bloodless  fight 
Of  Science,  Freedom,  and  the  Truth  m  Christ 

Tet  oft,  when  after  honorable  toil 
Rests  the  tired  mind,  and  waking  loves  to  drean, 
My  spirit  shall  revisit  thee,  dear  Cot! 
Thy  jasmin  and  thy  window-peeping  rose, 
And  myrtles  foarless  of  the  mild  sea-air. 
And  I  shall  sigh  fond  wishes — sweet  Abode! 
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Ah! — bad  none  greater!  And  that  all  had  nichl 
It  might  be  to — but  the  time  is  not  yet 
Speed  it,  O  Fa&er !  Let  thy  Kingdom  oome ! 


TO  THE  REV.  GEORGE  COLERIDGE  OF 
OTTERY  firr.  MARY,  DEVON. 

WITH  80MX  TOEMB, 


Notus  io  ftttm  iaioit  patani. 

Ho^.  Caim.  Ub.  L  2. 

A  BiXBSED  lot  hi^th  he,  who  having  paas'd 
His  youth  and  early  manhood  in  the  stir 
And  turmoil  of  the  world,  retreats  at  length. 
With  cares  diat  move,  not  agitate  the  heart, 
To  the  same  dwelling  where  his  father  dwelt; 
And  haply  views  his  tottering  Uttle  ones 
EmlMrace  those  aged  knees  and  climb  that  Ij^p, 
On  which  furst  kneeling  his  own  ii^mcy 
li^'d  its  brief  prayer. '  ^Such,  O  my  earliest  Friend 
Thy  lot,  and  such  thy  brothen  too  enjoy. 
At  distance  did  ye  climb  Li&'s  upland  road. 
Yet  cheer'd  and  cheering :  now  fraternal  love 
Hath  drawn  you  to  one  centre.    Be  your  days 
Holy,  and  blest  and  blessing  may  ye  hve ! 


To  ma  th'  Eternal  Wisdom  hath  dispensed 
A  different  fortune  and  more  difl^rent  nund— 
Me  from  the  spot  where  first  I  sprang  to  light 
Too  soon  transplanted,  ere  my  soul  hod  fix'd 
Its  first  domestic  loves ;  and  hence  through  life 
Chasing  chanc»started  Friendships.    A  brief  while 
Some  have  preserved  me  from  Life's  pelting  ills ; 
But,  like  a  tree  with  leaves  of  fee\Ae  stem, 
If  the  clouds  lasted,  and  a  sudden  breeae 
Ruffled  the  boughs,  they  on  my  head  at  onoe 
Dropp'd  the  collected  shower ;  and  some  most  false. 
False  and  fair  foliaged  as  the  Manchineel, 
Have  tempted  me  lo  slumber  in  their  slmde 
£  *en  'mid  the  storm  {.  then  breathing  subtlest  damps, 
Mix'd  their  own  venom  with  the  rain  from  Heaven, 
That  I  woke  poison'd !  But,  all  praise  to  Him 
Who  gives  m  all  tilings,  more  have  yielded  me 
Permanent  shelter ;  and  beside  one  Friend, 
Beneath  tir  impfsrvious  covert  of  one  Oak,' 
I  've  raised  a  lowly  shed,  and  know  the  names 
Of  Husband  and  of  Father;  nor.imhearilig 
Of  that  divine  and  liigfatly-whispering  Voice, 
Which  from  my  childhood  to  maturer  yean 
Spake  to  me  of  predestinated  wreaths, 
&ight  with  no  fading  colors! 


Yet  at  times 
My  soul  is  sad,  that  I  have  joa^'d  through  life 
Still  most  a  stranger,  most  with  naked  heart 
At  mine  own  home  and  bnth-pbce :  chiefly  then. 
When  I  remember  thee,  my  earliest  Friend ! 
Thee,  who  didst  watch  my  bbyhood  and  my  youth  ; 
Qidst  trace  my  wanderings  with  a  Father's  eye ; 
And  boding  evil,  yet  still  hoping  good, 
Rebuked  each  fault,  and  over  all  my  woes 
Sorrow'd  in  silence !  .He  who  counts  alone 
The  beatings  of  the  solitary  heart, 
That  Being  knows,  how  I  have  loved  thee  ever, 


Loved  as  a  brother,  as  a  son  revered  thee ! 

Oh !  't  is  to  me  an  ever-new  deUght, 

To  talk  of  thee  and  ihine :  or  when  the  blast 

Of  the  shrill  winter,  rattling  our  rude  sash. 

Endears  the  cleanly  hearth  and  social  bowl ; 

Or  when  as  now,  on  sOme  dehcious  eve. 

We,  in  our  sweet  sequester'd  orchard-plot, 

Sit  on  the  tree  crooked  earthward;  whose  old  bought, 

Tha^hang  above  us  in  an  arboroua  roof, 

Stirr'd  by  the  faint  gale  of  departing  May, 

Send  their  loose  blossoms  slanting  o'er  our  heads ! 

Nor  dost  not  tium  sometunes  recall  those  honrs, 
I  When  with  the  joy  of,  hope  thou  gavest  thine  ear 
)  To  my  wild  firstling-lays.    Since  then  my  song 
Hath  sounded  deeper  notes,-  suoh  as  beseem 
Or  that  sad  wisdom  fiilly  leaves  behind,* 
(  Or  such  as,  tuned  to  these  tumultuous  tiaaet, 
>  ^Cope  with  the  tempest'i  swell ! 

These  various  strajm 
Which  I  have  framed  in  many  a  various  mood, 
Accept,  my  Brother  I  and  (for  som^  perchance 
Will  strike  discordant  on  thy  milder  mind) 
If  aught  of  Error  or  intemperate  Truth 
l^iould  meet  thine  ear,  think  thou  that  riper  age 
Will  calm  it  down,  and  let  thy  love  forgive  it! 


INSOBIFnON  FOft  A  FOUIVTAIN  C»V'A  HEATH. 


This  Sycamore,  ofl  musical  with 

Such  tents  the  Patriarchs  loved !  O  long  unharm'd 

May  all  its  aged  boughs  o*er-canopy 

The  small  round  basin,  which  this  jutting  stone 

Ke6ps  pure  from  fallingleaves!  Long  may  the  Spring, 

Quiedy  as  a  sleeping  infant's  breath, 

Send  up  cold  waters  to  the  trftveller 

With  soft  and  even  pulse  !  Nor  ever  ceMo 

Yon  dny  cone  of  sand  its  soundless  dance. 

Which  at  the  bottom,  hke  a  dairy's  page. 

As  merry  and  no  taller,  dances  still. 

Nor  wrinkles  the  smooth  sur&ce  of  the  Fount 

Here  twilight  is  and  coolness :  here  is  moss, 

A  soft  seat,  and  a  deep  and  amfrie  shade. 

Thou  mayst  toil  far  and  find  no  second  tree. 

Drink,  Pilgrim,  here !  Here  rest!  and  if  thy  heart 

Bd  innecent,  here  too  shalt  thou  refresh 

Thy  spirit,  listening  to  some  gentle  soundr 

Or  possing  gale  or  hum  of  murmuring  bees! 


V 


A  TOMBLESS  EPITAPH. 

T  IS  true,  Idoloclastes  Satyrane ! 

(So  call  him,  for  so  mingling  blame  with  praiM, 

And  smiles  with  anxious  looks,  his  earliest  friends^ 

Masking  his  birth-name,  wont  to  cliaracter 

His  wild-wood  fancy  and  impetuous  zeal) 

'T  is  true  that,  petasioiuite  fer  ancieiit  truths, 

And  honoring  with  reUgious  love  the  Great 

Of  elder  times,  he  hated  to  excess. 

With  an 'unquiet  and  intolerant  scorn. 

The  hollow  puppete  of  a  hollow  age. 

Ever  idolatrous,  and  changing  ever 

Its  worthless  Idols!  Learning,  Power,  and  Time 

(Too  much  of  all)  thus  wasting  in  vain  war 
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Of  fervid  colloquy.    Sicknew,  *t  ib  trae, 

Whole  yean  of  weaiy  days,  besieged  him  cloee,' 

Even  to  the  gates  and  inlets  of  hii  life ! 

Bal  it  is  true,  no  less,  that  strenuous,  firm, 

And  with  a  hatural  gladness,  he  maintain'd 

The  citadel  uncenquer'd,  and  in  joy 

Was  strong  to  follow  the  delightful  Muse. 

For  not  a  hidden  Path,  that  to  the  Shades 

Of  the  beloved  Parnassian  forest  leads, 

Lurk'd  undiscover'd  by  him ;  not  a  rill 

Tliere  issues  from  die  fount  of  Hippocrene, 

But  he  had  traced  it  upward  to  its  source, 

Through  open  glade,  dark  glen,  and  secret  deH 

Knew  the  gay  wild-flowers  oh  its  banks,  and  cull'd 

Its  med'cinable  herbs.    Yea,  ofl  alone, 

Piercing  the  long-neglected  holy  cave. 

The  haunt 'obscure  of  old  Philosophy, 

He  bade  with  liAed  torch  its  starry  walls 

Sparkle  as  erst  they  sparkled  to  the  flame 

Of  odorous  lamps  tended  by  Saint  and  Sage. 

O  framed  for  cahner  times  and  nobler  hearts ! 

O  studious  Poet,  eloquent  for  truth ! 

Philosopher!  contemning  .wealth  and  death, 

Yet  docile,  childlike,  full  of  life  and  love ! 

Here,  rather  than  on  monumental  stone, 

This  record  of  thy  worth  thy  Friend  inscribes; 

llioughtful,  with  quiet  tears  upon  his  cheek. 


THIS  LIM&TREE  ^W£R  ifY  PRISON. 


In  the  Jane  of  1797,  ■oms  looff-ezpeeted  Friendi  paid  a  vbH 
to  th«  Author*!  Obtttge ;  todi  on  ths  mormoff  of  tbeir  ar- 
riral,  he  met  with  an  socideot,  which  ,diMbied  him  ftom 
walking  during  the  whole  time  of  their  atay.  One  Eveniteg, 
when  thef  had  left  hiip  for  a  frw  houri,  tie  cbmpoeed  the 
foUowing  Knee  in  the  Garden  Bower. 


Well,  they  are  gone,  and  here  must  I  remain^ 
This  Lime-tree  bower  ray  prison !  I  have  lost 
Beauties  and  feelings,  such  a»  would  have  been 
Most  sweet  to  my  remembrance,  even  when  age 
Had  dimm'd  mine  eyes  to  blindness !  They,  mean- 
while. 
Friends,  whom  I  never  more  may  meet  again, 
Oa  springy  heath,  along  the  hill-top  edge, 
Wanider  in  gladness,  and  wind  down,  perchanoet 
To  that  still  roaring  dell,  of  which  I  told  t 
The  roaring  dell,  o*erwooded,  narrow,  deep, 
And  only  speckled  by  the  mid-day  sun  ,* 
Where  its  slim  trunk  the  Ash  from  rock  to  rock 
Flings  arching  like  a  bridge ; — ^that  branchless  Ash, 
Unsuim'd  and  damp,'  whose  few  poor  yellow  leaves 
Ne'er  tremble  in  the  gale,  yet  tremble  still, 
Fann'd  by  the  waterfall !  and  there  my  friends 
Behold  the  dark-green  file  of  long  lank  weeds,* 
That  all  at  once  (a  roost  fentastic  sight  .*) 
Still  nod  and  drip  beneath  the  drippii)g  edge 
Of  the  blue  clay-stone. 

Now,  my  Friends  emerge 
Beneath  the  wide  wide  Heaven— and  view  again 
The  many-st^epled  tract  magnificent 
Of  hilly  fields  and  meadows,  and  the  sea. 
With  some  fiiir  bark,  perhaps,  whose  sails  light  up 


The  slip  of  smooth  clear  blue  betwixt  two  if 

Of  puiple  shadow !  YeB,  they  wander  on 

In  gladness  all ;  but  thou,  methinks,  most  glad. 

My  gentle-hearted  Charles !  fur  thou  hasi  pined 

And  hunger'd  after  Nature,  many  a  year, 

In  the  great  city  pent,  winning  thy  way 

With  sad  yet  patient  soul,  through  evil  fuxl  pair 

And  strange  calamity !  Ah !  slowly  sink 

Behind  the  western  ridge,  thdu  glorious  Sun ! 

Shine  in  the  slant  be^ros  of  the  sinking  orb. 

Ye  purple  heath-flowerB !  richlier  bum,  ye  clooda! 

Live  in  the  yellow  light,  ye  distant  groves ! 

And  kindle,  thou  blqe  Ocean!  So  my  Friend, 

Struck  with  deep  joy,  may  stand,  as  I  have  stood, 

Silent  with  swimn^ng  sense ;  yea,  gazing  round 

On  the  wide  landscape,  gaze  till  all  doth  seem 

Less  gross  than  bodily ;  and  of  such  hues 

As  veil  the  Almighty  Spirit,  when  yet  he  makes 

-Spirits  perceive  hii  presence. 

A  de1ig{it 
Cornea  sudden  on  my  heart,  and  I  am  glad 
As  I  mj^self  were  there !  Nor  in  this  bOwer, 
This  little  lime-tree  bower,  have  I  not  mark*d 
Much  that  has  soothed  me.    Pale  beneath  the  bl«  Jt 
Hung  the  transparent  feliagb ;  and  I  watch*d 
Some  broad  and'  sunny  leaf,  and  loved  to  see 
The  shadow  of  die  leaf  and  stem  fibove 
Dappling  its  sunshine !  And  that  Walnut-tree- 
Was  richly  tinged,  and  a  deep  radiance  lay 
Full  on  the  ancient  Ivy,  which  usurps 
Those  fronting  elms,  abd  now,  with  blackeM  mass. 
Makes  their  dark  branches  gleam  a  lighter  hue 
Through  the  late  twilight :  and  though  now  the  Bac 
Wheels  silent  by,  and  not  a  Swallow  twittera, 
Yet  still  the  solitary  IIumble-Bef 
Sings  in  the  bean^lowerf  Hencefordi  I  shall  know 
That  Nature  ne'er  deserts  the  wise  and  pure : 
No  plot  so  narrow,  be  but  Nature  there. 
No  waste  so  vacant,  but  may  well  employ 
F.ach  faculty  of  sense,  and  keep  the  heart 
Awake  to  Love  and  Beauty !  and  sometimes 
T  is  well  to  be  bereft  of  promised  good, 
That  we  may  lift  the  soul,  bzm  contempbte 
With  lively  joy  the  joys  we  cannot  share. 
My  gentie-hearted  Charles !  when  the  last  Rook 
Beat  its  straight  path  along  the  dusky  air 
Honiewanls,  I  blest  it!  deeming  its  black  wing 
(Now  a  dim  speck,  now  vanishing  in  light) 
Had  ciH)SS*d  the  mighty  OAi's  dilated  glory. 
While  thou  stood'st  gazing ;  or  when  all  vi'as  stfB, 
Flew  oreakingt  o'er  thy  head,  and  had  a  charm 
For  thee,  my  gentle-hearted  Charley  to  whom 
No  soimd  is  dissonant  which  tells  of  Life. 


*  The  Aaplenium  Boolopendrkiin,  eajled  in  tome  oountriea 
the  Adder**  Tongue,  in  othera  (he  Hait'i  Tongue ;  but  With- 
ering givet  the  Adder's  Tongue  as  the  trivial  name  of  the 
Uphiogtowuw  only. 


TO  A  FRIEND 

WHO    RAD    DECLAJIXO  HIS    fNTKimON   OF  WKXTOIO 
NO   MORE  rOKTKY. 


Deak  Charles !  whilst  yet  thon  wert  a  babe,  I 
That  Genius  plunged  thee  in  that  wizard  fount 


t  Borne  montha  after  I  had  written  thii  Kne,  it  gave  me  plaa* 
■nre  to  obMrre  that  Bartram  had  obnerved  the  Bame  drcum- 
ataooe  of  the  Savanna  Crane.  **  When  theao  Birds  anoTe 
their  wugi  in  flight,  their  atrokea  are  alow,  oioderats  aod 
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Uight  CwlUie:  and  (mireties  of  thy  &itli)  ' 

That  Pity  vpA  Simplicity  stood  by. 

And  promind  for  thee,  that  thou  tfhouldst  renounce 

The  world's  low  cares  and  lying  vanitieB, 

Stedfast  and  rooted  in  the  heavenly  Mule, 

And  WMh'd  and  tanctified  to  Vowyl 

Tea — thou  wert  plunged,  but  with  forgetful  hand 

Heldk  as  by  Thetis  ent  her  warrior  Son : 

And  with  tl^ose  recreant  unbaptized  heels 

Thou  'it  flying  from  thy  bounden  ministerie^— 

Sb  tore  it  seems  and  burthensome  a  task 

To  weave  nnwithering  flowers !  But  take  thou  heed : 

For  thou  art  vulnerable^  wild-eyed  Boy, 

And  I  have  arrows*  ndystiodly  dipp'd, 

Soch  as  may  slap  thy  speed.    Is  thy  Bums  dead  t 

And  shall  he  die  unwept,  and  sink  to  Earth 

"  li^thout  the  meed  of  one  melodious  tear  T " 

Thy  Bums,  and  Nature's  own  b^oved  Bard, 

Who  to  the  **  IllusCrioust  of  his  niMive  land 

'  So  properly  did  look  fbi  patronage.** 

Ghost  of  MiBoenas !  hide  thy  blushing  iace ! 

They  ^nateh'd  him  from  the  Sickle  and  the  ttow— 

Td  gauge  Ale-Firkins. 

Oh !  for  8ham9  return ! 
On  a  bleak  rock,  midway  the  Aonian  Mount,  . 
There  stands  a  lone  and  melancholy  tree. 
Whose  aged  branches  in  the  midnight  blait 
Make  solemn  music :  pluck  its  daj^est  bough. 
Ere  yet  the  unwholesome  night^eW  be  exhaled, 
And  wiping  wreath  it  round  thy  Poet's  tomb. 
Then  in  the  outskirts,  where  pollutions  grow. 
Pick  the  rank  henbane  and  the  dusky  flowers 
Of  nightshade,  or  its  red  and  tempting  fruit 
"niese  with  stopped  nostril  and  glove-guarded  hand 
Knit  in  nice  intertexture,  so  to  twine 
Hie  iHustnous  brow  of  Scotch  Nobility. 

■  1796. 


TO  A  GENTLEMAPJ. 


COMPOSED  ON  THE  NIOflT  AFTER  HI8  RBCITATION 
or  A  POEM  ON  THE  GROWTH  OP  AN  INDIVIDUAI. 
HINDb 

Friend  of  the.  Wise !  and  Teacher  of  the  Good ! 

Into  my  heart  have  I  received  that  lay 

More  than  historic,  that  prophetic  lay. 

Wherein  (high  theme  by  thee  first  sung  arighO 

Of  the  foundations  and  the  building  up 

Of  a  Human  Spirit  thou  hast  dared  to  tell 

What  may  be  lold,  to  the  understqnding  mind 

Revealablo ;  and  what  within  the  mind, 

By  vital  breathings  secret  as  the  soul 

Of  vernal  growth,  oA  quickens  in  the  heart 

Thoughts  all  too  deep  for  words  !— 

Theme  hard  as  high ! 
Of  smilea  qmntaneous,  and  mysterious  fears 
The  fiffBt-bom  they  of  Reason  and  twin-birth), 

•fiilar;  and  even  when  at  a  conaiderabie  distanea  or  hiRh 
tboTc  Hi,  wo  plainir  hear  the  qaill-  feathera ;  their  ahafta  and 
webs  Qpoo  one  aootber  oreak  at  the  jotota  or  working  of  a 
vctael  in  a  lempeatuoiw  aea.*' 

•  Vide  PiMi.  Olymp.  iu.  L  ISft. 

t  Verbatim  from  Burns'a  dedication  of  bia  Poeaaa  to  (ha  No- 
nibif  and  Gentry  of  flw  Caledonian  Uual. 


Of  tides  obedient  to  external  forc^. 

And  currents  selMetermined,  as  might  seem, 

Or  by  some  inner  Power;,  of  moments  awful. 

Now  in  thy  inner  life,-  and  now  abroad, 

When   Pbwer  stream'd   from  thee,  and  thy  aoui 

received 
The  light  reflected,  as  a  light  bestow'd — 
Of  Fancies  lair,  and  milder  hours  of  youth, 
Hyblean  murmurs  of  poetic  thought    ' 
Inidusoioos  in  its  joy,  in  Vales  and  Glens 
Native  or  outhind,  Lakes  uid  famous  Hills! 
Or  on  die  lonely  High-road,  when  the  Stars 
Were  rising ;  or  by  secret  Mountain^treams, 
The  Guides  and  the  Companions  of  thy  wRy  * 

Of  more  than  Fancy,  of  ihh  Social  Sense 
Distending  wide,  and  Man  beloved  as  Man, 
Where  France  in  all  her  towns  lay  vibrating 
Like  some  becalipcd  bark  beneath  the  burst 
Of  Heaven*s  immediate  thunder,  when  no  cloud 
Is  visible,  or  shadow  on  the  Main. 
For  thou  wert  there,  thine  own'^rows  garlanded. 
Amid  the  tremor  of  a  realm  aglow. 
Amid  a  mighty  nation  jubilant. 
When  from  the  general  heart  of  human-kind 
Hope  sprang  forth  like  a  fiill-bom  Deity! 

Of  that  dear  Hope  affficted  and  struck  down 


So  Bummon'd  homeward,  thenceforth  calm  and  sura 

From  the  dread  watch-toWer  of  man's  absolute  Sel^ 

With  light  unwaning  on  her  eyes,  to  look 

Far  on — ^herself  a  glory  to  bdiold. 

The  Angel  of  the  vision !  Then  (last  strain) 

Of  Duty,  chosen  laws  controlling  choice. 

Action  and  Joy ! — An  orphic  song  indeed, 

A  song  divine  of  high  and  passionate  thoughts. 

To  their  own  music  chanted! 

a  « 

4 

O  great  Bard ' 
Ere  yet  that  last  strain  dying  awed.  the<air, 
With  stedfast  eye  I  view'd  thee  in  the  choir 
Of  eVer-endunng  men.    The  truly  Great 
Have  all  one  age,  and  from  one  visible  space 
Shed  influence !  They,  both  in  power  and  act. 
Are  permanent,  and  Time  is  not  with  them. 
Save  as  it  workelh  for  them,  they  in  it. 
Nor  less  a  sacred  roil,  tlmn  those  of  old. 
And  to  be  placed,  as  they,  with  gradual  fiune 
Among  the  archives  of  mankind,  thy  work 
Makes  audible  a  linked  lay  of  Truth,    . 
Of  Truth  profoiuid  a  sweet  continuous  lay. 
Not  learnt,  but  native,  her  own  natural  notes  * 
Ahj  as  I  listened  with  a  heart  forlorn. 
The  pulses  of  my  being  beat  anew : 
And  even  as  lifo  returns  tipop  tlic  drowned. 
Life's  joy  rekindling  roused  a  throng  of  pains- 
Keen  Pongs  of  Love,  awakening  as  a  babe 
Turbulent,  with  an  outcry  in  the  heart; 
And  Fears  self^A^ill'd,  that  shunn'd  the  eye  of  Hop«« 
And  Hope  that  scarce  would  know  itself  from  Fear 
Sense  of  past  Youth,  and  Manhood  come  iu  vain 
And  Genius  given,  and  knowledge  woo  in  vuin 
And  all  which  I  had  cull'd  in  wood-walks  wild 
And  all  which  patient  toil  had  rear'd,  and  all. 
Commune  ^yith  thee  hAd  open'd  out — but  flowen 
Strew'd  on  my  corse,  and  borne  upon  my  bier, 
In  the  same  coffin,  for  the  selfsame  grave ! 

That  way  no  more !  and  ill  beseems  it  me. 
Who  camo  a  welcomer  in  herald's  guise. 

51 
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Singing  of  Glory,  and  Futurity, 
To  wander  back  on  sucli  unlieaLthful  road, 
Plucking  the  poisons  of  self-harm  I  And  ill 
Such  intertwine  beseems  triumphal  wreaths 
Strow'd  beibre  My  advancing ! 

Nor  do  thooi 
Sage  Bard  !  impair  the  memory  of  that  hour 
Of  my  communion  with  thy  nobler  mind 
By  Pity  or  Grief,  already  &k  too  long ! 
Nor  let  my  words  import  more  blame  than  needs. 
The  tumult  rose  and  ceased  :  ibi  Peace  is  nigh 
Where  Wisdom's  voice  has  ibund  a  listening  ^eart 
Amid  the  howl  of  more  than  wintry  staons* 
The  Halcyon  hears  the  voice  of  vernal  hours 
Already  on  the  wing. 

Eve  following  eve. 
Dear  tranquil  time,  when  the  sweet  sense  of  Home 
b  sweetest !  moments  foe  their  own  soke  hail'd 
And  more  desired,  more  precious  for  thy  song. 
In  silence  listening,  like  a  devout  cliild, 
My  soul  lay  passive^  by  the  various  strain 
Driven  as  in  surges  now  beneath  the  stars* 
With  momentary  Staiv  of  my  own  birth. 
Fair  constellated  Foam,*  still  darting  off 
Into  the  darkness ;  now  a  tranquil  sea. 
Outspread  and  bright,  yet  >8 welling  to  the  Moodu 

And  when — 0  Friend !  my  comforter  and  guide ! 
Strong  in  thyseli^  and  powerful  to  give  strength ! — 
Thy  long  sustained  song  finally  closed, 
And  thy  deep  voice  had  ceased — yet  thou  thyself 
Wert  still  before  my  eyes,  and  round  us  both 
That  happy  vision  of  beloved  faces — 
Scarce  ooiiscioXis,  and  yet  conscious  of  its  clase 
I  sate,  my  being  blended  in  one  thought 
(Thought  was  it  7  or  Aspiration  ?  or  Resolve  I) 
Absorb'd,  yet  hanging  still  upon  the  sound— 
And  when  I  rose,  I  foimd  myself  in  prayer. 


THE  NIGHTINGALE  : 

A  CONVERSATION  FOBM; 

WRITTKN  XM  APRIL,   1798. 

No  cloud,  no  relic  of  the  sunken  day 
Distinguishes  the  West,  no  long  thin  slip. 
Of  sullen  light,  no  obscure  trembling  hues. 
Come,  we  will  rest  on  thia  old  mossy  bridge ! 
You  see  the  glimmer  of  the  stream  beneath, 
But  hear  no  murmuring :  it  flows  silently, 
0*er  its  sofl  bed  of  verdure.    All  is  still, 
A  balmy  night !  and  though  the  stars  be  dim, 
Tet  let  us  think  upon  the  vernal  showen 
That  gladden  the  green  earth,  and  we  shall  find 
A  -pleasure  in  the  dimness  of  the  stars. 
Anid  hark !  the  Nightingale  begins  its  song, 


**  Most  miipicalt  most  roelanchc^y 't  bizd ! 
A  melancholy  bird}  Ohl  idle  ihougl^t!' 
In  nature  there  is  nothing  melancholy.  . 
But  some  nightrwandering  num,  whoae  heart  was 

pierced 
With  the  remembrance  of  a  grievous  wraog, 
0^  slow  distemper,  or  neglected  love 
(And  so,  poor  Wretch !  filled  all  things  with  himself 
And  made  all  gentle  sounds  tell  hack  the  tale 
Of  his  own  sorrow),  he  and  such  as  he, 
f^t  named  thAe  noOra  a  melancholy  strain. . 
And  Duiny  a  poet  echoes  the  conceit  { 
Poet  who  hath  been  buildiiig  up  the  rhyme 
When  he  had  better  for  have  stretch'd  his  Umba 
Beside  a  brook  in  mossy  ibrest-dell, 
By  Sun  or  Moon-Ught,  to  the  influxes 
Of  shapes  and  sounds  and  shifting  elements 
Surrendering  his  whole' spirit,  of  his  aopg 
And  of  his  frame  foigetful !  so  his  fimie 
^ouM  share  in  Nature's  immoriaUty, 
A  veneraUe  thing !  and  so  \fu  mag 
Should  make  all  Nature  lovetier^  and  itself 
Be  loved  like  Nature !  But 't  i^ill  not  be  so ; 
And  yottths  and  maidens  roost -poetical. 
Who  lose  the  deepening  twilights  of  the  spriit^ 
In  ball-rooms  and  hot  th^ree,  they  'still. 
Full  of  meek  sympathy,  must  heave  their  aigbs 
O'er  Philomela's  pity-beading  strains. 

My  ficiend,  and  thou,  our  Sister !  we  have  leaniC 
A  difierent  lore :  we  may  not  tl^us  prof&ne 
Nature's  sweet  voices,  always  full  of  love    ■ 
And  joyanceil'Tis  the  merry  Nightingale 
That  crowds,  Ind  hurries,  and  precipitates     ^ 
Widi  fast  thick  warble  his  deUdous  notes* 
As  he  were  fearful  that  on  April  night 
Would  be  kx>  short  for  him  to  utter  forth 
His  loveK^hont,  and  disburthen-  his  full  soul 
Of  all  its  music  i 

t  And  I  know  a  grove 
Of  \aTge  extent,  nard  by  a  castle  huge. 
Which  the  great  lord  inhabits  not ;  and  so 
This  grove  is  wild  with  tangling  underwnod. 
And  the  trim  walks  are  broken  up.  and  grass. 
Thin  grass  and  king-cupp  grow  within  tlie  paths 
But  never  elsewhere  in  one  place  I  knew 
So  many  Nightingales ;  and  &r  and  near, 
In  wood  and  thicket,  over  the  wide  grove. 
They  answer  and  provoke  each  other's  song. 
With  skirmisli  and  capricious  passagings. 
And  murmurs  musical  and  swift  Jug  jug. 
And  one  low  piping  sound  more  sweet  than  all^- 
Stirring  the  air  with  such  a  harmony. 
That  should  you  close  your  eyes,  you  might  almotf 
Forget  it  was  not  day  i  On  moonlight  budies. 
Whose  dewy  leaflets  are  but  half  disclosed. 
You  may  perchance  behold  H^em  on  the  twigs, 
Their  bright,  bright  eyes,  their  eyes  both  bright 

and  full. 
Glistening,  while  many  a, glow-worm  in  the  shade 
Lights  up  her  love-torch. 


*  "  A  beaatifal  white  eknid  of  foam  at  motneotsrf  intenrab 
eoulaeil  by  the  ride  of  the  TeMel  with  a  roar,  and  little  rtara 
of  flame  dailced  and  sparkled  and  went  out  in  H :  and  every 
now  and  then  light  detachments  of  this  white  clood-like  foam 
darted  off  from  the  vesMra  nide.  each  with  ita  own  amall  con- 
•tetlation,  over  the  net,  and  icoared  out  of  airht  like  a  Tartar 
troop  over  a  wilderaeaa." — 7^  Frintd^  p«830. 


i 


t  Thia  pasaafe  in  Mihon  poaaeaaea  an  exoelleooe  far  auperie 
to  that  of  mere  deacription.  h  ia  spoken  in  the  character  of  the 
melancholy  roan,  and  has  therefore  a  dramatic  propriety.  Hw 
author  roakea  thia  remark,  to  rescue  himself  fron  the  ehavsr 
of  having  alluded  wiih  levity  lo  a  line  in  Milton :  a  charge  than 
which  none  could  be  more  painful  to  him,  excest  peihaps  thai 
of  having  ridiculed  hia  Bible. 

•       5S 


SIBYLUNS  LSAVBS. 


48 


A  most  gende  Maid» 
Who  dwelleth  in  het  hospi  table  home   . 
Hard  by  the  caatie,  and  at  latest  eve 
(Even  like  a  lady  yow'd  and  dedicate 
To  something  mpre  than.  Nature  in  the  gn>ve) 
Glides  throi^h  the  gathways  ;  she  knows  all  their 

notes. 
That  gentle  Maid !  and  oft  a  mementos  speoe^ 
What  tame  the  Moon  was  lest  behind  a  cloud, 
Haih  heard  a  pause  of- silence ;  till  the  Moon 
Emerging,  hath  awakea'd  earth  and  sky 
With  one  sensation,  and  these  wakeful  Btrdli 
Have  all  buiat  fiirth  in  choral  minstrelsy*    . 
A3  if  some  sudden  gale  had  swept  at  once 
A  hnadred  airy  harps  I    And  9he  hath.watoh'd 
Many  a  Nightingale  perch'd  giddily 
On  blosBomy  twig  still  swinging  from  the  breeze,  . 
And  &o  that  motion  tune  his  wanton  song 
like  tipsy  joy  that  reels  with  tDesing  head.  ' 

Farewell,  O  Warbler !  till  to-morrow  eve, 
And  yon,  my  fiiends !  i^well,  a  short  farewell ! 
We  have  been  loitering  long  and  pleasantly, 
And  now  for  our  dear  homes. — ^That- strain  again  f 
Full  fiua  it  would  delay  me !  My  dear  babe. 
Who,  capable  of  no  articulate  sound, 
Man  all  things  with  his  imitative  lisp, 
How  he  would  place  his  hand  beside  his  6ar, 
His  litUe  hand,  the  small  ferefmger  up, 
And  bid  us  listen !  And  I  deem  it  wise 
To  make  him  Nature^s  Play-mate.    He  Icnows  well 
The  evening-atar ;  and  once,  when  he  awoke 
In  most  distressful  mood  (some  inward  paiii. 
Had  made  up  that  strange  thiog,  an  inlimt's  dream), 
i  hurried  with  him  to  our  orchard-plot. 
And  he  beheld  the  Moon,  and,  hush'd  at  (Hice, 
Scttpends  his  sobs,  juid  laughs  most  silently. 
While  his  fiur  eyes,  that  swam-  with  undropp'd  teals 
Did  glitter  in  the  yellow  moon-beam !  Well  I — 
It  is  a  father's  tale  :f  But  if  that  Heaven 
Should  give  me  life,  His  childhood  shall  grow  up 
Familiar  with  these  songs,  that  with  the  night 
He  may  associate  joy  |  Once  more,  farewell,  . 
Sweet  Nightingale !  Once  more,  my  friends !  fiirewell. 


FROST  AT  MTONIGHT. 

rifi:  Frost  perfonoi  its  secret  ministry, 
Cnhelp*d  by  any  wind.    The  owlet's  cry 
Came  loud-s-and  hark,  again !  loud  as  before. 
The  inmates  of  my  cottage,  all  at  rest. 
Have  left  jne  to  that  solitude,  which  suilf 
Abstruse^  musings :  save  that  at  my  side  ^ 
My  cradled  infant  slumbers  peaceftiUy. 
T  is  calm  indeed !  so  calm,  that  it  distoAa 
And  vexes  meditation  with  its  strsnge 
And  extreme  silenmess.    Sea,  hill,  and  wood,     . 
This  populous  village !  Sea,  and  hill,  and  wood. 
With  all  the  numberless  goings  on  of  life. 
Inaudible  as  dreanps !  the  thin  bine  flame 
lies  on  my  low  burnt  firej  and  <]\uvers  not ; 
Only  that  film,  which  flutfer'd  on  the  grate, 
Still  flutters  there,  the  sole  unquiet  thing. 
Methinks,  its  motion  m  this  hurii  of  nature 
Gives  it  dim  sympathies  with  me  who  live, 
Making  it  a  companionable  form, 
Wlxise  puny  flaps  and  freaks  the  idlinjg  Spirit 


By  its  own  moods  interpret,  everywhere 
£cho  or  mirror  seeking  of  itself 
And  makes  41  toy  of  Thought 

BatO!howolU 
How -oft)' at  school,  widi  most  believing  mind 
Presagefnl,  have  I  gs«ed  upon  the  bars. 
To  watdi  that  fluttering  ttranger !  and  as  oft 
With  unclosed  lids,  already  had  I  dreamt 
Of  my  sweet  biiih^plac^,  and  the  old  ehurch-tojver 
Whose  bells,  the  poor  man's  only  music,  rang 
From  mom  to  evening,  all  the  hot  Fairly, 
So  sweetly,  that  theyltirr'd  and  haunted  me 
With  a  wild  pleasufe,  fidling  on  mine  ear 
Most  like  articitlate  sounds  of  things  to  oomel 
So  gazed  I,  till  t^e  soothing  things,  I  dreamt, 
Lull'd  me  to  sleep,  and  Bleep  prolong'd  my  dreamf  \ 
And  so  I  brooded  all  the  following  mom. 
Awed  by  the  stem  preoepior's  fiice,  mine  eye 
Fix'd  with  mock  study  on  my  swimming  book : 
Save  if  the  door  half-open'd,  and  I  snatch'd 
A  hasty  glance,  and  still  my  heart  leap'd  up^ 
For  still  1  hoped  to  see  the  ttrangei't  fitfw, 
Townsman,  or  aunt,  or  sister  more  beloved. 
My  play-mate  when  we  both  were  clothed  alike  I 

Dear  Babe,  that  sleepest  cradled  by  my  side, 
Whose  gently  breathings,  heard  in  this  deep  cahi^ 
Fill  up  the  interspersed  vacancies 
And  momentary  pauses  of  the  thought ! 
My  babe  so  beautiful !  it  thrills  my  heart 
With  tender  gladness,  .thus  to  look  at  thee. 
And  think  tliat  thou  shalt  leam  far  other  lore. 
And  in  far  other  scenes !  For  I  was  rear'd 
In  the  great  city,  pent  'mid  cloisters  dim. 
And  saw  nought  lovely  but  the  sky  and  stars. 
But  tftotf,  my  babe !  shalt  wander  like  a  breese 
By  lakes  and  sandy  shores,  beneath  the  crags 
Of  ancient  mountain,  and  beneath  the  clouds, 
Which  image  in  their  bulk  both  lakes  and  shores 
And  mountain  crags :  so  shalt  thou  see  and  hear 
The  lovely  shapes  and  sounds  intelUgible 
Of  that  eternal  language,  which  thy  God 
Utters,  who  from  eternity  doth  teach 
Himself  m  all,  and  all  things  in  himself. 
Great  universal  Teacher !  he  shall  mould 
Thy  spirit,  and  by  giving  make  it  ask.' 

Therefore  all  seasons  shall  bd  sweet  to  thee. 
Whether  the  summer  clothe  the  general  earth 
With  greenness,  or  the  redbreast  sit  and  sing 
Betwixt  the  tufts  of  snow  on  the  bare  branch 
Of  mossy  apple-tree,  while  the  nigh  thatch 
Sihokes  iu  ^e  sun-thaw;  whether  the  eave-drofs 

fall 
Heard  only  in  the  trances  of  the  blast, 
Or  if  the  secret  ministry  of  frost 
Shall  hang  them  up  in  silent  icicles, 
Quiedy  shining  to  the  quiet  Moon.  , 


TO  A  FRI£ND. 

T0GXTHE&  WITH  AN  UNlflNISHED    FOKM 

Thus  far  my  scanty  brain  hath  built  the  rhyme 

Elaborate  an4  swelling:  yet  the  heart 

Not  owns  it.    From  thy  spiri^breathing  powers 
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I  Bflik  not  new;  my  fiiend !  the  aidiog  vene,   - 
Teidioufl  to  thee,  and  from  my  aiudoas  thought 
Of  diawnant  mood.    In  &ncy  <well  I  know) 
From  business  wand'ring  far  and  local  cares, 
Thou  creepost  round  a  dear-loved  Sister's  bed 
With  noiseless  step,  and  watnhest  the  fiiint  look. 
Soothing  each  pang  with  fond  solicitude. 
And  tendereet  tones  medicioal  of  love. 
I  too  a  Sister  had,  an  bnly  Sister     ■ 
She  loved  me  dearly,  and  I  doted  on  her! 
To  hec  I  pour'd  forth  all  mp  puny  sorrows 
(As  a  sick  patient  in  his  nurse's  arAxO* 
And  of  the  heart  those  hidd^  maladies 
That  shrink  ashamed  from  even  Friendship's  eye. 
Oh !  I  have  woke  at  midnight,  and  have  wept 
Because  she  was  not  ! — Cheerily,  dear  Charl^ ! 
"niou  thy  best  fiiend  shah  cherish  many  a  year : 
Such  warm  presages  feel  I  of  high  Hope. 
For  not  uninterestM  the. dear  maid 
I've  view'd — her  soul  afftctionato  yet  wise, 
Her  polish'd  wit  as  mild  as  lambent  glories, 
That  play  around  a  sainted  inftnt's  bead. 
He  knows  (the  Spirit  that  in  secret  sees. 
Of  whose  omniscient  and  aU-spreading  Love 
Aught  to  implare*  were  impotence  of  mind) 
That  my  mute  thoughts  are  sad  before  his  throne, 
Pivpared,  when  he  his  healing  ray  voucbsafiM, 
To  pour  forth  thank^ving  with  lifVed  heart, 
And  praise  Him  Gracious  with  a  Brother's  joy ! 
December,  1794. 


THE  HOUE  WHEN  WE  SHALL  MEET  ^ AGAIN. 
COMPOSKD  DURING  ILL^ESI^  AND  IN  ABSENCE. 

Dim  hour !  that  sleep'st  on  pillowing  clouds  afar, 
O  rise  and  yoke  the  turtles  to  thy  car ! 
Bend  o'er  the  traces,  blame  each  lingering  dove, 
And  give  me  to  the  bosom  of  my  love  I 
My  gentle  love,  caressing  and  carest. 
With  heaving  heart  shall  cradle  me  to  rest ; 
Shed  the  warm  teax^rop  from  her  smiling  eyes. 
Lull  with  fond  woe,  and  med'cine  me  with  sighs : 
While  finely-flushing  float  her  kiases  meek, 
like  melted  rubies,  o'er  my  pallid  cheek. 
Chill'd  by  the  night,  the  drooping  rose  of  May 
Mourns  the  long  absence  of  the  lovely  day ; 
Toung  Day,  returning  at  her  promised  hour. 
Weeps  o'er  the  sorrows  of  her  fav'rite  flower ; 
Weeps  the  soft  dew,  the  balmy  gale  she  sighs^ 
And  darts  a  trembling  lustre  from  her  eyes. 
New  life  and  joy  th'  expanding  flow'ret  feels : 
His  pitying  Mistress  mourns,  and  iDDuming  heals! 


LINES  TO  JOSEPH  COTTLE. 

Mr  honor'd  friend !  whose  verse  concise,  yet  clear. 
Tunes  to  smooth  melody  unconquer'd  sense. 
May  your  fame  fadeless  live,  as  **  never-sere" 
The  ivy  wreathes  yon  oak,  whose  broad  defence 

■  --    ^____^^^__^        

*  I  Qtterly  recant  the  Mntiment  ooDtaioed  in  the  lines 

Of  whose  omniideDt  and  all-spreadinf  love 
Au((ht  to  impUnrt  were  unpotenee  of  mind. 

It  being  written  in  Scripture,  **Jt*kj  and  it  shall  be  glrea  jroo,** 
and  mjr  hom&n  reason  being  moceoTor  convinced  of  tbe  pro- 
priety of  ofiering  petitioiu  as  well  as  taanksgiYings  to  the  Deity. 


Embow'rs  roe  from  noon's  sulHy  influenoe ! 
For,  like  that  nameless  riv'let  stealing  by^ 
Your  modest  verse,  to  musing  Quiet  dwir. 
Is  rich  with  tints  heaveo-boirow'd :  the  charm'd  ty 
Shall  gaze  uiida2aled  th<>re,  and  love  thesoflen'd  iky 

Circling  the  base  of  the  Poetic  mount 

A  stream  there,  is,  which  rolls  in  hoy  flow  . 

Its  coal-black  wateis  from  Oblivion's  fbunt : 

The  vapor-poison'd  birds,  that  fly  too  low. 

Fall  widi  dead  swoop,  and  to  the  bottom  go. 

Escaped  that  heavy  stream  on- pimon.  fleet. 

Beneath  the  Mountain's  lofty-frowning  brow. 

Ere  aught  of  perilous  ascent  you  meet, 

A  mead  of  mildest  charm  delays  th'  unlab'ring  fee^ 

Not  there  the  cloud-climb'd  rock,  sublime  and  vw/i, 
That  Ijke  some  giantrking,  o'erglooms  the  hill ; 
Nor  there  the  pine-grove  to  the  midnight  Ubst 
Makes  solemn  music !  But  th'  unceasing  rOl 
To  the  sofl  wren  or  lark's  descending  -txill 
Mi^rmilrs  sweet  under-song  'mid  jasmin  bowers. 
In  this  same  pleasant  meadow,  at  yoiK  will, 
I  we^n,  you  wander'd — there  collecting  flow'rs 
Of  sober  tint,  and  herbs  of  med'cinable  powen! 

There  for  the  monarch-muider'd  Soldier's  tomb 
You  wove  th*  imfinish'd  wreath  of  saddest  hues  ;* 
And  to  that  holier  chaplett  added  bloom. 
Besprinkling  it  with  Jordan's  cleansing  deyvB. 

But  lo !  your  HendersonI  awakes  the  Muse 

His  spirit  beckon'd  from  the  mountain's  height ! 
You  left  the  plain  and  soar'd  'mid  richer  views ' 
So  Nature  moum'd,  when  sank  the  first  day's  light. 
With  stars,  unseen  before,  spangling  her  robe  of 
night! 

Still  soar,  my  friend,  those  richer  views  among. 
Strong,  rapid,  fervent  flashing  Fancy's  beam ! 
Virtue  and  Truth  shall  love  your  gentler  song ; 
But  Poesy  demands  th'  impassion'd  theme : 
Waked  by  Heaven's  silent  dews  at  eve's  mild  glesin, 
What  balmy  sweets  Pomona  breathes  around ! 
But  if  the  vext  air  rush  a  stormy  stream,  * 
Or  Autumn's  shrill  gust  moah  in  plaintive  aound. 
With  fruits   and  flowers   she  loads   the  tempest 
honor'd  ground. 


IV.  ODES  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS 

THE  THE&E  6IIAVES. 
APRAOMKNT  OF  A  SEXTON'S  TAJLX. 


[The  Author  has  pobliahed  the  foHowiag  hooibl*  fVegment 
eneonraged  bjr  tbe  decisfTe  reooounendetion  of  more  than  om 
of  our  moat  celebrated  liYtng  Poeta.  Tbe  language  was  ia- 
teodod  to  be  dramatic ;  |bat  is.  suited  to  the  narrator :  and  iIm 
metre  coReaponda  to  tbe  homeKoem  of  the  diction.  It  ia  tbeic- 
fore  presented  as  the  fingment,  not  of  a  Poem,  but  of  a  com 
mon  BaHad-tale.  Whether  ihia  ia  auffioient  to  justify  the  adop 
tion  of  Buch  a  style,  in  any  metrical  eompoaition  not  profeai 
ediy  ludicrous,  the  Author  is  himself  in  some  doubt  At  all 
eveoli,  it  te  not  presented  as  Poetry,  and  it  is  in  no  way  ooo- 
necled  with  the  Author's  judgment  coocening  Poetk  diciioa. 
Its  merits,  tf*  any,  are  exclusiTely  PsychologicaL  The  suxy 


•  Wac  a  Fragment  t  John  the  Baptist  a  F 

t  Monody  on  John  Hendonoo. 
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■or  b*  mppoMd  to  haw  be«D  nuratod-in  the  flntaod 
■eond  pwtft,  ia  m  follows.  ' 

Edward,  a  jounf  fannnr,  meeto,  at  th«  boale  or  SUm,  her 
boMin- friend,  Maiy,  and  comoBcncea  an  acquaintaooe,  which 
cadi  in  a  matual  atlachmeot.  Wilh  her  cooMnt,  and  by  the 
adfiee  of  their  eommon  Triend  Ellen,  he  annouoeea  hie  hopee 
tod  inieatiofM  to  Mary's  Mother,  a  widpw-woman  borderiog 
01  ber  fortieth  Fear,  and  from  ooifatant  health,  the  poaaeaBOO 
of  acompeleot  property,  and  fVooa  havinc  had  no  other  children 
bet  Mary  and  another  danghtar  (the  F^flier  died  in  their  in- 
ftaey),  retaininf,  for  the  greater  part^  her  peraonal  attraetione 
and  eomelimaa  of  appearance ;  hut  a  woman  of  low  education 
and  Tiolent  temper.  The  anawer  which  she  at  once  retamed 
to  Edwaid'a  applieatioa  wna  remerkable^'*  WeH,  Ed%rard ! 
yoe  are  a  bandjiome  young  fellow,  and  yoa  ahall  have  my 
Daag hter.**  From  thia  time  all  their  wooing  paaaed  under  the 
Motbar'a  eye;  and,  in  fine,  ihe  became  heraelf  enamoured  of  her 
fiitBre Sdo-in-law,  and  pcActiaed  wtrj  art,  both  ofendearment 
and  of  calumny,  to  Iranafer  hia  affectiona  from  her  daughter  to 
henelf.  (The  outlinea  of  the  Tale  are  poaitiTe  Acta,  and  of  no 
rttf  diatant  date,  iheogfa  the  author  hta  porpoeely  altered  the 
oaam  and  the  aeene  of  aetion,  ae  well  aa  invelited  the  charaetera 
of  the  parijea  and  the  deuil  of  the  ineidenta.)  Edward,  bow- 
ever,  though  perplexed  by  her  strange  detraction  from  her 
dancfater'a  good  qualitiea,  yet  in  the  innocence  of  hia  own  heart 
ftill  miataking  hw  increeaing  fcndnew  for  motherly  aflbction « 
•be,  at  leoffth  ovmeome  by  her  miaerable  paaaion,  aAer  much 
abuR  of  Mary>i  temper  and  moral  tendonciea,  exc^imed  with 
noleot  emotion — **  O  Edward !  indeed,  indeed,  she  la  not  fit  for 
yoo—ehe  baa  not  a  beert'to  love  you  *aa  you  dcMrve.  It  ia  I 
that  love  you !  Marry  me,  Edward !  and  I  will  thja  very  day 
mde  all  my  property  on  you.** — The  Lover's  eyea  were  now 
opened;  and  thus  token  by  au^riae,  whether  from  the  effi»et 
of  the  horror  which  ^  felt,  acting  aa  it  were  hye^oally  on 
In  oervoua  ayatem,  or  ihat  at  the  niat  moment  be  loat  theaeue 
of  the  propoeal  in  the  feeling  of  ita  atrangeneaa  and  abanrdity, 
be  flung  her  from  him  and  burat  into  a  fit  of  laughter.  Irritated 
hr  thia  afanoat  to  frenay,  the  woman  fell  on  her  kneee,  and  in  a 
load  voice  that  approached  to  a  acroam.  ahe  prayed  for  a  Cum 
botfa  on  biii  and  on  her  own  Child.  Mary  happened  to  be  in 
the  room  direelly  above  them,  heard  Edward 'a*  laugh  and  her 
Uotfarr'a  blaapbemotis  prayer,  and  fainted  away^  He,  hearing 
liw  fell,  ran  up  ataira.  and  taking  her  in  hia  arma,  carried  ber 
oiTto  Ellen*a  home;  and  afler  aome  froitleaa  attempts  on  her 
part  toward  a  tecoociliation  with  ber  Mother,  she  was  married 
to  hioi. — ^And  here  the  third  part  of  the  Tale  liegina. 

I  vaa  not  led  to  chooee  thb  story  from  any  partiaXty  to 
truiCf  much  leoa  tomooatroua  evenia  (though  at  the  time  that 
loompaaed  the  veraea,  aomewhat  mom  than  twelve  yean  ago, 
I  was  leas  averao  to  such  subjects  than  ni  prosenl),  but  from 
fiodinc  in  it  a  atrikiog  proof  of  the  poosible  eifTect  on  the  imagi- 
nation,  from  an  idea  violently  and  suddenly  improaasd  on  it.  f 
bad  been  reading  Bryan  Edwards's  account  of  the  effect  of  the 
0*7  Witchcraft  on  the  Negroes  in  the  West  Indies,  and 
Heanie's  deeply  interesting  Anecdotes  of  similar  workings  on 
the  imagination  of  the  Onpper  Indians  ((hose  of  my  readers  who 
bare  it  in  their  imwer  will  he  well  repaid  for  the  trouble  of  n- 
finring  to  thoso  works  for  the  passages  alluded  to),  and  1  con- 
ceived Ihe  design  of  ahowing  that  instancea  of  thia  kind  are  not 
PKufiar  to  aavage^or  barbarooa  tribea.  and  of  illustrating  the 
mode  in  which  the  mindia  affected  in  these  caaca,  and  the  pro- 
frats  and  symptoms  of  the  moroid  action  on  the  fant^  from  the 
DKCtfioing.  4 

[IV  Tale  is  supposed  to  be  narrated  by  an  old  Sexton,  in  a 
("ooniry  choreh-yard,  to  a  Traveller  whoee  curiosity  had  been 
awakened  by  the  appearance  of  three  graves,  close  Iff  each 
other,  lo  two  oolr  of  which  them  were  grave-stoneo.  On  the 
felt  of^besa  wane  the  name,  and  dates,  as  uaual :  on-theseemid, 
ao  name,  but  only  a  date,  andibe  woids.  The  Mere/  of  God  ia 
iafe»Je.{ 


PAETIIL 


TuK  grapeg  vpoQ  the  ▼icar's  wall 
Were  ripe  ai  ripe  could  be ; 

And  yellow  leavet  in  aim  and  wind 
Were  falling  from  the  tree. 


On  the  hedge  elms  |n  the  narrow  lane 
Still  awung  the  apiket*  of  com : 

Dear  lord !  it  aeema  tmt  yesterday- 
Young  Edward's  marriage-mom. 

Up  through  that  wood  behind  the  chinch*  • 
There  leads  irom  Edward's  door 

A  moa^r  track,  all  over>bough'd 
For  half  a  mile  or  more. 

And  from  their  house-door  by  that  track 
The  Bride  /and  Bridegroom  went ; 

Sweet  Mary,  though  she  was  not  gaf, 
Seem'd  cheerful  and  content 

But  when  they  to  the  church-]rard  came» 

I've  heard  poor  Mafy  say, 
As  soon  as  she  stepp'd  into  the  stm. 

Her  heart  it  died  away. 

And  when  the  vicar  join'd  their  hands. 
Her  limbs  did  creep  and  freexe ; 

But  when  they  pray'd,  she  dioqght  she  saw 
Her  mother  on  her  kneea. 

And  o'er  the  (iharch-path  they  retum'd— 

I  saw  poor  Mary's  back. 
Just  as  she  stepp'd  beneath  the  boughs 

Into  the  moaiy  track. 

Her  feet  upon  the  moa^r  track 

The  married  maiden  set : 
That  moment — ^I  have  heard  her  say^— 

She  wish'd  she  could  forget 

The  shade  o'erflush'd  her  limbs  with  bea*  ^ 

Then  came  a  chill  like  death : 
And  when  the  merry  bells  rang  out, 
'   They  seem'd  to  stop  her  breath. 

Beneath  the  feulest  Mother's  curM 

No  child  could  ever  thrive : 
A  Mother  is  a  Mother  still, 

The  holiest  thing  alive. 

So  five  month's  paSs'd :  the  Mother  sUU 

Would  never  heal  the  strife ; 
But  Edward  was  a  loving  man. 

And  Mary  a  fond  wife. 

**  My  sistenr  may  not  visit  us. 

My  mother  says  her  nay :  ^ 

0  Edward !  you  are  all  to  me, 

1  wish  for  your  sake  I  could  be 

More  lifesome  and  more  gay. 

**  I'm  dull  and  sad !  indeed,  indeed 

I  know  I  have  no  reason! 
Perhaps  1  am  not  well  in  health. 

And  'tis  a  gloomy  season." 

Twas  a  drisly  time — no  Ice,  no  snow! 

And  on  the  few  fine  days 
She  stirr'd  not  out,  lest  she  might  meof 

Her  Mother  in  her  ways. 

But  Ellen,  spite  of  miry  ways 

And  weather  dark  and  dreai)r. 
Trudged  every  day  to  Edwaid's  houaa^ 

And  made  them  all  more  cheenr. 

si 
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Oh!  Ellea  was  a  faithful  Friend, 
More  4,eftr  than  any  Sifter! 

As  cheerful  too  as  nnging  lajrk ; 

And  the  ne'er  left  them  till  'twas  duk; 
And  dien  they  always  miss'd  her. 


/ 


/ 


And  now  Ash-Wednesdi^  ramn    that  day 

But  few  to  church  repair : 
For  on  ,that  day  you  know  we  read 

The  Commination  prayer. 

Oar  late  old  vicar,  a  kind  man, 

Once,.Sir,  he  said  to  me, 
He  wiah'd  that  service  was  dean  out 

Of  our  good  Lituigy. 

The  Mother  walk'd  into  the  chuiclt— 

To  Ellen's  seat  she  went ; 
Though  Ellen  always  kept  her  6huich^ 

All  church-days  during  Lent 

And  gentle  Ellen  weleomed  her 

Witkteourteous  looks  and  mild. 
Thought  she  *'  what  if  her  heart  ahoold  melt 

And  all  be  reconciled ! " 

The  day  vrae  searoely  like  a  day —  ' 
The  clouds  were  black  outright : 

And  many  a  night,  with  half  a  Moom, 
I've  seen  the  church  more  light 

The  wind  was  wild ;  against  the  gl|k9S 

The  rain  did  beat  and  bicker ; 
The  church-tower  swinging  overhead, 

Tou  scarce  could  hear  the  vicar! 

And  then  and  there  the  Mother  knelt. 

And  audibly  she  cried — 
"  Oh !  may  a  clinging  curse  consume 

This  woman  by  my  aide ! 

"  O  hear  me,  hear  me,  Lord  in  Heaven, 

Although  you  take  my  life — 
O  curse  this  woman,  at  whose  houae 

Young  Edward  woo'd  his  wife. 

*■  By  night  and  day,  in  bed  and  bower, 

Olethercunedbe!!!*' 
So  having  pray'd,  steady  and  slow. 

She  rose  up  from  her  knee ! 
And  left  the  church,  noi;  e'er  again 

The  church-door  enter'd  she. 


I  saw  poor  Ellen  kneeling  still. 
So  pale !  I  guess'd  not  why : 

When  she  stood  up,  there  plainly 
A  trouble  in  her  eye. 


And  when  the  prayers  were  done,  we  all 
Came  round  and  ask'd  her  why : 

Giddy  she  seem'd,  and  sure  Aere  was 
A  trouble  in  her  eye. 

But  ere  she  ftom  the  churclnloor  stepp'd. 
She  smiled  and  told  us  why ; 

'  It  was  a  wicked  woman's  cuise," 
Qltioth  she, "  and  what  care  1 1" 


She  smiled,  and  smiled,  and  peas'd  it  off 
Ere  from  the  door  she  stept — 

But  all  agree  it  w^iild  have  been 
Much  better  had  she  wept 

And  if  her  heart  was  not  at  ease. 
This  -was  l^r  constant  ciy — 

**  It  was  a  wicked  woman's  cnise 
God's  good,  and  what  care  I Y" 


^ere  was  a  hurry  in  her  looks. 
Her  struj^les  she  redoubled : 

"It  was  a  wicked  woman's  curse. 
And  why  shQuld  J  be  troubled  t 


» 


Tliese  tears  will  come — ^I  dandled  her 
When  'twas  th» merest iairy — 

Good  creature !  and  she  hid  it  all : 
She  told  it  not  to  Mary, 

But  Miiry  heard  the  tale :  her  arms 
Round  Ellen's  neck  she  threw ; 

"  O  Ellen,  Ellen,  she  cursed  me. 
And  now  die  hath  cursed  you !" 

I  saw  young  Edward  by  himiwlf 

Stalk  fast  adown  the  lea, 
He  snatch'd  a  stick  from  every  fences 

A  twig  fiom  every  tree. 

He  snapp'd  them  still  with  hand  or  knee 

And  then  away  they  flew ! 
As  if  with  his  uneosy  limbs 

He  knew  not  what  to  do ! 

To«  see,  good  Sir!  that  single  hillf 

Ifis  farm  lies  underneath : 
He  heard  it  there,  he  heard  it  ell 

And  only  gnash'd  his  teeth. 

Now  Ellen  was  a  darling  love 

In  all  his  joys  and  cares  : 
And  Ellon's  name  and  Mary's  name 
Fast  link'd  they  both  together  came. 

Whene'er  he  said  his  prayers. 

And  in  the  moment  of  his  prayers 
4    He  loved  them  both  alike  $ 
Tea,  both  sweet  names  with  one  sweet  pf 
Upon  his  heart  did  strike ! 

He  reach'd  his  home^  and  by  his  lookff    ^ 

They  saw  his  inward  strife : 
And  they  dung  round  him  with  their  srav 

Both  Ellen  and  his  wife. 

And  Mary  pould  not  check  her  teaz% 

So  on  his  breast  she  bow'd ; 
TheivFren^  melted  intp  Griqg 

And  Edvrard  wept  aloud. 


\ 


Dear  Ellen  did  not  weep  at  all. 
But  cloaelier  did  she  cling. 

And  tum'd  her  face,  and  look'd  i 
She  saw  some  frightful  thing. 
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PAXT  IT. 


To  tee  a  nan  tread  overgraTei  y 
I  hM  it  DO  good  maik;         / 

Tk  wicked  in  the  son  and  mooo, 
And  bad  luck -in  the  dark ! 


Ten  aee  diat  grave  T  The  Lord  he  giveib 

The  Lord,  he  takea  away : 
0  Sir!  the  child  of  my  old  age 

liei  there  as  cold  as  day. . 

EioepC  that  grave,. yon  icarce  lee  one 

That  was  not  dug^  by  me : 
I'd  rather  dance  upon  'em  all 

Than  tread  upon  theiM  three! 


«•  Ay,  Sexlon!  'tis  a  touching  tale," 
Ton,  Sir!  arehuta  hul; 

TUa  month  1  'm  in  my  aeTentieth 
And  still  it  makes  me  sad. 


And  Mary's  sister  told  it  me. 
For  three  good  houri  and  more ; 

Tlmagfa  I  had  heard  it,  in  the  main, 
From  Ekiward's  sel^  before. 

Well !  it  pasB'd  off!  the  gende  Ellen 

Did  well  nigh  dote  on  Mary ; 
And  she  went  oftener  than  before, 
And  Maiy  loved  her  more  and  more  t 

She  managed  all  the  dairy. 

To  market  she  on  marketdays, 

To  chnrch  on  Sundays  came ; 
All  seem'd  the  same :  all  seem'd  so,  Sir ! 

But  all  wag  not  the  same ! 

Ilad  Ellen  kwt  her  mirthf  Oh !  no ! 

But  she  was  seldom  cheerful ; 
And  Edward  look'd  as  if  he  thought 

Tbat  Ellen's  mir^i  was  foarfuV 

\l*hen  by  herself^  she  to  herMlf 

Must  sing  some  merry  rhyme ; 
Slie  could  not  now  be  glad  for  honn, 

Tet  silent  all  the  time. 

And  when  she  soothed  her  fiiend,  tfuongh  all 
Her  soothing  words  'twas  plain 

She  had  a  sore  grief  of  her  own, 
A  haunting  in  her  braiiL 

And  ofi  she  said,  I'lti  not  grown  ttiin! 

And  then  her  wrist  |he  spannM ; 
Ajkl  once,  when  Mary  was  downewt, 

She  took  her  by  the  hand. 
Ami  gaaed  upon  her,  and  at  first 

She  gendy  prea^d  her  hand; 

Then  harder,  till  her  gnsp  at  length 

Did  ^pe  like  a  convulsion  t 
Alas!  said  she,  we  ne'er  caxi  be 

Made  happy  by  oompulsbn ! 


And  once  her  bolh  arms  suddenly 

Round  Mary's  neck  ahe  flung, 
And  her  heart  panted,  and  she  felt 

The  words  upon  her  tongue. 

She  felt&em  ooniiag,but  no  powvr 
Had  she  the  words  to  smother ; 

And  with  a  kind  of  shriek  she  cried,        . 
"OhChiisl!  yon 'r»lfte  your  Mdtfi0r!\ 

« 

So  gentle  Ellen  now  no  more  • 

Could  make  this  sad  house  cheery\ 

And  Mary's  melancholy  ways 
Drove  Edward  wild  and  weary 

Lingering  he  raised  his  latch  at  ere 
Though  tired  in  heart  and  limb* 

He  loved  no  other  place,  and  yet  / 
Home  was  no  home  to  him.       ' 

(tee  evening  he  took  up  a  book, 

And  nothing  in  it  read ; 
Then  flung  it  down,  and  groaning,  cviad 

''Oh!  Heaven!  that  I  were  dead    / 


Blary  Iook*d  up  into  his  face, 

And  nothing  to  him  said ; 
She  tried  to  smile,  and  on  his  arm 

Mournfully  lean'd  her  head. 

And  he  burst  into  teari,  and  fell 

Upon  his  knees  in  prayer : 
<*  Her  heart  is  broke!  O  God !  my  gnef 

It  is  too  great  to  bear!** 

t 

7was  such  a  foggy  time  as  makes 

Old  Sextons,  Sir!  Uke  me, 
Rest  on  dieir  spades  to  cou^ ;  the  spliiii. 

Waa  late  uncommonly. 

And  then  the  hot  days,  all  at  once. 

They  came,  we  know  not  how  : 
Tou  look'd  about  for  shade,  when  scarce 

A  leaf  was  on  a  bough. 

It  bappen'd  then  (*twas  in  the  bower 

A  furiong  up  the  wood ; 
Perhaps  you  know  the  place,  and  yet 

I  scarce  know  how  you  should). 

No  path  leads  thither,  'tis  not  nigh 

To  any  posture-plot ; 
But  clustered  near  the  chattering  bitxik.     g 

Lone  hollies  mark'd  the  spot. 

Those  hollies  of  themselves  a  shape 

As  of  an  arbor  tool^ 
A  close,  round  arbor ;  and  it  stands 

Not  three  strides  fiom  a  brook.  / 

Within  this  arbor,  which  was  still 

With  scarlet  berries  hung,  m 

Were  these  three  friends,  one  Sunday  mozi^  1 

Just  as  the  firrt  bell  rung.  ' 
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Til  sweet  to  hear  a*  brook,  *tia  aweet 

To  hear  the  Sabbath-bell, 
Tib  sweet  to  hear  them  both  at  once, 

Deep  in  a  woody  dell. 

£Bs  limbs  along  the  men,  fais  hettd 

Upon  a  mossy  heap, 
M^th  shut-up  senses,  Edward  lay: 
That  brook  e'en  on  a  working  day 

Might  chatter  one  Id  sleep. 

And  he  had  pass'd  a  restless  night. 

And  was  not  well  in  health ; 
The  women  sat  down  by  his  side. 

And  talk'd  as  'twere  by,  stealth. 

-  The  sun  peeps  through  the  close  thick  leaTea^ 

See,  dearest  Ellen !  see !' 
Tis  in  the  leaves,  a  little  sim, 

No  bigger  than  your  e*e ; 


*  A  tiny  sun,  and  it  has  got 

A  perfect  glory  too; 
Ten  thousand  threads  and  hairs  of  light, 
Make  up  a  gloiy,  gay  and  bright, 

Roimd  that  small  orb,  so  blue.' 

And  then  they  argued  of  those  rays. 

What  color  they  might  be : 
Says  this,  **  they're  mMtly  green;"  says  that, 

"  They're  amber-like  to  me." 


\ 


So  they  sat  chatting,  while  bad  thoughts 
Were  troubling  Edward's  rest ; 

Bat  soon  they  heard  his  hard  quick  panli, 
And  the  thumping  in  his  breast 


DEJECTION; 


AN  ODBi 


*  A  Mother  too!"  these  self-same  words 

Did  Edward  mutter  plain ; 
His  fiuso  was  drawn  back  on  itself 

With  horror  and  huge  pain. 

Both  groen'd  at  once,  for  both  knew  well 
What  dioughts  were  in  his  mind ; 

When  he  waked  up,  and  stared  like  one 
That  hath  been  just  struck  blind. 

He  sat  upright ;  and  ere  the  draam 

Had  had  time  to  depart, 
%  O  God  foigive  me !  (he  exclaim'd) 
\  I  have  torn  out  her  heart" 


Then  Ellen  shriek'd,  and  ibrthwitfa  bunt 

Into  ungentle  Uog^ter; 
And  Mary  shiver'd,  where  she  sat, 
'    And  never  she  smiled  after. 


f^nneo  roBqaum  in  fatnnim  tsropos  rslegstam.  To*aMMrroir! 
'  To-BBonow!  sad  To-monow S- 


Lste,  Isle  retHwii,  I  nw  the  nmr  Moon, 
With  tiie  old  Mooq  in  ber  turn ; 
And  I  fear,  I  fear,  mj  MMterdear! 
We  ihall  have  a  deadly  aiorm. 

BalUd  9fSirFa»tuk  8pmu, 


Well!  if  the  Bard  was  weather-wise,  who  made 
The  grand  old  ballad  of  Sir  Patrick  Spence. 
This  night,  so  tranquil  now,,  will  not  go  hence 
Unrouaed  by  winds,  that  ply  ti  busier  trade 
Than  those  which  mould  yon  cloud  in  lazy  flakes, 
Or  the  dull  sobbing  draught,  that' moans  and  rakes 
Upon  the  strings  of  this  iEolian  lute. 
Which  better  ftr  were  mute. 
For  lo!  the  New*nioon  winter-bright  i 
And  avarspiead  with  phantom  light, 
(With  swimming  phantom  light  o'erspraad 
But  rimm'd  and  circled  by  a  silver  thread) 
I  see.  the  old  Moon  in  her  lap^  foretelling 

The  coming  on  of  rain  and  aqually  bhist 
And  oh !  that  even  now  the  gust  were  swelling, 

And  the  slant  nightrshower  driving  loud  and  ftst 
Those  sounds  which  oft  have  raised  me,  whibt 
diey  awed. 
And  sent  my  soul  abroad. 
Might  now  perhaps  their  wonted  impulse  give. 
Might  startle  this  dull  pain,  and  make  it  move  boS 
live! 

IL 

A  grief  without  a  pang,  void,  dark,  and  drear, 
A  stifled,  drowsy,  unimpassion'd  grief^ 
Which  finds  no  natural  outlet  no  relief^ 
In  word,  or  sigh,  or  tear — 

0  Lady !  in  this  wan  and  heartless  mood. 
To  other  thoughts  by  yonder  thioetle  woo'd. 

All  this  long  eve,  so  balmy  and  serene. 
Have  I  been  gazing  on  the  western  sky. 

And  its  peculiar  tint  of  yellow  green : 
And  still  I  gaze — and  with  how  blank  an  eye ! 
And  those  thin  clouds  above,  in  flakes  and  ban. 
That  give  away  their  motion  to  the  stan ; 
Those  Stan,  that  glide  behind  them  or  between. 
Now  sparkling,  now  bedimm'd,  but  always  seen- 
Ton  crescent  Moon,  as  fix'd  as  if  it  grew 
.In  its  own  cloudless,  starless  lake  of  blue; 

1  see  them  all  so  excellently  fiur, 

I  see,  not  feel,  how  beautiiul  they  are ! 

m. 

My  genial  spirits  fail, 

And  what  can  fhese  avaO 
To  lift  the  smothering  weight  from  off  Iny  breast! 

It  were  a  vain  endeavor. 

Though  I  should  gaze  finr  ever. 
On  that  green  light  that  lingen  in  the  v»«bi  : 
I  may  not  hope  from  outward  fetma  to  win 
The  paasion  Md  the  life,  whose  fountains  are  witfaia 

IV. 

O  Lady!  we  receive  but  what  we  give, 
And  in  our  life  alone  does  nature  live : 
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Oon  is  her  weddidg-gftiineiit,  oun  her  shroud ! 

And  would  we  aught  behold,  of,  higher  worth. 
Than  that  iimnimafe  cold  world  allow'd 
To  the  poor  loveless  ever-annous  crowd, 

Ah  i.frsiB  the  soul  itself  most  issue  IbrA, 
A  lighi«  a  glory,  a  6ir  luminous  cloud 

Enveloping  the  Earth — 
And  from  the  soul  itself  must  there  tw  sent 

A  sweel  and  potent  voice,  of  its  own  birthi 
Of  sll  sweet  sounds  the  life  and  element  I 

V. 

0  pore  of  heart!  liMip  need'st  not  ask  of  me 
What  this  strong  music  in  the  soul  may  be  i 
What,  and  wherein  it  doth  exist. 
This  light,  this  gloiy,  this  (air  Luminous  mist, 
This  beautiful  and  beauty-making  power. 

Joy,  viftuDus  Lady !  Joy  that  ne*er  was  giTen* 
Save  to  the  pure,  and  in  their  purest  hour, 
life,  and   life'*  Effluence,   Cloud   at  once   and 

Showery 
Joy,  Lridy !  is  the  Spirit  and  the  power. 
Which  wedding  Nature  lo  us  gives  in  dower 

A  new  Earth  and  new  Heaven, 
Undreamt  of  by  the  sensual  .and  the  proud- 
Joy  is  the  sweet  voice,  Joy  the  luminous  cloud-— 

We  in  ourselves  rejoice! 
And  thence  flows  all  that  charms  or  ear  or  sight, 

All  raeicMlies  the  echoes  of  that  vcnoe, 
w  All  colon  a  snffnsion  irom  that  light 


There 


VI. 
when. 


though  my  path 


a  time 
rough. 

This  joy  within  me  dallied  with  distress, 
And  all  miaibrtunes  were  but  as  the  stuff 
Whence  Fancy  made  me  dreams  of  happiness : 
For  hope  grew  round  me,  like  the  twining  vine, 
And  fruits,  and  foliage,  not  my  own,  seem'd  mine. 
But  now  afflictions  bow  me  down  to  earth : 
Kor  care  I  that  they  rob  me  of  my  mirth. 

But  oh  !  each  visitation 
Suspends  what  lOiture  gave  me  at  my  birth. 

My  shaping  spirit  of  Imagination. 
For  not  to  think  of  what  I  needs  must  feel. 

But  10  be  still  and  patient,  all  I  can ; 
And  ha|dy  by  abstruse  research  to  steal 

From  my  own  nature  all  the  natural  Maa— 

This  was  my  sole  resource,  my  only  plan : 
Till  that  which  suits  a  part  infects  the  whole. 
And  now  is  almost  grown  the  habit  of  my  SouL 

vn. 

Hence,  viper  thoughts,  that  coil  around  my  mind, 

Ra&Iity's  dark  dream! 
I  torn  from  yoa,  and  listen  to  the  wind, 

Which  long  has  raved  unnoticed.  What  a  scream 
Of  sgony  by  torture  lengthen'd  out 
That  lute    sent   forth  !    Thou  Wind,  th«t  lavest 
without, 

fisro  crag,  or  moimtain-taim,*  or  blasted  tree. 
Or  pinfr'grove  whither  woodman  never  clomb. 
Or  lonely  house,  kmg  held  the  witches'  home^ 

Methinks  were  fitter  instruments  for  thee, 
Msd  Luianist !  who  in  this  month  of  showers, 
Of  dark-brown  gardens,  and  of  peeping  flowers, 

*  Tgira  »  aMBsll  lake,  geoerallr,  if  snt  alwsTi,  an>Ked  to 
(h*  lakn  op  io  the  moootaim,  aod  which  are  the  fiwden  of 
UMHe  in  the  valJvra.  This  addraaa  to  the  Btonn-wind  will  net 
•Ppcar  ntravaffaal  to  thoae  who  haro  heard  it  at  nif  ht,  and 
IB  a  ■ooDiaiiwas  eooatrf. 

5  '« 


Makest  Devils'  yule,  with  worse  than  wintry  sung, 
The  blossoms,  buds,  and  timorous  leaves  among. 

Thou  Actor,  perfect  in  all  tragic  sounds ! 
Thou  mighty  Poet,  e'en  to  FYenzy  bold ! 
What  teirst  thou  now  about  7 
T  is  of  the  Rushing  of  an  Host'  in  rout. 
With   groans  of  trampled  men,  with  smarting 
wotmdi^— 
At  once  they  groan  with  pain,  and  shudder  with  the 

cold! 
But  hush !  there  is  a  pause  of  deepest  silence ! 

And  all  that  noise,  as  of  a  rushing  crowd. 
With  groans,   and   tremulous  shudderings-— aH  is 
over —  [loud ! 

It  tells  another  tale,  with  soimds  less  deep  and 
A  tale  of  leas  affright. 
And  temper'd  with  delight. 
As  Otway's  self  had  framed  the  tender  lay, 
T  is  of  a  little  child 
Up(m  a  lonesome  wild, 
Not  fiur  from  home,  but  she  hath  lost  her  way, 
And  now  moans  Idw  in  bitter  grief  and  fear, 
And  now  screams  loud,  and  hopes  to  make  her  mother 
hear. 

vm. 

T is  midnight,  but  small  thoughts  have  I  of  sleeps 
Full  seldom  may  my  friend  such  vigils  keep! 
Visit  her,  gentle  Sleep !  with  wings  of  healing. 

And  may  this  storm  be  but  a  mountain-birth, 
Afay  all  the  stars  hang  bright  above  her  dwelling. 

Silent  as  though  they  watch'd  the  sleeping  Earth. 
With  light  heart  may  she  nse, 
Gay  fancy,  cheerful  eyes, 

Joy  lih  her  Spirit,  joy  attiue  her  voice : 
To  her  may  all  things  live,  fiom  Pole  to  Pole 
Their  life  the  eddying  of  her  living  soul ! 

O  simple  sfHiit,  guided  fiom  above, 
Dear  Lady !  friend  devoutest  of  my  choice. 
Thus  mayest  thou  ever,  evermore  reijoiee. 


ODE  TO  GEORGIANA,  DUCHESS  GT 
DEVONSHIRE, 

on  THK  TWINTY-rOUIlTH  STANZA  IN  HER  *<rAI0AffB 
OVER  MOITNT  OOTHARD.** 


And  hay  the  ChaiMl !  haU  the  Platibrm  wiU ! 

Where  TM  directed  the  aTenginc  Dart, 
With  well-ttning  aim,  that  first  preserved  hit  Child 

Then  aim'd  the  arrow  at  the  Trrant'i  heart 


Splsndor's  fondly  fbster*d  child ! 
And  did  you  hail  the  Platform  wild, 

Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 

Beneath  the  shafl  of  Tell  f 
O  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure ! 
Whence  leamt  yon  that  heroic  measure  f 

light  as  a  dream  yoar  days  then-  drolets  ran. 
From  all  that  teaches  Brotherhood  to  Man ; 
Far,  far  removed!  from  want,  from  hope,  from  fear! 
Enchanting  music  lull'd  your  infant  ear, 
Obeisance,  praises  soothed  your  infant  heart : 

Emblazonments  and  old  ancestral  crests. 
With  many  a  bright  obtrusive  form  of  art, 

Detain'd  your  eye  from  nature  •  stately  vests 
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That  veiling  strove  to  deck  your  chamii  divine. 
Rich  viaods,  and  the  pleasurable  virine, 
Were  yours  uneam'd  by  toil ;  nor  oonld  you  wee 
The  unenjoying  toiler's  misery. 
And  yet,  free  Nature's  nncorrupted  child. 
You  haiPd  the  Chapel  and  the  Platfonn  Wild, 
Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the 'shaft  of  Tell ! 

O  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure ! 

Whence  leamt  you  that  heroio  measure  t 

There  crowd  your  finely-fibred  frame, 

All  living  faculties  of  bliss; 
And  Genius  to  jrour  cradle  came, 
His  forehead  wreathed  with  lambent  flame. 
And  bending  low,  with  godlike  kiss 
Breathed  in  a  more  celestial  life ; 
But  boasts  not  many  a  fair  compeer 

A  heart  as  sensitive  to  joy  and  fear  ? 
And  some,  perchance,  might  wage  an  equal  strife. 
Some  few,  to  nobler  being  wrought, 
Co>rivals  in  the  nobler  gift  of  thought 
Fet  thete  delight  to  celebrate 
liaureird  War  and  plumy  State  \ 
Or  in  vene  and  music  dress 
Tales  of  rustic  happiness-— 
Pernicious  Tales !  insidious  Strains ! 
That  steel  the  rich  man's  breast; 
And  mock  the  lot  unblest. 
The  sordid  vices  and  the  abject  pains. 
Which  evennore  most  be 
The  doom  of  Ignorance  and  Penury ! 
Urn  you,  free  Nature's  uncomipted  child. 
You  haiVd  the  Chapel  and  the  Platform  wild. 
Where  once  tlie  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaftof  Tell ! 
O  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pleasure  I 
Where  leamt  jmu  that  heroic  measure  t 


You  were  a  Mother !  That  most  holy  name, 
V^Hiich  Heaven  and  Nature  bless, 
I  may  not  vilely  prostitute  to  those 

Wliose  Infants  owe  them  less 
Than  the  poor  Caterpillar  owes 
Its  gaudy  Parent  Fly. 
YoQ  were  a  Mother !  at  your  bosom  fed 

The  Babes  that  loved  you.  You,  with  laughing  eye, 
Each  tviilight-thought,  each  nascent  feeling  read. 
Which  you  yourself  created.    Oh !  delight ! 
A  second  lime  to  be  a  Mother, 

Without  the  Mother's  bitter  groans : 
Another  thought,  and  yet  another. 
By  touch,  or  taste,  1^  looks  or  tones 
O'er  (he  growing  Sense  to  roll. 
The  Mother  of  your  inffint's  Soul ! 
The  Angel  of  the  Earth,  who,  while  he  guides 

His  chario^planet  round  the  goal  of  day. 
All  trembling  gases  on  the  Eye  of  God, 

A  moment  tum'd  his  awful  face  away ; 
And  as  he  view'd  you,  from  his  aspect  sweet 

New  influences  in  your  being  rose. 
Blest  Intuitions  and  Communions  fleet 
With  living  Nature,  in  her  joys  and  woes ! 
Thenceforth  your  soul  rejoiced  (o  see 
The  shrine  of  social  Liberty ! 
O  beautiful !  O  Nature's  child ! 
TiKWt  thence  you  hail'd  'he  Platform  wild. 


Where  once  the  Austrian  fell 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  Tell! 
O  Lady,  nursed  in  pomp  and  pl< 
Thenoe  leamt  you  that  heroic 


ODE  TO  TRANQUILLITY. 

Tranquilutt  !  then  better  name 

Than  all  the  family  of  Fame ! 

Thou  ne'er  wilt  leave  my  rip^r  age 

To  low  intrigue,  or  factious  rage ; 

For  oh !  dear  child  of  thoughtful  Traih, 

To  thee  I  gave  my  eariy  youth. 
And  lefk  the  bark,  and  blest  the  sted&st  shore, 
Ere  yet  the  Tempest  rose  and  scared  me  with  its  nw 

Who  late  and  lingering  seeks  thy  shrine, 
On  -him  but  seldom,  power  divine. 
Thy  spirit  rests!  Satiety 
And  Sloth,  poor  countei^eiti  of  thee. 
Mock  the  tired  worldling.    Idle  Hope 
And  dire  Remembrance  interlope, 
To  vex  the  feverish  slumbers  of  the  mind : 
The  bubble  floats  before,  the  spectre  stalks  behind. 

But  me  thy  gentle  hand  will  lead 
At  morning  through  the  accustom'd  mcsd  ,* 
And  in  the  sultiy  summer's  heat 
Will  build  me  up  a  mossy  seat ; 
And  when  the  gu^t  of  Autumn  crowib 
And  breaks  the  hxisy  moonlight  clouds. 
Thou  best  the  thought  canst  raise,  the  heart  attone 
Light  as  the  busy  clouds,  calm  as  the  gliding  Moon 

The  feeling,  heart,  the  searching  soul. 
To  thee  I  dedicate  the  whole ! 
And  while  within  myself  I  trace 
The  greamess  of  some  future  race. 
Aloof  with  hermit-eye  I  scan 
The  present  works  of  present  man — 
A  wild  and  dream-like  trade  of  blood  and  guile, 
Too  fbolish  fer  a  tear,  loo  wicked  for  a  smile ! 


i 


TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND, 

ON  BIS  PROPOSING  TO   DOHKBTICATE   WITH  TBI 

Ain-BOA. 

OOMPOSBD  IN  1798. 

A  MOUNT,  not  wearisome  and  bare  and  steep, 

But  a  green  mountain  variously  up-piled, 
Where  o'er  the  jutting  rocks  soil  mosses  creep, 
Or  bolor'd  lichens  with  slow  oozing  weep ; 

Where  cypress  and  the  dari^er  yew  start  wild ; 
And  'mid  the  summer  torrent's  gentle  dash 
Dance  brighten 'd  the  red  clusters  of  the  ash ; 

Beneath  whose  boughs,  by  those  stall  sounds  be 
giiiled, 
Calm  Penaiveness  might  muse  herself  to  sleep; 

Till  haply  startled  by  some  fleecy  dam. 
That  mstling  on  the  bu.shy  clifl  above,  • 
With  melancholy  bleat  of  anxious  love, 

Made  meek  inquiry  for  her  wanderiQg  lamb 
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Such  a  gnea  moonttiiii'  H  wero  moit  sweec  to  climb, 
E'en  while  the  boMm  ached  with  kmelinwi 
How  mora  than  sweat,  if  eome  dear  /riend  ihould 

The  adventutoiii  tail,  and  up  the  path  tublime 
Now  lead,  now  ibllow ;  the  glad  Uudacape  round, 

Wide  and  more  wide^  increasing  -without  bound ! 

<  • 

O  then  't  were  loveliett  sympathy,  to  mark 
The  berries  of  the  hal^uiMOoted  ash 
Dripfxng  and  bright ;  anu  list  the  torrent^s  doah,-^ 

Beneath  the  .cypress,  or  the  yew  mora  dark,    * 
Seated  at  ease,  on  some  sroobih  mossy  rock ; 
In  social  silence  now,  add  noW  Ip  unlock 
The  treasured  hear^ ;  arm  liuk'd  in  friendly  arm, 
SsTe  if  the  one,  his  muse's  witching  charm 
Mattering  twbw-benu  at  unwatch'd  -distance  lag ; 

Till  high  Overhead  his  beckoning  finend  appears. 
And  from  the  forehead  of.Ahe  topmost  crag 

Shouts  eagerly :  for  haply  ikera  uprears 
That  shadowing  pine  its  nld  romantic  limbs, 

Which  latest  shall  detain  the  ehamour'd  sight 
Seen  from  below*  when  eve  the  valley  dims. 

Tinged  yellow  with,  the  rich  departing  light ; 

And  haplj,  basin'd  in  some  unsunu'd  ciel^ 
A  beauteous  spring,  th^  rock's  collected  lean, 
Sleeps  sheller'd  there,  scaree  wnukled  by  the  gale  I 

Together  thus,  the  world's  vain  Jiurmoil  left, 
Streich'd  on  Ae  crag,  and  shadowed  by  the  pine, 

And  bending  o'er  the  clear  delicious  fount. 
Ah!  dearest  youili  I  ,it  were  a  lot  divine 
To  cheat  odr  noons  in  moralizing  mood, 
^1iile  west-winds  fonn'd  our  temples  toil-bedewM  : 

Then  downwards  slope,  oft  pausing,   from  the 
mount. 
To  florae  lone  mansion,  in  some  woody  dale, 
Vthere  smiling  with  blue  eye,  domestic  bliss 
Gives  thii  the  Husband's,  that  the  Brother's  kiss ! 

Thus  rudely  wemed  in  allegoric  lore, 
The  Hill  of  Knowledge  iessay'd  to  trace ; 
That  verduiDUB  hill  with  many  a  resting-place. 
And  many  a  stream,  whose  Garbling  watets  pour 

To  glad  and  fertilize  the  subject  plfuns ; 
Thai  hill  with  secret  sprii^fps,  and  nooks  untrod. 
And  many  a  foncy-blest  and  holy  sod. 

Where  Inspiration,  his  diviner  stroira 
hovi  murmuring,  lay ;  and  starting  from  the  rocks 
S:iir  livergreeiB,  whose  spreading  forage  mocks 
Want's  barren  soil,  and  the  bleak  frosts  of  age, 
And  Bigotry's  mad  fire4nvoking  rage! 


LINES  TO  W.  I>  ESQ. 

WHILB  tfl  9AN0  ▲  SOirO  TO  rUROLL'S    MUSIC. 

WntLZ  my  young  cheek  retains  its  healthful  huea. 

And  I  have  many  friends  who  hold  me  dear ; 

L        — !  methinks,  I  would  not  often  hear 
Siuch  melodies  as  thine,  lest  I  should  lose 
All  memoir  of  the  wrongs  and  sore  distress, 
.  For  which  my  miserable  t>rethren  weep }    ■ 

But  should  uncomforted  nlisfortunes  steep 
My  daily  bread  in  fears  and  binemess  ; 
And  if  at  death's  dread  moment  I 'should  lie 

With  no  beloved  fode  at  my  bodmide. 
To  fi^  the  last  glance  of  my  closing  eye, 

Methinks,  such  strains,  breathed  fay  niy.angel<guid^ 
Would  make  me  pass  the  cup  of  anguish  liy. 

Mix  with  the  blest,  nor  kiiQw  that  j(  had  died ! 


ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  MAN  OF  FORTUNE 

WHO   ABANDONED   HIMSELr   TO   AN   INDOLENT   AND 
CAIT5ELES8  HELA-KCHOLT. 

Hence  that  fantastic  wantonness  of  woe, 
O  Youth  to  partial  Fortune  vainly  dear! 

To  plunder'd  Want's  balf-sheltcr'd  hovel  go, 
Go,  and  some  himger-bittcn  lufant  hear 
Moan  haply  in  a  dying  Mother's  ear : 

Or  when  the  cold  and  dismal  fog-damps  bnod 

O'er  the   rank  churchfyard  with  sere  elm-leaves 
sirew'd, 

Pace  round  some  widow's  grave,  whose  dearer  part 
Was  slaughter 'd,  ^^rhere  o'er  his  uncoffln'd  limbs 

The  fiockiug  flesh-birds  scream'd !  Then,  while  thy 
heart 
Groans,  and  thine  oye  a  fiereer  sorrow  dims. 

Know  (and  the  truth  shall  kindle  thy  young  mind) 

What  Nature  makes  thee  mourn,  she  bids  thee  heal ! 
O  abject !  ,if,  to  sickly  dreams  resign'd, 

^1  eflbitless  thou  leave  life's  commonweal 

A  prey  to  Tyrants,  Murderers  of  Mankind. 


0  .t<'ek  retiring  spirit!  we  will  climb, 

Ch  e.ing  and  cheer'd,  this  lovely  hill  sublime ; 

Aiid  (rom  the  stirring  world  uplifted  high 
(WriQse  noises,  faintly  wafted  on  the  wirul, 
To  i]uiet  musings  shall  attune  the  niinil. 
And  ofl  the  melancholy  themt.  supply). 
There,  while-iho  prospect  through  the  gazing  eye 
Pours  all  its  healthful  greenness  on  the  soul, 
W'e'U  smile  at  wealth,  and  learti  to  smile  at  fiune, 
Our  hopes,  our  knowledge,  and  our  joys  the  same. 

As  neighboring  fountains  image,  each  the  whole : 
Then,  when  the  mind  hath  drunk  its  fill  of  truth, 

Wdl  disripline  the  heart  to  pure  delight. 
Rekindling  sober  Joy's  domestic  (lame. 
They  whom  I  love  shall  fove  thee.    Honor'd  youth ! 


BONNET  TO  THE  RIVEtt  OTTER. 

Dear  native  firook !  wihl  Streamlet  of  the  West! 

How  many  \rarious-fated  years  have  pest. 

What  happy,  and  what  mournful  hours,  since  last 
I  skimm'd  the  smooth  thin  stone  along  thy  breas^ 
Numbering,  its  light  leaps !  yet  so  deep  imprest 
Sink  the  sweet  scenes  of  childl^ood,  tlmi  mine  eyea 

I  never  shut  amid  the  sunny  ray. 
But  straight  with  all  their  tints  thy  waters  rise. 

Thy  crossing  plank,  thy  marge  with  willows  gray. 
And  bedded  sand  that  vein'd  with  various  dyes 
Gleam'd  through  thy  bright  tran^[)arenee !  On  my 
way, 

Viskms  of  childhood  \  oft  have  ye  beguiled 
Iy)ne  manhood's  cares,  yet  woking  fondest  sighs  x 

Ah !  that  once  more  1  were  a  careless  child ! 


SONNET. 

COMFOSKD  ON  A  JOCRNBr  HOMEWARD ;  THE  AOTHOE 
HAVING  RBCEfVED  fNTELLIGKVCK  OP  THE  BIRTH 
OP   A  SON,  SEPTEMBER  dO,^h7d6. 


Opt  o'er  my  brain  does  that  itrnngo  fancy  roll 
Now  may  Heaven  realize  this  vision  bright !         |     Which  makes  the  present  (while  tbe  flash  doth  lasQ 
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.Seem  a  mere  sembUince  of  aome  unknown  paat, 
Mix'd  with  such  feelings,  as  perplex  the  aoul 
Selfquestion'4  in  her  aleep ;  and  nne  haye  Mid* 

We  lived,  ere  yet  this  robe  of  Fleth  we  woie. 

Omy  sweet  baby !  wh^n  I  reach  my  door^ 
If  lieavy.  looks  ahottld  tell  me  thou  art  dead 
(As  sometimes,  through  excess  of  hope,  I  iear), 
1  think  that  I  should  struggle  to  believe 
.    Thott  wert  a  spirit,  to  .this  nether  sphere 
Sentenced  ibr  some  more  venial  crime  to  grieve ; 
Didst  scream,  then  spring  to  meet  iieaven'a  quiek 
reprieve. 

While  we  wept  idly  o'er  thy  little  bieri 


SONNET. 

TO  A  FRICIfO  WHO  MtXMD,  ROW  I  FILT  VHSN  TBI 
NDUE  FIKfT  PRXSENTEto  BY  INFAMT  TO  MK. 

Chakles  !  ray  sl*w  heart  was  only  aad,  when  fint 
I  scarai'd  that  &Ofi  of  feeble  in&ncy : 

For  dimly  on  jay  tfiiaughtful  spirit  bunt 
All  I  had  been,  and  all  my  child  might  be ! 

But  when  I  saw  It  on  its  Mother's  arm. 
And  banging  at  her  bosom  (she  the  while 
Bent  o'er  its  features  with  a  tearful  smile) 

Then  I  was  thrill'd  and  melted*  and  most  vrarm 

Impressed  a  Father's  kiss :  and  all  beguiled 
Of  dark  remembrance  and  presageful  fear, 
I  seem'd  to  see  an  angel-ibrm  appear-. 

T  was  even  thine,  beloved  woman  mild ! 
So  for  the  Mother's  sake  the  Child  woa  dear. 

And  dearer  was  the  Mother  for  the  Child. 


THE  VfRGIN«  C&ADLEHTMV. 

OOnXD  fftOM  A  FRINT  OF  TJOC  VIROm  Iff  A  CAIVOUO 
VILLAQE  IN  anmANT. 

DoRm,  Jesn !  Mater  ridet, 
QusB  tarn  dulcem  aomnuiyi  videt, 

Dermi,  Jesu !  blandule ! 
Si  non  dormis,  Mater  pkm^ 
Inter  file  cantons  oret 

Blande,  veni,  somntile. 

KNOUSU. 


Seep,  sweet  babe !  my  cans 
Mother  sits  beside  thee  smiling : 

Sleep,  my  darling,  tenderiy ! 
If  thoQ  sleep  net,  mother  moomedi. 
Singing  as  her  wheel  she  tumeth  t 

Come,  soft  slumber,  'balmily ! 


OM  THE  VHUWriSKOIQ  OP  A  PKUnUII  OSIIJX 

This  day  among  the  &itfafal  placed 

And  fed  with,  ibntal  manna ; 
O  with  matenal  title  gmoed 

Dear  Anna's  dearest  Anna  I 

]^T.  m  Phttdm 


While 

A  maid  of  spotleaB  fiugse, 
ril  breathe  4hia  mon 

Mayst  ^u  deservo  thy 


Thy  Molker's  nalne,  a  potat  speU, 

That  bids  the  Vii^oi  hie 
From  mystic  grove  and  living  eeU 

Gonfeat  to  Fancy's  eye ; 

Meek  QuietnlBSf,  without  oflence ;, 

'Content,  in  homespuii  klrt}e ; 
Tme  Love  {  and  True  Love's  Innocent 

White  BkMBom  of  the  My»^ ! 

Aasociatas  of  thy  name,  sweet  Child ! 

These  Virtues  mayst  thou  virin ; 
Widi  ^aoe  as  ekiquently  mild  *- 

1>>  say,  they  lodge  wittaih. 

So  when,  her  tale  of  days  all  flown; 

Thy  Mother  shall  be  miss'd  here ; 
When  Heaven  at  lengtt  shall  claim  its  own, 

And  Angels  snatch  th^  Sbter ; 

Some  hoary-headed  FrieAd,  perphance. 

May  gaze  with 'stifled  br^uh  ; 
And  oft,  in  momentaiy  tiranoe, 

Foiget  the  waste  of  death. 

EY'n  thus  a  lovely  rose  I  view'd 

In  summerewelling  pride; 
Nor  maric'd  the  bud,  that  green  and  rode 

Peep'd  at  the  Rose's  side. 

It  chanced,  I  paas'd  again  tiiat  w«y 

In  Autumn's  latest  hour. 
And  wond'ring  saw  the  selCaame  ipny 

Bkh  with  the  selfsame  flower. 

Ah  fond  deceit !  the  rode  given  'bOd 

Alike  in  shape»  place,  name. 
Had  bloom'd,  where  bloom'd  iia  paient  atnd 

Another  and  the  •■*»«*  * 


EPTTAFH  ON  AN  INFAMT. 

• 

Its  bahny  UpB  die  Inftnt  ^lest 
Relaxing  ifom  its  Mother's  hreasC, 
How  awoet  it  hmves  the  happy  sigh 
Of  innocent  Satie^! 

And  such  my  Infont's  latest  sigh! 
O  tell,  rude  stone!  thepasseivby, 
That  here  liie  pretty  babe  doth  li«, 
Deatii  tang  to  sleep  with  LoUahy. 


MIfiLANCBDLT. 


,A  FRAOmif^ 


SraxTCH^D  oA  a  moulder'd  Abbey's  broadest  Vk.* 
Where  runing  ivies  propp'd  the  ruins 

Her  folded  aims  wrapping  her  tatter'd  pall, 
Had  Melancholy  mused  honelf  to  sleeps 
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The  ISwn  was  pnm*d  benealh  lier  hair, 
The  dari^'gxeen  Addei^t  Twigue*  wm  there  4 
4iid  still  as  past  the  flaggiiig  8e»-gale  weak, 
rhe  long  lank  leaf  bow*d  fluttering  o'er  her  cEeek. 

Hiat  pallid  cheek  was  flush'd :  her  eager  look 
Beam'd  eloqaent  in  slumber!  Inly  Wrought, 
Imperfect  sounds  her  moviog  lips  forsook, 
And  her  bent    forehead  worked  with    troubled 
thought'' 
Strange  ivas  the  dream 


TBLL'S  BIRrH-PLACS. 

DOTAIVD  ttLOU  nOLBBML 

Makk  this  holjr  chapel  well ! 
The  Btrth-plaoe,  this,  €€  William  TelL 
Here,  where  stands  God's  altar  dre«d» 
Stood  hiy  parents'  maitiage-bed. 

Here  fiist,  an  infint  to  hw  breast, 
Him  hb  loving  modier  prest ; 
And^kiss*d  the  babe,  and  bleas'd  the  dmf, 
A]}d  pray'd  as  mothers  use  lo  pray : 

•  Vdlicbsaib  hhn  health,  O  God,  and  gi^ 
ne  Child  thy  servant  still  to  live  !** 
But  God  has  destined  to  do  more 
Through  himt  than  thnn^fh  an'  armed  power* 

God  gave  him  revefeace  of.  lawp, 

Yet  stirring  blood  in  Freedom's  cause 

A  spirit  to  his  rocks  akin. 

The  eye  of  the  Hawk,  and  the  fiie  dierain! 

To  Nature  and  to  Holy  writ 
Akme  did  God  die  boy  ooroihit: 
Whera  flash'd  and  roar'd  the  torrent,  oft 
His  soul  found  vikings,  and  soar'd  alcA ! 

Hie  straining  oar  afid  chamois  chase 
Had  foim'd  his  limbs  toetrength  and  grace: 
On  wave  mid  wind  the  boy  would  tass. 
Was  grea^  nor  knew  how  great  he  was ! 

Hd  knew  not  that  his  chosen  hand. 
Made  siniaig  by  God,  his  native  land 
Wonltf  reacue  from  the  shamefiil  yoke 
or  ^hwis the  which  he  broke! 


A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL. 

ThK  Sliepheids  went  their  hasty  way, 
'  And  found  the  loidy  stablMlied 
Where  the  Viigin-Modier  lay : 
And  now  they  cheeked  their  eegvtr  tfead, 
fbr 'b  the  Babe,  that  at  her  bosom  clung, 
A  Mother's  song  the  Viigin-Mother  |ui^ 

Tlwy  I0U  her  bow  a  ghntiotta  Hght, 

nnwiBJng  from  e  heavenly  Oawtg, 
Around  them  shane^  anspeuding  night! 
While,  sweeter  dten  a  Alether*s  aoog* 
Mest  Ai^ls  hendded  the  Savior*s  birth, 
Gkry  to  God  on  hig^!  and  peace  on  Earth. 


She  llsten'd  to  the  tele  divine. 

And  closer  still  the  Babe  she  pressM ; 
And  while  she  cried,  the  Babe  is  mine!. 
The  milk  rush'd  foster  to  her  breast: 
'Joy  rose  within  her,  like  a  summer's  mom ; 
Peace,  Peace  on  £arth !  the  Prince  oC  Peace  is  bom. 

Thou  Mother  of  die  Prince  of  I%aoe, 

Poor,  simple,  and  oTlow  estate! 
That  Snife  sho«dd  vanish.  Battle  cease, 
O  why  shouU  this  thy  soul  elate  7 
Sweet  Music's  loudest  note,  the  Poet's  story,  . 
Did'st  thou  ne'er  loiw  to  hear  of  Fame  and  Gloiy  f 

And  is  not  War  a  youthful  King, 
A  stately  Hero  clad  inmail  ? 
Beneath  his  footsteps  laurels  spring ; 
Ifim  £arth's  majestic  raonarchs  hail 
Hieir  Friend,  dieir  Play-mate!  and  his  boM  bright  eye 
Compels  the  maiden's  leve-eonfoming  si|^ 

"  Tell  thii  in  some  more  oourdy  sbene, 

To  maids  and  youths  in  robes  of  state ! 
I  am  a  woman  poor  and  mean, 
And  therefore  is  my  Soul  elate. 
War  ia  a  ruffian,  all  with  guilt  defiled. 
That  from  the  aged  Father  tears  his  Child ! 

"  A  mufderous  fiend,  by  fiends  adored. 

He  kills  the  Sire  and  starves  the  Son ; 
The  Husband  kills,  and  from  her  boaid 
Steals  all  his  Widow's  toil  had  won ; 
Plunders  God's  worid  of  beauty;  rends  awyy 
All  aafety  fiem  the  Night,  lall  comfort  from  the  Diy 

"  Then  wisely  is  my  soul  elate,    i 

That  Strife  should  vanish.  Battle  cease :       ^ 
I  'm  poor  and  of  a  low  estate. 
The  Mother  of  the  Prince  of  Peaoe« 
Joy  rises  in  me,  like  a  summer's  mom : 
Peace,  Peace  on  £arth !  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  bom!  * 


HUMAN  UFE, 

ON  THK  DENIAL  OF  IHMOETAUTT 


*  A  boCuieal  ndstake.   IIm  i^aat 
vikci «  eslsd  ihs  Bart's  Tonsaa. 


ishieh  the  post  ksrade- 


Ir  dead,  we  cease  to  be ;  if  total  gloom 

Swalfow  up  hfo's  brief  fiash  foraye*  we  ftw 
As  summer-gusts,  of  sudden  birth  and  doom, 

Whoae  sound  and  motkm  not  alone  declare.  • 
But  are  their  tehde  of  being!  If  the  filreath 

Be  lifo  Itself,  and  not  its  task  and  tent, 
ff  even  a  aonl  like  Milt^n^s  can  know  death , 

O  Man !  thou  veaMl,  purpOBeless,  unmeant;    ' 
Tet  drone^ive  strange  <^  phantom  purposes ! 

I^Btrplus  of  Nature's  dread  activify. 
Which,  as  she  gated  on  some  mg^-finish'd  vtm, 
Itoreatfirig  riow,  vrith  meditative  paun. 

She  formH]  with  resdess  hands  nneonsdokidf! 
Blank  accident!  nothing's  anomaly! 

If  ffootlett  thus,  thus  substancelett  thy  state, 
Go»  weigh  thy  dreams;  and  be  thy  Hopes,  thyFeam 
The  ceonter-^wighte  f— Tliy  Laughter  and  thy  l^atfa 

Mean  but  themselves,  etch  fitMst  to  crenta^ 
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And  to  cepay  the  othcnr !  Why  rejoices 

Thy  heart  with  hollow  joy  for  hollow  good  ? . 

Why  cowl  thy  face  beneath  the  mourner's  hood. 
Why  waste  thy  sighs,  and  thy  kmenting  voices, 

Image  of  image.  Ghost  of  Ghostly  Elf^ 
That  such  a  thing  as  thou  feePst  warm  or  cold ! 
Yet  what  and  whence  ihy  gain  if  thou  withhold 

These  costless  shadowis  d*  thy  shodowy  self  7 
Be  sad !  be  glad  !  be  neither !  seek,  or  shun ! 
Thou  halt  no  reason  why !  Thou  canst  have  none : 
Thy  being's  being  is  contmdiction. 


THE  VISIT  OF  THE  GpDa 

IMITATED  FROM  SCHILLXB* 

Nevcr,  believe  me, 
Appear  the  Immortals, 
Never  alone : 
Scarce  had  I  welcomed  the  Sqrrow-beguiler, 
lacchuB !  but  in  came  Boy  Cupid  the  Smiler ; 
Lo !  PhcBbus  the  Glorious  descends  from  his  Throne ! 
They  advance,  they  float  in,  the  Olympians  all !  „, 
With  Divinities  fills  my 
Terrestrial  Hall ! 

How  shall  I  yield  you 
Due  entertainment, 
CelestaaV  Quire  ? 
Me  rather,  bright  guests!  with  your  wings  of  up- 

buoyance 
Bear  aloft  to  your  homes,  to  youf  banquets  of  joyance, 
That  the  roofs  of  Olympus  may  echo  my  lyre ! 
Ha !  wo  mount !  on  their  pinions  they  wail  up  my  Soul ! 

0  give  me  the  Nectar ! 
O  fill  me  the  Bowl! 
Give  him  the  Nectar! 
Pour  out  for  the- Poet, 
Hebe !  pour  free  ! 
Quicken  his  eyes  with  celestial  dew. 
That  Styx  the  detested  no  more  he  m^y  view, 
And  like  one  of  us  Gods  may  conceit  him  to  be ! 
Thanks, Hebe!  I  quaff  it!  lo  Ptean,  I  cry! 
The  Wine  of  the  Immortals 
Forbids  me  to  die  I 


ELEGY. 

IMITATED  FROM  ONE  OF  AKENSIDE'S  BLANK 

INSCRIPTIONS. 

Near  the  lone  pile  with  ivy  overspread. 
Fast  by  the  rivulet's  sleep-persuading  sound. 

Where-**  sleeps  the  moonlight  *'  on  yon  verdant  bed— 
P  humbly  press  that  conlecrated  ground ! 

For  there  does  Edmund  rest,  the  learned  swain! 

And  there  his  spirit  most  delights  to  rove : 
Young  Edmund !  &med  for  each  harmonious  strain, 

And  the  sore  wounds  of  iU-requited  love. 

Like  some  tall  tree  that  spreads  its  branches  wide, 
And  loads  the  west-wind  with  its  soft  perfume. 

His  manhood  blossoro'd:  till  the  faithless  pride         ' 
Of  fair  Matilda  sank  him  to  the  tomb.    ' 


But  soon  did  righteous  Heaven  her  guilt  pursne ! 

Where'er  with  wilder'd  steps'  she  wander'd  pale. 
Still  Edmund's  image  rose  to  blost  her  view, 

Still  Edmund's  voice  accused  her  in  each  gala. 

With  keen  regret,  and  conscious  guilt's  alarms. 
Amid  the  pomp  of  affluence  she  pined : 

Nor  oll^  tliai  lured  her  faith  from  Edmund's  aims 
Could  lull  the  wakeful  horror  of  her  mind 

Go,  Traveller!  tell  the  tale  with  sorrow  fi^ughc 
Some  tearful  maid,  perchance,  or  blooning  youth 

May  hold  it  in  remembrance^  and  be  taught 
That  Riches  cannot  ^y  for  Love  or  Truth. 


KUBLA  KHAN; 

OR,  A  VISION  IN  A  DREAlt 


[The  foUowfnf  fnsment  ii  hero  pablklKMi  at  the  reqoMt  oft 
pool  of  f  reat  and  deiarved  cclebrilf ,  and.  as  far  as  Uie  Aolbor'a 
own  opMiioiM.aro  concerned,  rather  as  a  psychological  cariositr, 
than  on  the  ground  of  aar  supposed  pottie  merits. 

In  the  sammer  of  the  ywt  1797,  the  Atatbnr.  then  in  ill  health, 
had  retired  to  a  lonely  farm-house  butWeen  Porlock  and  Ldiitoa, 
on  the  Elxmoor  confines  of  Snmeisct  and  Doi'onshire.  In  cco- 
seqoenee  of  a  slight  indisposition,  an  anodyne  bad  been  pre- 
scribed, ftom  the  eflecu  of  which  he  felt  asleep  in  his  chair  at 
the  moment  that  he  was  reading  the  foUowinr  sentence,  at 
words  of  the  same  sobetance,  in  Purchas's  **  Pilfrrimaca  :"— 
"  Her^  the  Khan  Kubia  commanded  a  palace  to  he  built,  and  a 
stately  garden  thereanto ;  and  thus  ten  miles  of  fertile  ground 
wero  inclosed  with  a  wall.**  The  author  continued  for  abou* 
thrfea  hours  in  a  profound  sleep,  at  feast  of  the  eitemal  sensev, 
during  which  tinra  he  has  the  most  vivid  con(id«nce  that  he  conU 
not  have  composed  lens  than  from  two  to  three  hundred  lines;  if 
that  indeed  can  be  culled  composition  in  which  all  the  images 
rose  up  before  him  m  thing f,  with  a  parallel  pnoducUon  of  the 
correspondent  ezpresniuM,  without  any  spoaalion.  or  conscioia- 
ness  of  effort  On  awaking  he  appeared  to  himself  to  have  a 
distinct  recollection  of  the  whole,  and  taking  his  pen.  ink,  and 
paper,  instantly  and  eageriy  wrote  down  the  lines  that  are  hers 
preserved.  At  this  moment  he  was  unfortunately  called  out  by 
a  person  on  business  from  porlock,  and  detained  by  him  above 
an  hour,  and  on  his  return  to  his  room,  found,  to  bis  no  small 
surprise  and  mortification,  that  thouah  he  still  mtatned  some 
vnsue  and  dim  recollection  of  the  genenj  purport  of  the  vision 
yet,  with  the  exception  of  some  eight  or  ten  scattered  lines  aaJ 
images,  all  the  rest  had  passed  away  like  the  images  on  the 
surface  of  a  stream  into  which  a  stone  had  b<^  cast,  but,  alas! 
without  the  sAer  restoratioo  of  tha  latter. 

Then  all  lh«  oiviB 
Is  brokon^all  that  phantom-world  so  fair 
Vanishes,  and  a  thousand  circlets  spread, 
And  each  misshapes  the  other.    Stay  awhile. 
Poor  yoath !  who  scarcely  darest  lift  uff  thine  tyta  » 
The  stream  will  soon  renew  its  smoothness,  aooo 
The  visions  will  return !  And  lo.  he  stay^ 
And  soon  the  fVagments  dim  of  lovely  forms 
Come  trembling  back,  unite,  and  now  once  mm 
The  pool  becomes  a  mirror. 

Tet  from  the  atill  surviving  recollections  in  hismiod,  the  Aotho 
has  frequently  purposed  to  finish  for  himself  what  LaJ  bees 
originally,  as  it  were,  given  to  him.  Zcr/icpoy  a^icF  ant' 
but  the  to-morrow  is  yet' to  come. 

As  a  contrast  to  this  vision,  I  have  aDnexed  a  fVaprment  of  • 
very  diflbrent  character,  describing  with  eqoal  IMelty  tbs 
dream  of  pain  and  dieease.— JVote  to  the  Jfr$t  Editmm,  tSl&>] 


In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khan 
A  stately  pleasure-dome  decree ; 
Where  Alph,  the  sacred  river,  ran 
Through  caverns  measureless  to  man, 
Down  to  a  snnless  sea. 
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So  twice  five  milei  of  fertile  ground 
With  walls  and  towers  were  girdled  round  .* 
And  here  ivete  gardens  bright  with  sinaous  rills, 
Wheie  blosBom'd  many  an  incense-bearing  tree ; 
And  here  were  forests  ancient  as  die  hills. 
Infolding  sunny  spots  of  greenery. 

Bat  oh  that  deep  romantic  chasm  which  slanted 
Down  the  green  hill  athwart  a  cedam  cover ! 
A  savage  place !  as  holy  and  enchanted 
As  e'er  beneath  a  waning  moon  was  haunted 
By  woman  wailing  for  her  demon-lover ! 
Aod  fjom  this  chasm,  with  ceaseless  turmoil  seeth- 
ing. 
As  if  this  earth  in  fest  thick  pants  were  breathing, 
A  mighty  fountain  momently  wds  forced : 
Amid  whose  swift  half-intermitted  burst 
Huge  fragments  vaulted  like  rebounding  hail, 
Or  chafiy  grain  beneath  the  thresher's  flail : 
\nd  'mid  these  dancing  rocks  at  once  and  ever 
It  flung  up  momently  the  sacred  river. 
Five  miles,  meandering  with  a  mazy  motion, 
rhrough  wood  and  dale  the  sacred  river  ran. 
Then  reach'd  the  Caverns  measureless  to  man. 
And  sank  in  tumult  to  a  lifeless  ocean : 
And  'mid  this  tumult  Kubla  heard  from  far 
Ancestral  voices  prophesying  war ! 

The  shadow  of  the  dome  of  pleasure 

Floated  midway  on  the  waves; 

Where  Was  heard  the  mingled  measure 

From  the  fountain  and  the  caves. 
It  was  a  miracle  of  rare  device, 
A  sunny  pleasure-dome  with  caves  of  ice  I 

A  damsel  with  a  dulcimer 

In  a  vision  once  I  saw : 

It  was  an  Abyssinian  maid, 

And  on  her  dulcimer  she  play'd. 

Singings  of  Mount  Abora. 

Could  I  revive  within  me 

Her  symphraiy  and  song. 

To  such  a  deep  delight  'twould  wm  me, 
Hut  with  music  loud  and  long, 
^  would  build  that  dome  in  air. 
That  sunny  dome !  those  caves  of  ice ! 
And  all  who  heard  should  see  them  there. 
And  all  should  cry.  Beware!  Beware! 
His  flashing  eyes,  his  floating  hair ! 
Weave  a  circle  round  him  thrice, 
And  close  your  eyes  with  holy  draad, 
/For  he  on  honey-dew  hath  fed 
\And  drank  the  milk  of  Paradise* 


THE  PAINS  OF  SLEEP. 

Exs  on  my  bed  my  limfat  I  lay* 

It  hath  not  been  my  use  to  pmy 

With  moving  lipe  or  bended  knees ; 

Bat  ailently.  by  slow  degrees. 

My  spirit  I  to  Love  compose. 

In  bumble  Trust  mine  eye-lkls  close. 

With  reverential  resignation. 

No  wish  conceived,  no  thought  express'd ! 

Only  a  sensr  of  supplication, 

A  sense  o'er  all  my  soul  imprest 

That  I  am  weak,  yet  not  unblest. 


Since  in  me,  r6und  me,  evei3rwhere, 
Eternal  Strength  and  Winlom  are. 

But  yester-m'ght  I  pray'd  aloud 

In  anguish  and  in  agony. 

Upstarting  from. the  fiendish  crowd 

Of  shapes  and  thoughts  that  tortured  me : 

A  lurid  light,  a  trampling  throng. 

Sense  of  intolerable  wrong, 

And  whom  I  soom'd,  those  only  strong ! 

^Thirst  of  revenge,  the  powerless  will 

Still  baffled,  and  yet  burning  still ! 

Desire  with  lothing  strangely  mix'd. 

On  wild  or  hateful  objects  fix'd. 

Fantastic  passions !  maddening  brawl ! 

And  shAme  and  terror  over  all ! 

Deeds  to  be  hid  which  were  not  hid, 

Which  all  confused  I  could  not  know. 

Whether  I  sufler'd,  or  I  did  : 

For  all  seem'd  guilt,  remorse,  or  woe,   . 

My  own  or  others',  still  the  same 

Iife.stifling  fear,  soul-stifling  shame. 

So  tvi'o  eights  pass'd :  the  night's  dismay . 
Sadden'd  and  stunn'd  the  coming  day. 
Sleep,  the  wide  blessing,  seem'd  to  me 
Distemper's  worst  calamity. 
The  third  night,  when  my  own  loud  scream 
Had  waked  me  from  the  fiendish  dream. 
Overcome  with  suflerings  strange  and  wild, 
I  wept  as  I  had  been  a  child  ; 
And  having  thus  by  tears  subdued 
My  anguish  to  a  milder  mood. 
Such  punishments,  I  said,  were  due 
To  natures  deepliest  stain'd  with  sin  • 
For  aye  entempesting  anew 
The  unfathomable  holl  within. 
The  horror  of  their  deeds  to  vievib 
To  know  and  lolhe,  yet  wish  and  do ! 
Such  griefs  with  such  men  well  agree. 
But  wherefore,  wherefore  fall  on  me  ! 
'To  be  beloved  is  all  I  need. 
And  whom  I  love,  I  love  indeed. 


APPENDIX. 
APOLOGETIC  PREFACE 

TO  "  HRK,  FAlUIffE,  AND  SLAUQttTEM/' 

[See  psre  90] 

At  th0  house  of  a  gentleman,  who  by  the  principles 
and  corresponding  virtues  of  a  sincere  Christian  con- 
secrates a  cultivated  genius  and  the  favorable  acci- 
dents of  birth,  opulence,  and  splendid  oonnexiona,  it 
was  my  good  fortune  to  meet,  in  a  dinner-party,  with 
more  men  of  celebrity  in  science  or  polite  literature, 
than  are  commonly  found  collected  round  the  same 
table.  Iq  the  course  of  conversation,  one  of  the  par- 
ty reminded  an  illustrious  Poet,  then  present,  of  somo 
verses  which  he  had  recited  that  morning,  and  which 
had  appeared  in  a  newspaper  under  the  name  of  a 
War-Eclogue,  in  which  Fire,  Famine,  and  Slaughter 
were  introduced  as  the  speakers.  The  gendeman  so 
addressed  replied,  that  he  woe  rather  surprised  that 
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none  of -ua  should' have  noticed  or  heard  of  die  poem, 
as  it  had  been,  at  the  dme,  a  good  deal  talked  of  in 
SooUand.  It  may  be  easily  supposed,  that  my  feel- 
ings were  at  this  moment  not  of  the  most  comforta- 
ble kind.  Of  all  present,  one  t>nly  knew  or  suspect* 
ed  me  to  be  the  author :  a  man  who  would  have 
established  himself  in  die  fust  rank  of  Elngland's 
living  Poets,  if  thiB  Genius  of  our  country  had  not 
decreed  that  he  should  rather  be  the  fint  in  the  first 
rank  of  its  Philosophers  and  scientific  Bene^tors. 
It  appeared  the  general  wish  to  hear  die  lines.  As  ray 
friend  chose  to  remain  silex^t,  I  chose  to  follow  hk 
example,  and  Mr.  *****  recited  the  Poem.  This  he 
oould  do  with  die  better  grace,  being  known  to  have 
ever  been  not  only  a  find  and  active  Anti-Jaoobin  and 
Anti-GalUcan,  but  likewise  a  zealous  admirer  of  Mr. 
Pitt,  botlwis  a  good  man  and  a  great  Statesman.  As 
a  Poet  exclusively,  he  had  been  amused  with  the 
Eclogue ;  as  a  Poet,  he  recited  it ;  and  in  a  spirit, 
which  mode  it  evident,  that  he  would  have  read  and 
repeated  it  with  the  same  pleasure,  had  his  own 
name  been  attached  to  the  imaginary  object  or  agent 

After  the  recitation,  our  amiable  host  observed, 
that  in  his  opiiiion  Mr.  *****  had  overrated  the  merits 
of  the  poetiy ;  but  had  they  been  tenfold  greater, 
they  could  not  have  compensated  for  that  malignity 
of  heart,  which  oould  alone  have  prompted  senti- 
ments so  atrocious.  I  perceived  that  my  illustrious 
friend  became  greatly  distressed  on  my  account;  but 
fortunately  I  was  able  to  preserve  fortitude  and  pres- 
ence of  mind  enough  to  take  up  the  subject  without 
exciting  even  a  suspicion  how  nearly  and  painfully 
it  interested  me. 

What  follows,  ic)  substantially  die  same  as  I  dien 
replied,  but  dilated  and  in  language  less  colloquial. 
It  was  not  my  intention,  I  said,  to  justify  the  publi- 
cation, whatever  its  author*s  feelings  might  have 
been  at  the  time  of  composing  it  That  they  are 
calculated  to  call  forth  so  severe  a  reprobation  from 
a  good  man,  is  not  the  worst  feature  of  such  poems. 
Their  moral  deformity  is  aggravated  in  proportion  to 
the  pleasure  which  they  are  capable  of  affording 
to  vindictive,  turbulent,  and  unprincipled  readers. 
Could  it  be  supposed,  though  for  a  moment,  that  the 
author  seriously  wished  what  he  had  'thus  wildly  im- 
agined, even  the  'Attempt  to  palliate  an  inhumanity  so 
monstrous  would  ue  an  insult  to  the  hearers.  But  it 
seemed  to  me  worthy  of  consideration,  whether  the 
mood  of  mind,  and  the  general  state  of  sensations, 
in  which  a  Poet  produces  such  vivid  and  fantastic 
images,  is  likely  to  coexist,  or  is  even  compatible, 
with  that  gloomy  and  deliberate  ferocity  which  a 
serious  wish  to  reaUxe  them  would  presuppose.  It 
had  been  oflen  observed,  and  all  my  experience 
tended  to  confirm  the  observation,  that  prospects  of 
pain  and  evil  toothers,  and,  in  general,  all  deep  feel- 
ings of  revenge,  are  commonly  expressed  in  a  few 
words,  ironically  tame,  and  mild.  The  mind  under 
so  direful  and  fiend-like  an  influence  seems  to  take  a 
morbid  pleasure  in  contrasting  the  intensity  of  its 
wishes  and  feelings,  with  the  slightness  or  levity  of 
die  expressions  by  which  diey  are  hinted  ,*  and  in- 
deed feelings  so  intense  and  solitary,  if  they  were 
not  precluded  (as  in  almost  all  cases  they  would  be) 
by  a  oonstitutionail  activity  of  fancy  and  association, 
and  by  the  specific  joyoosness  combined  with  it, 
would  assuredly  themselves  preclude  such  activity. 
ISasion.  in  its  own  quality,  is  the  antagonist  of  ac- 
tion :  thouffh  in  an  ordinary  and  natural  degree  the 
former  alternates  with  the  latter,  and  thereby  revives 


and  strengthens  it  But  die  more  intense  and 
the  passion  is,  the  fewer  and  the  more  fixed  are  the 
correspondent  forms  and ,  notions.  A  rooted  hatreti 
an  inveterate  thirst  of  revenge,  is  a  sort  of  madnees, 
and  still  eddies  round  its  fiivorite  olgect,  and  exer- 
cises as  if  wer6  a  perpetual  tautology  of  mind  in 
thoughts  and  words,  which  admit  of  no  adequate 
subs^tutes.  Like  a  fii^  in  a  globe  of  glass,  it  moves 
restlessly  round  and  round  the  scanty  circutnferenoe, 
which  it  cannot  leave  without  losing  its  vital  ele- 
ment 

There  is  a  second  character  of  such  imagmaiy 
representations  as  spring  from  a  real  and  eahieat  de- 
sire of  evil  to  toother,  which  we  often  see  in  real 
life,  and  might  even  anticipate  from  the  nature  of 
the  mind*  The  images,  I  meah,  that  a  vindicdve 
man  places  before  his  imagination;,  will  most  oDen  be 
taken  from  die  realities  of  Ufe  :  they  will  be  images 
of  pain  aiid  suflbring  which  he  ha«  himself  seen  in- 
flicted on  other-  men,  and  which  he  can  fancy  him- 
self as  inflicting  on  the  object  of  his  hatred.  I  will 
suppose  that  we  had  heard  at  -difilerent  times  two 
cpmmon  sailors,  each  speaking  of  some  one  who  had 
wronged  or  offended  him :  that  the  first  with  af^m- 
rent  violence  had  devoted  every  part  of  his  adversa- 
ry's body  and  soul  to  all  the  horrid  phantoms  and 
f^tastic  places  Uiat  eVer  Quevedo  dreamt  of,  and 
this  in  a  rapid  flow  of  those  ov^tr^  and  wildly-com- 
bined execrations,  which  too  often  with  our  lower 
classes  serve  for  exapC'Valves  to  carry  off  the  excess 
of  their  passions,  as  so  much  superfluous  steam  (hat 
would  endanger  the  vessel  if  it  were  retained.  The 
other,  on  the  contrary,  with  that  sort  of  calmneaa  of 
tone  which  is  to  the  ear  what  the  paleness  of  anger 
is  to  the  eye,  shall  simply  say,  **  If  I  chance  to  be 
made  boatswain,  as  I  hope  I  soon  shall,  and  can  but 
once  get  that  fellow  under  my  hand  (and  I  shall  be 
upon  die  watch  for  him),  V\l  tickle  his  pretty  skin! 

I  wont  hurt  him !  oh  no!  1*11  only  cut  the lo 

the  liver!'*  I  dare  appeal  to  all  present,  which  of  the 
two  they  would  re^oird  as  the  least  deceptive  symp- 
tom of  deliberate  malignity  ?  nay,  whether  it  would 
surprise  them  to  see  the  fiist  fellow,  an  hour  or  two 
aAerward,  cordially  shaking  hands  with  the  very 
man,  the  fractional  parts  of  whose  body  and  soul  h 
had  been  so  charitably  disposing  of;  or  even  perhap 
risking  his  life  for  him.  What  language  Shakspeare 
considered  characteristic  of  malignant  disposition,  we 
see  in  the  speech  of  the  good-natured  Gratiano,  who 
spoke  **  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing  more  than  any 
man  in  all  Venice  ;'* 

——Too  wild,  too  mde  sad  bold  of  voioo ! 

the  skipping  spirit,  whose  thoughts  and  words  recip 
rocally  ran  away  with  each  other ; 

O  be  thon  damn'd,  inucorabls  dog  * 
And  for  thf  life  let  justice  be  aeeoaed! 

and  the  wild  fancies  that  follow,  contrasted  with  Shy- 
lock's  tranquil  **  /  9tand  here  for  law" 

Or,  to  take  a  case  more  anal<^us  to  the  present 
subject,  should  we  hold  it  either  fair  or  charitable  to 
believe  it  tp  have  been  Dante's  serious  wish,  diat  all 
the  persmis  mentioned  by  him,  (many  recenUy  de- 
parted, and  some  even  alive  at  the  time),  should  ao* 
tually  suffer  the  fantastic  and  horrible  punisliments. 
to  which  he  has  sentenced  them  in  his  Hell  and 
PwrgaUtryf  Or  what  shall  we  say  of  the  passages 
in  which  Bishop  Jeremy  Taylor  anticipates  the  sute 
o£  those  who,  vicious  themselves,  have  bem  the 
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of  vice  and  misery  lo  their  jellow-creaturea  f 
Cduld  i«e  endure  fm  a  moment  to  think  that  a  spirit, 
like  Bishop  Taylor's,  burning  \inth  Christian  love ; 
that  a  man  constitiitMMially  overflowing  with  plea- 
salable  kindliness ;  who  scarcely  even  in  a  casual 
iUustradon  introduces  the  image  of  woman,  child,  or 
bud.  bat  he  Embalms  the  thoo^t  with  so  rich  a 
tefidemesB,  as  makes  the  very  words  seem  beadties 
and  fiagments  of  poetry  from  a  Euripides  or  Simo- 
ladea  ^— can  we  ondure  to  think,  diat  a  man  so  na- 
tnred  and  so  disciplined,  did  at  the  time  of  composing 
dita  horrible  picture,  attach  a  sober  feeling  of  reality 
io  the  phiases  f  or  that  he  would  have  described  in 
die  same  tone  of  justification,  in  the  same  luxuriant 
daw  of  phrases,  the  tortures  about  to  be  inflicted  on 
a  Kving  individual  by  a  verdict  of  the  Star^Chamber? 
or  the  slUl  moro^  atrocious  sentences  executed  on  the 
Scotch  anti-prekiislB  and  schismatics,  at  the  com- 
mand, and  in  some  mstances  under  the  very  eye  of 
the  Doke  of  Lauderdale,  and  of  that  wretched  bigot 
who  aiVerwkrds  dishonored  and  forfeited  the  throne 
of  Great  Britain  f.  Or  do  we  joot  rather  feel  and  un- 
dcntand,  that  these  violent  words  were  mere  bubbles, 
flashes  and  electrical  apparitions,  fran  the  magic 
caldron  of  a  fervid  and  ebullient  &ncy,  constantly 
fuelled  by  an  unexampled  opulence  of  language  ? 

Were  I  now  to  have  read  by  myself  for  the  first 
time  the  Poem  in  question,  nr^r  conclusion,  I  fully 
believe,  would  be,  that  the  writer  must  have  been 
some  man  of  warm  feelings  and  active  fiuicy ;  that 
he  had  painted  to  himself  the  circumstances  that  ac- 
company war  in  so  many  vivid  and  yet  fantastic 
Ibrma,  as  proved  that  neither  the  images  nor  the 
feelings  were  the  result  of  observation,  or  in  any 
way  derived  from  realities.  I  should  judge,  that  they 
were  ^he  product  of  his  own  seething  imagination, 
and  thereibre  impregnated  with  that  pleasurable  ex- 
ultatitm  wlkch  is  experienced  in  all  energetic  exer- 
tion  of  intellectual  power ;  that  in  the  same  mood 
he  had  generalized  die  causes  of  the  war,  and  then 
personified  th6  abstract,  and  christened  it  by  the 
name  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  most 
oilen  associated  with  its  management  and  measures. 
1  should  guess  that  the  mhiister  was  in  the  author's 
miiul  at  the  moment  of  composition,  as  completely 
ava^ff  iyaiitdau^osi  as  Anacreon's  grasshopper,  and 
diat  he  had  as  little  notion  a£  a  real  person  of  flesh 
and  blood, 

DistingaiahaUa  in  awmber,  joiot,  or  fimb* 

ss  Milton  had  in  the  grim  and  terrible  phantoms  (half 
perKm,  half  allegory)  which  he  llhs  placed  at  the 
gates  of  Hell.  I  concluded  by  observing,  that  the 
Poem  was  not  calculated  to  excite  passion  in  any 
mind,  or  to  make  any  impression  except  on  poetic 
readers ;  and  that  from  the  culpable  levity,  betrayed 
at  the  close  of  the  Eclogue  by  the  grotesque  union 
of  epigrammatic  wit  with  allegoric  personification, 
in  the  allusion  to  the  most  fearful  of  thoughts,  I 
should  coiuecture  that  the  **  rantin'  Bardie,"  instead 
of  really  believing,  much  less  wishing,  the  fate  spo- 
ken of  in  the  last  line,  in  application  to  any  human 
individual,  would  shrink  from  passmg  the  verdict 
even  on  the  Devil  himself^  and  exclaim  with  poor 
Bums, 

Bat  (are  ya  weel.  avid  Nkkia-ben ! 

Ob !  wad  ye  tak  a  thoof  ht  an'  nea* ! 

Y«  aiUjm  miKbt— I  dtnna  keo— 
Still  haea 


to  tMok  upon  yoD  dan, 

ET*n  for  year  mka ! 

I  need  not  Say  that  these  thoughts,  which  are  here 
dilated,  were  in  such  a  company  only  rapidly  sug- 
gested. Our  kind  host  smiled,  and  with  a  coorteooa 
compliment  observe,  that  the  defence  was  too  good 
for  the  cause.  My  voice  fidtered  a  litde,  for  I  was 
sAmewhat  agitated ;  though  not  so  much  on  my  own 
account  as  for  the  uneasiness  that  so  kind  and 
friendly  a  man  would  feel  from  the  thought  that  he 
had  been  the  occasion  of  distressing  me.  At  length 
I  brought  out  these  \\'ords :  **  I  must  now  confess. 
Sir !  that  I  am  audior  of  that  POem.  It  was  written 
some  years  aga  I  do  not  attempt  to  justify  my  past 
self,  3)t>ung  as  I  then  was ;  but  as  little  as  I  would 
now  write  a  similar  poem,  so  for  was  I  even  then 
from  imagining,  that  the  fines  would  be  taken  as 
more  or  less  than  a  sport  of  foncy.  At  all  events,  if 
I  know  my  own  hearty  there  was  never  a  moment 
in  my  existence  in  which  I  should  have  been  more 
ready,  had  Mr.  Pitt's  person  been  in  hazard,  to  inter- 
pose my  own  body,  and  defend  his  life  at  the  risk  of 
my  own." 

I  have  prefaced  the  Poem  with  dus  anecdote,  be- 
cause to  have  printed  it  without  any  remark  might 
well  have  been  understood  as  implying  an  uncondi- 
tional approbation  on  my  part,  and  this  after  many 
years'  consideration.  But  if  it  be  asked>why  I  re- 
published it  at  ail  ?  I  answer,  that  the  Poem  had 
been  attributed  at  different  times  to  diflereut  other 
persons ;  and  what  I  had  dared  beget,  I  thought  it 
neither  manly  nor  honorable  not  to  dare  fiither. 
From  the  same  motives  I  should  have  published 
perfect  copies  of  two  Poems,  the  one  entided  lUie 
DeviTs  TfumghtSy  and  die  odier  The  7Voo  Round 
Spaces  on  the  Tomb-Slone^  but  that  the  three  first 
stanzas  of  the  former,  which  were  worth  all  die  rest 
of  the  poem,  and  the  best  stanza  of  the  remainder, 
were  written  by  a  fnend  of  deserved  celebrity;  and 
because  there  are  passages  in  both,  which  might 
have  given  oflence  to  the  religious  feelings  of  explain 
readers.  I  myself  indeed  see  no  reason  why  vulgar 
superstitions,  and  absurd  conceptions  that  deform  the 
pure  faith  of  a  Christian,  should  possess  a  greater 
immunity  from  ridicule  tlian  stories  of  >\itches,  or 
the  fiibles  of  GreeCe  and  Rome.  Bat  there  are 
those  who  deem  it  profanenees  and  irreverence  to 
call  an  ape  an  ape,  if  it  but  wear  a  monk's  cowl  on 
its  head ;  and  1  would  roiher  reason  with  this  weak^ 
ness  than  offond  it. 

The  passage  from  Jeremy  Taylor  to  which  I  re- 
ferred, is  found  in  his  second  Sermon  on  Christ's 
Advent  to  Judgment ;  which  is  likewise  the  second 
in  his  year's  course  of  sermons.  Among  many  re 
markable  passages  of  the  same  character  in  dioee 
discourses,  I  have  selected  this  as  the  most  so.  "But 
when  this  Lion  of  tho  tribe  of  Judah  shall  appear, 
then  Justice  shall  strike  and  Mercy  shall  not  hold 
her  hands ;  she  shall  strike  sore  strokes,  and  Pity 
shall  not  break  the  blow  As  there  are  treasures  of 
good  things,  so  hath  God  a  treasure  of  wrath  and 
fiiry,  and  scourges  and  scorpions ;  and  then  shall  be  ^ 
produced  the  shame  of  Lust  and  the  malice  of  Envy, 
and  the  groans  of  the  oppressed  and  the  persecutions 
of  the  saints,  and  the  cares  of  Covetousness  and  the 
troubles  of  Ambition,  and  t/te  indolence  of  traUcn 
and  the  violences  of  rehela,  and  the  rage  of  anger  and 
the  uneasiness  of  impatience,  and  tho  restlessness  of 
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uolavvful  desires ;  and  by  Uiis  time  the  monsters  and 
diseases  will  be  numerous  and  intolerable,  when 
God's  heavy  hand  shall  press  llie  tanics  and  the  m- 
tolerableness,  the  obliquity  and  the  uiireasonablcneas, 
the  aniazenicnt  and  the  disorder,  the  smart  and  the 
sorrow,  the  guilt  and  the  punishment,  out  from  all 
our  sins,  and  pour  them  into  one  chalice,  and  mingle 
them  with  on  inilnite  wrath,  and  make  the  wicked 
drink  of  all  the  vengeance,  and  force  it  down  their 
unwilling  throatb  with  llie  violence  of  devils  and 
accursed  spirits."  ^ 

That  tliis  Tartarean  drench  idisplays  the  imagina- 
tion rather  than  the  discretion  of  the  compounder; 
that,  in  short,  this  passage  and  others  of  the  kind 
are  in  a  had  tasle^  few  will  deny,  at  the  present  day. 
It  woulJ.  doubtless  have  more  behoved  the  good 
bishop  not  to  be  wise  beyond  wliat  is  written,  on  a 
subject  in  wiiich  Eternity  is  opposed  to  Time,  and  a 
death  threatened,  not  the  negative,  but  tlie  positive 
Oppositi>-e  of  Life ;  a  subject,  therefore,  which  must 
of  necessity  be  indescribable  to  the  human  imder- 
■tanding  i^  our  present  state*  But  I  con  neither  find 
nor  beheve,  that  it  ever  occurred  to  any  reader  to 
ground  on  such  passages  a  charge  against  Bishop 
Taylo&'s  humanity,  or  goodness  of  hearu  I  was 
not  a  Ultlc  surprised  therefore  to  find,  in  the  Pur- 
suits of  literature  and  other  works,  so  horrible  a 
sentence  passed  on  Milton's  mora}  character,  for  a 
passage  in  his  prose- writings,  as  nearly  parallel  to 
this  of  Taylor's  as  two  passages  can  well  be  con-, 
ceived  to  be.  All  his  merits,  as  a  poet  forsooth — all 
the  glory  of  having  written  the  Paradise  Lost,  are 
light  in  the  scale,  nay,  kick  the  beam,  compared 
with  the  atrocious  malignity  of  heart  expressed  in 
the  oflensive  paragraph.  I  remembered,  in  general, 
that  Milton  had  concluded  one  of  his  works  on  Re- 
fbrmaiion,  written  in  the  fervor  of  his  youthful  im-, 
agination,  in  a  high  {Xictic  strain,  that  wonted  metre 
only  to  become  a  lyrical  poem.  I  remembered  that 
in  the  former  part  he  had  formed  to  himself  a  perfect 
ideal  of  human  virtue,  a  character  of  heroic,  disin- 
terested zeal  and  devotion  for  Truth,  Religion,  and 
pubUc  Liberty,  in  Act  and  in  Suffering,  in  the  day 
of  Triumph  and  in  the  hour  oi  Martyrdom.  Such 
spirits,  OS  more  excellent  than  others,  he  describes 
as  having  a  more  excellent  reward,  and  as  distin- 
guished by  a  transcendent  glory :  and  this  reward 
and  this  glory  he  displays  and  pardculurizes  with  an 
enqrgy  and  brilliance  that  annoimcod  tlie  Paradise 
Lost  as  plainly  as  ever  the  bright  purple  clouds  in 
the  east  announced  the  coming  of  the  sun.  Milton 
then  posses  to  the  gloomy  contrast,  to  such  men  as 
from  motives  of  selfish  ambition  and  the  lust  of  per- 
sonal aggrandizement  should,  against  their  own  light, 
persecute  truth  and  the  true  religion,  and  wilfully 
abuse  the  powers-  and  gifts  intrusted  to  them,  to 
bring  vice,  blindness,  misery  and  slavery,  on  their 
native  country,  on  the  very  country  that  had  trusted, 
enriched  and  honored  them.  Such  beings,  after  that 
speedy  and  appropriate  removal  from  their  sphere  of 
mischief  \\  ttich  all  good  nnd  humane  men  must  of 
course  desire,  will,  he  lakes  for  granted  by  parity  of 
reason,  meet  with  a  punishment,  an  ignominy,  and  a 
retaliation,  as  much  severer  than  other  wicked  men, 
as  their  guilt  and  its  consequences  were  more  enor- 
mous. His  description  of  tiiis  imaginary  punishment 
presents  more  distinct  pictures  to  the  fancy  than  the 
extract  from  Jeremy  Taylor ;  but  the  Uibughts  in  the 
lauer  are  ir.coni;mrably  more  exnugcrated  and  hor- 
ri/jc    All  ih(S  I  knew;  but  I  neither  remembered, 


nor  by  reference  and  -careful  rtypchisal  could  dis 
cover,  any  other  meaning,  either  in  Milton  or  Ta)  lor 
but  that  good  men  will  be  re^^arded,  and  ilie  imjicn- 
itent  wicked  punished,  in  proportion  to  tlieir  disposir 
tions  and  intentional  acts  in  this  life ;  and  that  if  the 
pwiishment  of  the  least  wicked  be  fearful  beyond 
conception,  all  words  and  descriptions  must  be  so  far 
true^  that  they  must  fall  short  of  the  punishment  iha*. 
awaits  the  transcendently  wicked.  Had  Milion  stated 
eiilier  his  ideal  of  virtue,  or  of  depravity,  as  an  indi- 
vidual or  individuals  actually  existing?  Certainly  not 
Is  this  representation  worded  hi^orically,  or  only  hy- 
pothelically  7  Assuredly  the  latter  \  Docs  he  exprea 
it  as  his  own  wlsli^  tliat  aflcr  death  they  should  autfer 
these  tortures  ?  or  as  a  general  consequence,  deduced 
from  reason  and  revelation,  tliat  such  wiU  be  their 
fate  ?  Again,  the  latter  only .'  His  wish  is  expressly  con- 
fined to  a  speedy  stop^  being  put  by  Providence  to 
their  power  of  inflicting  misery  on  others !  But  did  he 
name  or  refer  to  any  persons,  living  or  dead  ?  No! 
But  the  calumniators  gIl  Milton  dare  say  (for  what 
will  calumny  not  dare  say  h  that  he  had  Laud  and 
Stafford  in  his  mind,  while  writing  of  remorselcs 
persecution,  and  the  enslavement  of  a  free  country, 
from  motives  of  selfish  ambition.  Now,  what  if  a 
stern  anti-prelatist  should  dare  say^  that  in  speaking 
of  the  insdencies  of  traitor*  and  the  violences  qf  rtbds. 
Bishop  Taylor  must  have  individualized  in  his  mind, 
Hampden,  Hollis,  Pym,  Fairfax,  Ireton,  and  Mii^ 
TON  ?  And  whaC  if  he  should  take  the  liberty  of  con- 
cluding, that,  in  the  after  description,  the  Bisliop  was 
feeding  and  feasting  his  party-hatred,  and  with  those 
individuals  before  the  eyes  of  his  imagination  enjoy- 
ing, trail  by  trait,  horror  after  horror,  the  prctiure  of 
their  intolerable  agonies  ?  Yet  this  bigot  wt>uld  have 
an  equal  right  tlius  to  criminate  the  one  good  and 
great  man,  as  these  men  have  to  criminate  the  otlier. 
Milion  has  said,  and  I  doubt  not  but  that  Taylor  with 
eqHial  truth  could  have  said  it;  "  that  in  his  whole 
life  he  never  spake  against  a  man  even  that  his  skin 
should  bo  grazed."  He  asserted  tliis  when  one  of  lus 
opponents  (hither  Bishop  Hall  or  his  nephew)  had 
called  upon  the  women  and  children  in  the  streets 
to  take  up  stones  and,  stone  him  (Milton).  It  is 
known  that  Milton  repeatedly  used  his  interest  to 
protect  the  royalists ;  but  even  at  a  time  w  hen  all 
lies  would  have  been  meritorious  against  him,  no 
charge  was  made,  no  story  prcfended,  lliat  he  had 
ever  directly  or  indirectly  engaged  or  assisted  in 
their  persecution.  Gti  \  methinks  there  are  other  and 
far  better  feelings,  which  should  bo  acquired  by  the 
perusal  of  our  p'eat  eider  writers.  When  I  have 
before  me  on  tlie  same  table,  the  works  of  Hammond 
and  Baxter :  when  I  reflect  with  what  joy  and  dear 
ness  their  blessed  spirits  are  now  loving  each  other  * 
it  seems  a  mournful  thing  that  their  names  should 
be  perverted  to  an  occasion  of  bitterness  among  u% 
who  are  enjoying  that  happy  mean  which  the  human 
TOO-MUCH  on  both  sides  was  perhaps  necessary  to 
produce.  "  Tlie  tangle  of  delusions  which  stiDed  and 
distorted  the  growing  tree  of  our  well-being  has  bee 
torn  away !  the  parasite  weeds  that  fed  on  its  ve. 
roots  have  been  plucked  up  with  a  salutary  violenc 
To  us  there  remain  only  quiet  duties,  tlie  constant 
care,  the  gradual  improvement,  the  cautious  un- 
hazardous labors  of  the  industrious  though  contented 
gardener--— to  prune,  to  strengthen,  (o  engraA,  and 
one  by  one  to  remove  from  its  leaves  and  fresli 
shoots  the  slug  and  the  caterpillar.  But  far  be 
it  from  us  to  undervalue  with  light  and  tcnselesi 
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deinction  the  coMcientioius  hardihood  of  our  pred&> 
itsaan,  or  even  to  condemn  in  them  that  vehemence) 
B)  which  the  blessmgs  it  won  for  us  leave  us  now 
neither  temptation  or  pretext  We  antedate  the 
ftdingt,  in  order  to  criminate  the  auihorsy  of  our  prea- 
eai  Liberty,  Light  and  Toleration.'*  (Tus  Fuenih 
1x54.) 

If  ever  two  great  men  might  seem,  during  their 
\rhole  lives,  to  have  moved  in  direct  opposition,  though 
neither  of  them  has  at  any  time  introduced  th^ 
Dame  of  the  other,  JVClton  and  Jeremy  Taylor  were 
they.    The  former  commenced  his  career  by  attack- 
ing the  Church-Iituigy  and  all  set  forms  of  prayer. 
The  latter,  but  far  more  successfully,  by  defending 
both.    Milion*s  next  work  w  as  then  against  the  Pre- 
lacy and  the  thfen  existing  Church-Govemmenl — 
Tiiyior*s  in  vindication  and  support  of  them.   Milton 
became  more  and  more  a  stem  republican,  or  rather 
an  advocate  for  that  religious  and  moral  aristocracy 
which,  in  his  day,  was  caUed  republicanism,  and 
which,  even  more  than  loyalism  itaelf^  is  the^  direct 
antipodeof  modem  jacobinism.  Taylor,  as  more  and 
more  sceptical  conoeming  the  iimeas  of  men  in  general 
for  power,  became  more  and  more  attached  lo  the 
prerogatives  of  monarchy.   From  Calvinism,  with  a 
»till  decreasing  respect  for  Fathers,  Councils,  and  for 
Church- Antiquity  in  general,  Milton  seems  to  have 
ended  in  an  indifforence,  if  not  a  dislike,  to  cdl  forms 
of  ecclesiastic  government,  and  to  have   retreated 
wfaolly  into  the  inward  and  spiritual  church-commu- 
nioa  of  his  own  spirit  wnth  the  light,  that  lighteth 
evrry  man  that  cometh  into  the  world.    Taylor,  with 
a  gnminir  reverence  for  authority,  an  increasing 
sewe  of  the  insufficiency  of  tlie  Scriptures  without 
the  aids  of  tradition  and  the  consent  of  authorized 
inierpretena,  advanced  as  for  in  his  approaches  (not 
indi^  io  Popery,  but)  to  Catholicism,  as  a  conscien- 
tiott^  minister  of  the  English  Church  could  well  ven- 
tLre.    ^filton  would  be,  and  would  utter  the  same, 
to  all.  on  all  occasions:  he  would  tell  the  iruHu  the 
whole  truth,  and   notliing  but  tlie  truth.    Taylor 
would  become   all  tilings  lo  all   men,  if  by  any 
raeam  he  might  benefit  any;  hence  he  availed  him- 
ieUI  in  his  popular  writings,  of  opinions  And  repre- 
KSkfiitioDs  which  stand  often  in  striking  contrast  with 
tl^  doubts  and  convictions  expressed  in  his  more 
philosophical  works.     He -appears,  indeed,  not  too 
Kxerdy  to  have  blamed  thfltt  management  of  truth 
iMan  faUiUdem  dispenmlivam)  authorized  and  ex- 
eni|ilified  by  almost  all  the  fochers ;  Integrum  ammno 
Duioribu9  et  caetut  Ckrisliani  aniittibus  eue,  ut  dolos 
xm  nnd,faUn  veris  inlermi9ceant  et  imprimis  religumis 
hala  faUani,  dummodo  veritatU  commodU  el  utiiitati 
uvendatO. 

The  same  antithesis  might  be  carried  on  with  the 
elements  of  their  several  intellectual  powers.  Mil- 
ti»,  austere,  condensed,  imaginative,  supporting  his 
inith  by'  direct  enunciations  of  loOy  moral  senti- 
ment and  by  distinct  visual  representations,  and  in 
the  same  spirit  overwhelming  what  he  deemed  false- 
hood by  moral  denunciation  and  a  succession  of  pic 
ttues  appalling  or  repulsive.  In  his  prose,  so  many 
raetapliora,  so  many  allegorical  miniatures.  Taylor, 
eminently  discursive,  accumulative,  and  (to  use  one 
of  his  own  words)  agglomerative  ;  still  more  rich  in 
images  than  Milton  himself^  but  images  of  Fancy, 
and  presented  to  tlie  Qommon  and  passive  eye,  rather 
than  to  the  eye  of  the  imagination.  Whether  sup- 
porting or  assailing,  he  makes  his  way  either  by  ar- 


evea  by  the  Schoolmen  in  subtlety,  agility  and  logio 
wit,  and  unrivalled  by  the  most  rhetorical  of  ttio 
fothera  in  the  copiousness  and  vividness  of  hia  ex- 
pressions and  illustxations.  Here  words  that  con- 
vey feelings,  and  words  that  flash  images,  and  words 
of  abstract  notion,  flow  together,  and  at  once  whirl 
and  rush  onward  like  a  strtem,  at  once  rapid  and 
full  of  eddies;  and  yet  still  interfused  he^  and  there 
we  see  a  loi^ue  or  isle  of  smooth  water,  with  some 
picture  in  it  of  earth  oi  sky,  landscape  or  living 
group  of  quiet  beauty. 

Diifforing,  then,  so  widely,  and  almost  contrariant- 
ly,  wherein  did  these  great  men  agree?   wherein 
did   they  i^emble    each    other?     In  Genius,   in 
Learning,  in  unfoigned  I^ety,  in  blameless  Purity 
of  Life,  and  in  benevolent  aspirations  and  purposes 
for  the  moral  and  temporal  improvement  of  their  fol- 
low-creatures!    Both  of  them  wrote  a  latin  Acci- 
dence, to  render  education  nv>re  easy  and  less  pain- 
ful to  children;  both  of  then^  composed  hymns  and 
psaAns  proportioned  to  the  capacity  of  common  con- 
gregations; bothv  nearly  at  the  same  time,  set  the 
glorious  example  of  publicly  recommending  and  siip- 
porting  general  Toleration,  ahd  the  Liberty  both  of 
the  Pulpit  and  the  Press !  In  tho  writings  of  neither 
shall  we   fmd  a  single   sentence,  like   those  meek 
ddiverances  to  God's  mercy^  with  which  Laui>  ac- 
companied his  votes  for  the  miitilations  and  lothe- 
some  dimgeoning  of  Leighton  and  others ! — ^nowhere 
such  a   pious  prayer  as  we  find  in  Bishop  Hall's 
memoranda  of  his  own  Lifo,  concerning  the  subtle 
and  witty  Atheist  that  so  grievously  perplexed  and 
gravelled  him  at  Sir  Robert  Drury's,  till  he  prayed  to 
the  Lord  to  remove  huoj  and  behold!   his  prayers 
were  heard;   for.  shortly  afterward  this  Philistine 
combatant  went  to  London,  and  there  perished  of 
the  plague  in  great  misery !  In  short,  nowhere  shall 
we  find  tho  least  approach,  in  tho  lives  and  writings 
of  John  Milton  or  Jeremy  Taylor,  to  that  guarded 
gentleness,  to  that  sighing  reluctance,  with  which 
the  holy  Brethren  of  the  Inquisition  deliver  over  a 
eondomned  heretic  to  the  civil  magistrate,  recom- 
mending him  to  mercy,  and  hoping  that  the  magis- 
trate will  treat  the  erring  brother  with  all  possible 
mildness  !-^the  magistrate,  who  too  well  knows  what 
would  be  his  own  fole,  if  ho  dared  oflend  them  by 
acting  on  their  recommendation. 

The  opportunity  of  diverting  the  reader  from  my- 
self to  characters  more  worthy  of  his  attention,  has 
led  me  far  beyond  my  first  intention ;  but  it  is  not 
unimportant  to  expose  the  folse  zeal  which  has  occa- 
sioned these  attacks  on  our  elder  patriots.  It  has 
been  loo  much  the  fashion,  first  to  personify  the 
Church  of  England,  and  then  to  speak  of  diflerent 
individuals^  who  in  different  agies  Iwve  been  rulen 
in  that  church,  as  if  in  some  strange  way  tJiey  con- 
stituted its  personal  identity.  Why  should  a  clergy- 
man of  the  present  day  foel  interested  in  the  defence 
of  Laud  or  Sheldon  ?  Surely  it  is  suflicient  for  the 
warmest  partisan  of.  our  establishment,  that  he  can 
assert  with  truth, — when  our  Church  persecuted,  it 
was  on  mistaken  principles  held  in  common  by  all 
Christendom;  and,  at  all  events,  far  less  cidpabld 
was  this  intolerance  in  the  Bishops,  who  were  main- 
taining the  existing  laws,  than  the  persecuting  spirit 
afterwards  shovm  by  their  successful  opponents,  who 
had  no  such  excuse,  and  who  should  have  been 
taught  mercy  by  their  own  sufforings,  and  wisdom  by 
the  utter  failure  of  the  experiment  in  their  own  casa 


gument  or  by  appeals  to  the  affections,  unsurpossedj  We  can  say,  that  our  Church,  apostolical  in  iti  iiiith, 
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priailive  in  iia  ceremoniet,  unequalled  in  iti  Utiu^cal 
fomtt;  that  our  Church,  which  has  kindled  and  dis- 
played more  bright  and  burning  lights  of  Genius  and 
Learning,  than  all  other  Protestant  churches  since 
the  Reformation,  was  (with  the  single  excepdoA  of 
the  times  of  Laud  and  Sheldon)  least  intolerant, 
when  all  Christians  unhappily  detoied  a  species  of 
Intolerance  their  religions  duty;  that  Bishops  of  our 
church  were  among  the  fiist  that  oontendeid  against 
this  error ;  and  finally,  that  since  the  Reformation, 
when  tolerance  became  a.  fashion^  the  Chuxt^  of 


England,  in  a  tolerating  age,  has  shown  herself  emi 
nently  tolerant,  and  for  more  so,  both  in  Spirit  and  ia 
fact,  that  many  of  her  most  bitter  opponems,  whs 
profess  to  deem  toleration  itself  an  insult  on  the 
rights  of  mankind !  As  to  myself,  who  not  only  know 
the  Church-EstaUishment  to  be  tolerant,  but  who 
see  in  it  the  greatest,  if  not  the  aple  safe  bulwark  of 
Toleration,  I  feel  no  necessity  of  defending  or  pal* 
liating  oppressions  under  the  two  Charleses,  in  otder 
to  escclaim  with  a  full  and  fervent  heart,  bsto  Tr\ 
rrruA! 


irtie  Hime  ot  the  Ancient  JUarfnet. 

IN  SEVEN  PABTS. 


Facile  credo,  plares  esse  Nataras  in visibiles  qoain  visibiles  in  rerum  anivefsitate.  Bed  taornm  omafaa 
ftimiliam  quis  nobis  ^narrabit  7  et  g radus  et  eognationes  et  diserimina  et  si nguloruai  moaera  1  Qoid 
agunt  7  que  Iocs  habitant  7  Hamm  rerum  notitiam  semper  Sfsbivit  iDgenium  homanom,  aonqaam 
attigit.  Juvst,  interea,  non  difflteor,  qusndoque  in  animo,  tanqusm  in  tabuli,  msjotisetsidiorismnndi 
iinaginsin  contemplsri :  ne  mens  ossueftcts  hodierna  vita  minntiis  se  eontrahat  aimis,  et  tota  sabsfdat 
ill  pusillas  cogitstiones.  Bed  veritsti  interea  invigilandum  est,  modusqae  servaados,  ut  casta  ab 
incertis,  diem  a  nocte,  distinguamus.— T.  BuaRsr:  JirehmoL  Pkil  p.  6B. 


AasneientMsrI- 
ner  roeeteth  time 
f  allants  bidden  to 
a  weddint-fbest. 


The  weddinc- 
ffoeet  'u  ipell- 
boond  by  the  eye 
of  the  old  seafkr- 
iof  men,  and  co»- 
■tieined  to  bear 
his  tale. 


TV  Mariner  telli 
how  the  ship  sail- 
ed eoothward 
with  a  food  wind 
sad  fair  «r«ad»er, 
tiL  u  reached  the 


PART  I. 

It  is  an  a&dent  Mariner, 

And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three  i 

**  By  diy  long  gray  beard  and  glittar* 

ingeye. 
N»w  wherefore  slopp'st  thou  mo  f 

"  The  Bridegroom's  doors  are  opened 

wide, 
And  I  am  next  of  kin ; 
The  guests  are  met,  the  feast  is  set : 
Mayst  hear  the  merry  din." 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand ; 
**  There  was  a  ship/*  quoth  he. 
"Hold  oflT!  unhand  me,  gray-beard 

loon!" 
Eflsoons  his  hand  dropt  he. 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye— 
The  Wedding-Guest  stood  still. 
And  listens  like  a  three-years'  child ; 
The  Mariner  hath  his  will. 

The  Wedding-Guest  sat  on  a  stone, 
He  caruiot  choose  but  hear; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man. 
The  bright-eyed  mariner. 

The  ship  was  cfaeer*d,  tiie  hari[x>r 

clear'd. 
Merrily. did  we  drop 
Below  the  kirk,  below  the  hiU, 
Below  die  light-house  top. 

The  Sun  came  up  upon  the  lel^ 
Out  of  the  sea  came  he ! 
And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the  right 
Went  down  into  the 


Higher  and  higher  every  day, 
Till  over  the  mast  at  noon 


The  Wedding-Guest  here  beat  his 

breast. 
For  he  heard  the  loud 


The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  ball.    The 
Red  as  a  rose  is  she;  bSStlSfb!! 

Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes  the  Mariner « 
The  merry  minstrelsy. 

The  Wedding^nest   he    beat  his 

breast. 
Yet  he  cannot  choose  bat  hear ; 
And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man. 
The  brigfatneyed  Mariner. 

And  now  the  storm-blast  came,  and  xhe  ahip  drawn 
he  by  a  etorm  toward 

Was  tyrannous  and  strong :  »he  south  pole 

He  struck  with  his  o'ertaking  wings. 
And  chased  us  south  along. 

With  sloping  masts  and  dripping  prow. 
As  who  pursued  with  yell  and  blow 
StiU  treads  the  shadow  of  his  foe. 
And  forward  bends  his  head. 
The  ship  drove  fost,  load  roared  the 

blast, 
And  southward  aye  we  fled. 

And  now  there  came  both  mist  and 

snow, 
And  it  grew  wondrous  cold; 
And  ice,  mast^iigh,  came  floating  by. 
As  green  as  emerald. 

And  through  the  drifts  the  snowy  difts  The  land  «r  iee^ 
Did  send  a  dismal  sheen:  ^^  o^ <Mif\il 

Nor  shapes  of  men  nor  beasts  we  {wJlJ  ujj^!* 

ken—  tobei 

Tlie  ice  was  all  between. 

The  ice  was  here,  the  ice  was  diere, 

The  ice  was  all  around : 

It  cracked  and  growl'd,  and  roer*d  anu 

huwPd, 
Like  noises  in  a  swound ! 


At  length  did  cross  an  AlbatnwB : 
Thorough  the  fog  it  came ; 
As  if  it  had  been  a  Christian  soul. 
We  hailed  it  in  God's  name. 
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Till  a  fraat  fea- 
bird.  calM  the 
AlbalrtM*.  came 
throoirhtbeMiov 
fos*  aod  was  re- 
cohred  with  rre* 
joy  and  ho^jiitai 

hr 
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It  Ale  tlie  Ibod  it  ne'er  had  est. 
And  round  and  round  it  flew* 
The  ice  did  ipiit  with  a  thuader-fii ; 
.    The  helifMnnan  aleer'd  ua  throogli ! 

AaJ  lo !  the  Al-  And  a  good  aouth-wind  apnmg  ap 

biiraM  pfoirsth  behind ; 

■  '***^SJJ^  The  Albatrow  did  fellow, 

3^  ihip  Ju  And  every  day,  for  food  or  play, 

rammed  north-     CajDO  tt>  the  mariner's  hoUo ! 

wmd  throuab  tog 

ami  IbauiiK  ka.    j^  ^^^  ^  cloud,  on  mast  or  shroudp 

It  perch'd  fer  vespers  nine ; 

Whiles  all  the  night,  throo^  feg- 
'.   amoke  white. 

Glimmered  the  white  moon-shine. 

Thsaaeaeatllari-  **  God  save  fhee,  ancient  Mariner  I 

oer  iabiwiHUhly    From  the  fiends,  that  plague  thee 
fcilkifa  the  pioos  ,jj„gi  "^ 

tji^  ******      Why  look'st  dm  sol "— Wth  my 

cros»4x>w 
I  shot  the  Albatkobs. 

PAET  IT. 

Th£  Sun  now  rose  upon  die  right: 
Out  of  the  sea  came  he, 
Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  the 


And  the  good  south-wind  still  blew 

behind. 
But  no  sweet  bird  did  feUow, 
Nor  any  day  for  feod  or  play 
Came  to  the  mariner's  hoUo.' 

RMihipawiM cry  And  I  had  done  an  heUiah  thing, 
om  acunt  tbo     ^nd  it  would  work  'cm  woe : 

For  all  averr'd,  I  had  kiU'd  the  bird 

That  made  the  breeae  to  blow. 

Ah  wretch .'  said  they,  the.  bud  to 
slay. 

That  made  the  breexe  to  blow ! 


UKiettt  Mariner, 
far  kUliBf  the  bird 
of  good-lack. 


But  vhea  the  fog 
cleared  off.  tbej 
ioiUfy  (be  nme, 
and  tlnis  majte 
ibenMlrea  ac' 
coBplieea  in  the 
ctimt. 


Ilw  bir  breeze 
coniiOQei;  the 
abp  eoteie  the 
PaoflcOoeaa  and 
■adi  aorthwaid. 
««n  tai  it  reach- 
MibeUoe. 

The  liiipliath 
b«o  mddcfllir 


Nor  dim  nor  red,  like  God's  own 

head. 
The  glorious  Sun  uprist : 
Then  all  averr'd,  I  had4dU'd  the  bird 
That  brought  the  feg  and  mist 
T  was  right,  said  they,  such  birds  to 

slay 
That  faring  the  feg  and  mist 

The  fair  breeze  blew,  the  white  loam 

flew. 
The  furrow  follow'd  flee ; 
We  were  the  first  that  ever  boiat 
Into  that  silent  sea. 

• 

Down  dropt  the  breeze,  the  sails  dropt 

down, 
'T  was  sad  as  sad  could  be ; 
And  we  did  speak  only  to  break 
The  silence  of  the 


All  in  a  hot  and  copper  sky. 

The  bloody  Sun,  at  noon. 

Right  up  above  the  mast  did  stand. 

No  bigger  than  the  Moon. 
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Di^  after  day,  day  after  day, 
We  stuck,  nor  breath  no^motioD; 
As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocepn. 

Water,  water,  everywhere. 
And  all  .the  boards  did  shrink: 
Water,  water,  everywhere, 
Nor  any  drop  to  diink. 

The  very  deep  did  rot:  0  Christ! 
That  ever  this  should  be! 
Yea,  slimy  things  did  crawl  with  legs 
Upon  the  slimy 


Aadths  Afts- 
traes  begioB  M  ba 


About,  about,  in  reel  and  rout 
The  death-fires  danced  at  ni^t; 
The  water,  like  a  witch's  mk. 
Burnt  green,  and  blue  and  white. 

And  some  in  dreams  assured  were  loiiffthom:  ooa 
Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us  so  ;  of  theinriiibie  in- 
Nine  fhthom  deep  he  had  fbUow'd  us  habitante  of  this 
From  the  hind  of  mist  and  snow.        SjjJJliJMSIr 

nor  anceb;  eon* 
oamiiig  whom  the  learned  Jew,  Jos^ihaf,  and  the  Platonic 
ConelantiBopoiitan,  Blichaal  AeUitt.  mar  be  eonrahed.   They 
are  very  numerooa,  and  there  ■  no  climnte  or  desMBt  wilboai 
one  or  more. 


And  every  tongue,    through  nttef 

drought, 
Was  witfaer'd  at  the  root; 
We  could  not  speak,  no  more  than  if 
We  had  been  choked  with  soot. 

Ah !  well-a-day !  what  evil  looks 
Had  I  from  old  and  young! 
Instead  of  the  croas,  the  Albatross 
About  my  neck  was  hung. 


PARTIU 


Tberinpmaiea, 
their  M>re  diilrc 
would  fain  thro, 
the  whole  (niltoa 
the  ancient  Mar- 
iner : — in  aiga 
whereof  they 
hans  the  dead 
■ea-bird 
hie  neck. 


Each 


There  pass'd  a  weary  time. 

throat 
Was  parch'd,  and  glased  each  eye. 
A  weary  time !  a  weary  time ! 
How  glazed  each  weary  eye. 
When  looking  westwaM,  I  b^eld 
A  something  in  the  sky. 

At  first  it  seem'd  alitde  speck, 
And  then  it  aemn'd  a  mist ; 
It  moved  and  moved,  and  took  at  laal 
A  certain  ahape,  I^  wist 

A  speck,  a  mist,  a  shape,  I  wist! 
And  still  it  near'd  and  iiear'd  : 
As  if  it  dodged  a  water-sprite. 
It 'plunged  and  tack'd  and  veer'd. 

With  throats  unslaked,  vrith  black 

lips  baked, 
We  could  nor  laugh  nor  wail ; 
Through  utter  drought  all  diunb  w^ 

stood; 
I  bit  my  arm,  I  suck'd  the  blood. 
And  cried,  A  sail !  a  sail ! 


The  ancient  Ma- 
riner boholdelh  a 
■ign  in  the  ele- 
ment afar  off 


At  its  neaier  ap* 
proaeh,  it  leem- 
eth  him  to  bo  a 
ahip;  and  at  a 
dear  ranaom  he 
iSreeth  hie  ipcsch 
ftomths  hoods  o» 
thiiiL 
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coLERnxmra  poetical  woses. 


A  lUah  of  jo7. 


And  horror  fol- 
«owa:forcanitbo 
a  thip,  that  comes 
onward  without 
windortidel 


It  nemelh  him 
but  tho  ikeleloD 
of  aihip. 


And  its  ribt  aro 
MOO  aa  ban  on 
the  &ee  of  the 
Mttiiiff  Bon. 

Tba  gpectre-   . 
woman  and  her 
death-mate,  and 
no  other  on  board 
the  skeleton -ihip. 
Like  Tonel,  like 


Z>«aa,  and  lift- 
im-DMtk  have 
dieed  for  the 
ship's  crew,  and 
she  (the  latter^ 
winoeth  the  aa* 
eient  Mariner. 

No  twilicht 
within  the  eovrts 
of  the  son. 


At  (he 


of 


With  throats  tmalaked,  wi;h  black 

lipe  baMd, 
Agape  they  heard  me  call ; 
Gramercy !  they  for  joy  did  grin. 
And  all  at  once  their  breath  drew  in, 
As  tfaey  were  drinking  alL 

See !  see !  (I  cried)  she  tacks  no  more ! 
Hither  to  work  us  weal ; 
Without  a  breeze,  without  a  tide, 
She  steadies  with  upright  keel ! 

Tha  western  wave  was  all  a  flame, 
The  day  was  well-nigh  done, 
Almost  upon  the  western  wave 
Rested  the  broad  bright  Stin ; 
When  that  strange  shape  drove  sud- 
denly 
Betwixt  us  and  the  Son. 

And  straight  the  Sim  was  flecVd 

with  bars, 
(Heaven's  Mother  send  us  grace !) 
As  if  through  a  dungeon-grate  he 

peer'd 
With  broad  and  btuning  face. 

Alas !  (thought  I,  and  my  heart  beat 

loud) 
How  last  she  nears  and  nears ! 
Are  those  her  sails  that  glance  in  the 

Sun, 
like  restless  gossameres  T 

Are  those  her  ribs  through  which  the 

Sun 
Did  peer,  as  through  a  grate ; 
And  it  that  woman  all  her  crew  T 
Is  that  a  Death,  and  are  there  two  ? 
Is  Death  that  woman's  mate  f 

Her  lipe  were  red,  her  looks  were 

fiee. 
Her  locks  were  yellow  as  gold  : 
Her  skin  was  as  white  as  leprosy. 
The  Night-Mare  Lifb-in-Death  was 

she. 
Who  thicks  man's  blood  with  cold. 

The  naked  hulk  alongside  came, 
And  the  twain  were  costing  dice  ; 
*'  The  game  is  done !  I've  won,  I've 

won!" 
Quoth  she,  and  whistles  thrice. 

The  Sun*s  rim  dips ;  the  stars  nish 

out: 
At  one  stride  comes  the  Daik ; 
With  fiir-heard  whisper,  o'er  the  sea 
Off  shot  the  spectre-bark. 

We  listen'd  and  look'd  sideways  up ! 
Fear  at  my  heart,  as  at  a  cup, 
My  life-blood  seem'd  to  sip ! 
The  stars  were  dim,  and  thick  the 

night, 
The  steersman's  face  by  his  lamp 

gleam'd  white ; 
From  the  sails  the  dew  did  drip— 
Till  clomb  above  the  eastern  bar 
The  homed  Moon,  with  one  bright 

star 
Within  the  nether  tip. 


One  after  one,  by  the  star-dogged  One  after  oa 

Moon,  «*«• 

Too  quick  for  groan  or  sigh, 
'Each  .tum'd  his  face  with  a  ghastly 

And  cursed  me  with  his  eye. 

Four  times  fifty  living  men 
(And  I  heard  nor  sigh  nor  groaA), 
With  heavy  thump,  a  lifeless  limip. 
They  dropp'd  down  one  by  one. 

The  souls  did  from  their  bodies  fly^* 
They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe ! 
And  every  soul,  it  poss'd  me  by 
Like  the  whizz  of  my  crosb-bow  ! 


His 

drop  down  deed 


BntlAfe 
Dtmtk 
work  on  the 


hei 


PART  IV. 

"  I  FEAK  thee,  ancient  Mariner  \  5LT!?*5I^. 

I  fear  thy  skinny  hand!      ;  -^^^S^"^ 

And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  to 

brown. 
As  is  the  ribb'd  sea-sand.* 


Bnt  the  andeot 
Mariner  assureth 
him  of  his  bodily 
life,  and  procc«d- 
elh  to  rdale  bii 
horrible  peoaaee. 


RedeepisethUM 
ereatnies  of  the 
calm. 


And  envieth  that 
ther  shottld  lire, 
and  BO  many  lie 


"  I  fear  thee  and  thy  glTltering  eye, 
And  thy  skinny  hand  so  brown." — 
Fear  not,  fear  not,  thou  Weddiug- 

Guest! 
This  body  dropt  not  down. 

Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone, 
Alone  on  a  wide  wide  sea ! 
And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

The  many  men,  so  beauliful ! 

And  they  all  dead  did  lie : 

And   a  thousand   thousand   slimy 

things 
lived  on ;  and  so  did  I. 

I  look'd  upon  the  rotting  sea. 
And  drew  my  eyes  away ; 
I  look'd  upon  the  rotting  deck, 
And  there  the  dead  men  lay. 

I  look'd  to  Heaven,  and  tried  to  pray ; 
But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gtish'd, 
A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  dusL 

I  closed  my  lids,  and  kept  them  close. 
And  the  balls  like  pulses  beat ; 
For  the  sky  and  the  sea,  and  the  sea 

and  tlie  sky. 
Lay  like  a  load  on  my  weary  eye 
And  the  dead  were  at  my  feet 

The  cold  sweat  melted  from  their  Bat  the  enrse  fir 
\iai\Mt  ^^^  ^^  ^^  '*  ^ 

Nor  rot  nor  reek  did  they ;  [me  ^^^  ^  ^^ 

The  look  with  which  they  lookM  on 
Had  never  pass'd  away. 

An  orphan's  ciuse  would  drag  to  Hell 
A  spirit  from  on  high ; 


*  For  the  two  last  lines  of  this  stanza,  I  am  indebted  to  Mr> 
Wordswofth.  tt  wan  on  a  deligbtrul  walk  from  Nether  Stow«f 
to  Dulverton,  with  him  ami  hii  sinter,  in  the  Autumn  of  1^ 
that  this  Poem  was  plamted,  and  in  pact  composed. 
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But  oh !  more  horrible  than  that 
Is  a  curse  in  a  dead  man's  eye ! 
Seven  days,  seven  nights,  I  saw  that 

curse. 
And  yet  I  could  not  die. 

ii*fii!3"'^Ti  "^^  moving  Moon  went  up  the  sky, 

fMnieth^anis  ^^  nowhere  did  ^bide . 

dw  jooroeriBc      Softly  she  was  going  np^ 

HooQ.  aod  the      And  &  star  or  two  .beside-^ 

■tan  Ihftt  Mill  M- 

joara,  yet  itill  move  oDward  ;  and  everywhere  the  blue  sky 

beionss  to  them,  and  is  their  appointed  r«at,  and  theii*  native 

cooniTy  and  their  own  natural  bomea.  which  they  enter  unan- 

Donneed,  aa  loida  thai  are  coitaialy  expected,  and  yet  there  is 

t  lilent  joy  at  their  snivaL 

Her  beams  bemock'd  the  sultry  main, 
Like  April  hoar-frost  spread ; 
But  where  the  ship's  huge  shadow 
Uy, 
.    The  charmed  water  burnt  alway 
A  still  and  awful  red. 


By  the  Kfht  of 
tb«  Mood  be  be- 
iwktetb  God'a 
crBttiwea  of  the 
f  real  ealn. 


Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  ship 

I  watch'd  the  water-snakes  : 

They  moved  in  tracks  of  shining 

white. 

And  when  (hey  rear'd,  the  elfish  light 
FeU  off  in  hoary  flakes. 

Within  the  shadow  of  the  ship 
I  watch'd  their  rich  attire  : 
Blue,  glossy  green,  and  velvet  black, 
They  coil'd  and  swam ;  and  every 

track 
Was  a  flash  of  golden  Are. 

Thtir  oeaaty  and  O  happy  living  things  I  no  tongue 
their  hippflMM.     Th^i,  j^my  „igjjj  declare  : 

A  spring  of  love  gush'd  from  my 
heart, 
He  ble«th  them  And  I  bless'd  them  unaware  : 

Sure  my  kind  saint  took  pity  on  me. 
And  I  bless'd  them  unaware. 


And  soon  I  heard  a  roaring  wind : 
It  did  not  come  anear; 


tahii  beaiL 


jMweJ'  ^•«™    The  self-same  moment  I  could  pray ; 
And  from  my  neck  so  free 
The  Albatross  fell  oflC  and  sank 
Like  lead  into  the  sea. 

PART  V. 

Oh  Sleep!  it  is  a  gentle  thing. 
Beloved  from  pole  to  pole ! 
To  Mary  Queen  the  praise  be  given ! 
She    sent    the    gentle    sleep   from 

Heaven, 
That  slid  into  my  soul. 

By  inweof  the^  The  silly  buckets  on  the  deck, 
•Sm'HrariiSj   That  had  so  long  remaht'd.      [dew; 
a  refreehed  with    ^  dreamt  that  they  were  nil'd  with 
nis.  And  when  I  awoke,  it  rain'd. 

My  lips  were  wet,  my  throat  was  cold, 
My  garments'  all  were  dank ; 
Sure  1  had  drtmken  in  my  dreams. 
And  still  my  body  drank. 

I   moved,  and   could   not  feel  my 

limbs : 
I  was  so  light — almost 
1  thought  that  I  had  died  jn  sleep. 
And  was  a  blessed  ghost 


He  heawth 
lounde  and  meOi 

But  with  its  sound  it  shook  the  sails,  ^  commoiious 
That  were  so  thin  and  sere.  in  the  eky  aod 

the  etonsat 

The  upper  air  burst  into  life ! 
And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen. 
To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about! 
And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out* 
The  wan  stars  danced  betweett. 

And  the  comioig  wind  did  tou  mora 

loud, 
And  the  sails  did  sigh  like  sedge ; 
And  the  rain  pour'd  down  fiom  one 

black  cloud ; 
The  Moon  was  at  its  edge. 

The  thick  black  cloud  was  oleft^  and 

stiU 
The  Moon  was  at  its. side: 
Like  waters  shot  from  some  high  cng. 
The  lightning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 
A  river  steep  and  wide. 

The  loud  wind  never  reach'd  the  The  bodies  of  the 

Bhip,  ■*'lP'"  c*"^  *>• 

Yet  now  the  ship  moved  on !     , 
Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  Moon 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 

They  groan'd,  they  stirr'd,  they  ail 

uprose. 
Nor  sfMike,  nor  moved  their  eyes ; 
It  had  been  strange,  even  in  a  dream. 
To  have  seen  those  dead  men  rise. 

The    helmsman    steer'd,    the    ship 

moved  on, 
Yet  never  a  breeze  up  blew ; 
The  mariners  all  'gan  work  the  ropes, 
Where  they  were  wont  to  do ; 
They  raised  their  limba  like  lifeless 

tools 
— ^We  were  a  ghastly  crew. 

The  body  of  my  brother's  son 
Stood  by  me,  knee  to  knee : 
The  body  and  I  pull'd  at  one  rope. 
But  he  said  nought  to  me. 


inspired,  and  the 
ship  mores  oo* 


'*  1  fear  thee,  ancient  Mariner ! " 

Be  calm,  thou  Wedding-guest ! 

*T  wai  not  those  souls  that  fled  in 

pain. 
Which  to  their  corses  came  again, 
But  a  troop  of  spirits  blest : 

For  when  it  dawn'd — they  dropp'd 

their  arms. 
And  clusier'd  round  the  mast ; 
Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  through 

their  mouths. 
And  from  their  bodies  pessM.  • 

Around,  around,  flew  each  sweet 

sound. 
Then  darted  to  the  Sun ; 
Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again. 
Now  mix'd,  now  one  by  one. 


Bat  not  by  the 
aonls  of  the 
oor  by  damooe  of 
earth  or  middts 
ur,  but  by  a 
blcand  troop  of 
angnlic  ipirita, 
sent  down  by  the 
invocation  of  the 
f oardian  saint 
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Sometimea*  ardrooping  ftout  the  tky, 
I  heard  the  sky-lark  sing; 
Sometimes  all  little  birds  that  are. 
How  they  seem'd  ID  fill  the  sea  and 

•if, 
With  their  sweet  jaigoning ! 

i     And  now  *t  was  like  aHinfltnxmenHy 
^  Now  like  a  bnely  flute ; 
/  And  now  it  is  an  angeVs  song, 
)  That  makes  the  Heavens  be  mute. 

^    It  oeaaed ;  yet  stiU  the  sails  made  on 
^  A  pleasant  noise  till  noon, 
/  A  noise  like  of  a  hidden  brook 
i   In  the  leafy  month  of  Jane, " 
/    That  to  the  sleeping  woods  all  night 
A   Singeth  a  qniet  tone. 

THI  noon  we  qniedy  sailed  oo. 
Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe : 
Sbwly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship, 
Moved  onwaid  fiom  beneath. 

Ths  »naesoiu>      Under  the  keel  nine  ftdiom  deep^ 
9iricfrom  the      From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow, 

SrSS^t -"S  '^*  "P*"'  ""^  .•  and  it  was  he 

••  tbs  line,  io      That  made  the  ship  to  go. 

ebtdience  to  tke   The  sails  at  noon  left  dBt  their  tnne, 

ugefic  troop,  but  And  the  ship  stood  still  aboi 
snll  raqmrath  '^ 

The  Sim,  right  up  above  the  mast, 
Had  iii'd  her  Co  the  ocean : 
But  in  a  minute  she  'gan  stir, 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion^ 
Backwards  and  fi»rwards  half  her 

length 
With  a  short  uneasy  motion. 

Then  like  a  pawing  hone  let  go,    ^ 
She  made  a  sudden  bound : 
It  Aung  the  Mood  into  my  head, 
And  I  fell  down  in  a  swoond. 

TbsPoIarBpirK'i  How  kwig  in  that  same  fit  I  ]«y, 
I  have  not  to  dedaie ; 
But  ere  my  living  life  retum'd, 
I  heavd  and  in  my  sool  disoeni'd 
Two  voiOBi  in  the  air. 


the  invWMe  in 
bsbiunn  of  the 
elameBt,  take  put 


in  Ui  wroni; 
and  two  uT  thsm 
lelata,  ooetotha 
other,  that  pen- 
aoee  long  and 
heavvforthe 


edto  thePblar 


"b  ithet"  qnoth  one,  «Ai  this  die 

manf 
By  him  who  died  on  cross, 
With  hb  cruel  bow  he  laid  fuU  low 
The  harmless  Albatross. 

"  The  spirit  who  bidedi  by  hinvelf 

In  the  land  of  mist  and  snow. 

He  loved  the  bird  that  h>ved  the 

man 
Who  shot  him  with  his  bow." 

Hie  other  was  a  softer  voice. 

Km  soft  as  honey-dew  t 

Quoth'  he,  "  The  man  hadi  paoaooe 

done. 
And  penance  msM  will  do." 


PART  VI. 

Fiaar  voiob. 
BOT  tell  me,  tell  m^ !  speak  again. 
Thy  soft  response  renewing— 
What  makes  that  ship  drivw  oo  m 

&st? 
What  is  the  ocean  doingf 

■BCOlfO  VOICB. 

Still  as  a  alave  before  his  lord. 
The  ocKAN  hath  no  blast ;         ^ 
His  great  bright  eye  most  silently 
Up  to  the  Moon  i» 


If  he  may  know  which  way  to  go ; 
For  she  guides  him  smooth  or  gnm. 
See,  brother,  see !  how  gndonsly 
She  kwketh  down  on  him. 

riiiST  voice 
But  why  drives  on  that  ship  io  lasl^ 
Widkout  or  wave  or  wind  t 

8KOONO  VOICE.  .      . 

The  air  is  cut  away  before, 
An4  closes  {torn  behind. 

Fly,  brothel^  fly!  more  high,  move 

high! 
Or  we  shall  be  belated  : 
For  stow  and  stow  that  ship  will  go^ 
When  the  Mariner's  trance  is  abaAed. 

I  woke,  and  we  were  sailing  on 

As  in  a  gentle  weather : 

'T  was  night,  calm  night,  the 

vnM  high; 
The  dead  men  stood  toffsdMr. 

All  stood  togedier  on  the  deok. 
For  a  chamel'dungeon  fitter : 
All  fix'd  on  me  their  stony  eym, 
That'in  the  Moon  dki  glitter. 


uto  t 
p,  forth* 
poww 
eaoeeth  the  ret- 
aai  to  drire  oortk 
waid  ftetcrtbai 
bnmea  Uk  ooah 


The 
notioa  b  ratari 
ed;the  Manner 
awmkee,  and  hit 


The  pang,  the  curro,  with  wlucfa  Ifanr 

died. 
Had  never  pa«*d  awi^ : 
I  could  not  dnw  my  eyea  fiom  Ihmn, 
Nor  turn  them  up  to  pray. 


And  now  this  spell  waa  saapt: 

mora 
I  view*d  the  ocean  green. 
And  look'd  far  forth,  yet  little 
Of  what  had  else  been 


OHM  The 


hi 


Like  one,  that  on  a  lonesome  road 

Doth  walk  in  fear  and  dread. 

And  having  once  tum'd  round  waOm 

en. 
And  tuns  itomore  his  head; 
Because  he  knows,  a  frightful  fieo^. 
Doth  dose  behind  him  tread. 


But  soon  mefe  breathed  a  wind  oo 
Nor  soimd  nor  motioo  made : 
Its  path  was  not  upon  the  see. 
In  ripple  or  in  shade. 
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Aad  Ae  aMtent 
MuiiMr  belwU- 
tifa  ha  Dtliw 


«fetv«tbo 
ted 


Aadippeub. 
^t  owB  S»niM 


It  nind  my  hair,  it  fium'd  my  cheek 
like  a  meadow-gale  of  spring — 
It  minffled  ettangely  with  my  fean, 
Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming. 

Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  thim 
Yet  she  sail'd  tfoAIy  too: 
Sweetly,  sweeiiy  blew  the  breeze— 
Ota  me  alone  it  blew. 

Oh !  dream  of  joy !  is  this  indeed 
The  ligfav-hoine  t)op  I  se^  7 
Is  this  the  hUl  ?  is  this  the  kirkt 
Is  this  mine  own  countrte  7 

We  drifted  o'er  the  harbor  bar. 
And  I  with  sobs  did  pray — 

0  let  me  be  awake,  my  God ! 
Or  let  me  sleep  always 

The  harlx>r>bay  was  dear  as  glass, 
So  smoothly  it  was  ttrewn ! 
And  on  the  bay  the  moonlight  lay. 
And  the  shadow,  of  the  moon. 

The  rock  shone  Bright,  the  kirk  no 

That  stands  above  the  rock : 

The  moonlight  Bteep*d  in  silentnesb 

The  steady  weathercock. 

And  the  bay  was  white  widi  silent 

light. 
Till,  rising  from  the  same. 
Full  many  shapes  that  shadows  were, 
In  crimson  colors  came. 

A  little  distance  fium  the  piovr 
Those  crimson  shadows  were : 

1  tom'd  my  eyes  npon  the  deck— 
Oh,  Christ '  what  saw  I  there ! 

fiMsh  corse  lay  flat,  lifiHessand  flat; 
And,  by  the  holy  rood  ! 
A  man  all  light,  a  serapboman, 
On  every  corse  there  stood. 

This  seraph  band»  each  waved  his 

hand: 
It  was  a  heavenly  sight ! 
They  stood  as  signals  lo  the  land 
Each  one  a  lovely  light; 

This  seraph  band,  each  waved  his 

hand, 
No  voice  did  they  impart-^ 
No  voice ;  bnt  oh !  the  silence  sank 
like  music  on  my  heart 

But  soon  I  heard  the  dash  of  oars, 
I  hoard  the  Pilot'i  cheer ; 
My  head  was  turned  peribioe  away. 
And  I  saw  a  boat  appear. 

The  Pitot  and  the  Pikif  s  hoy, 
I  heard  them  coming  fiut ; 
Dear  Lord  in  Heaven!  it  was  a  joy 
The  dead  men  conld  not  blast. 

I  saw  a  ^T^ — I  heard  his  voice  s 
It  ii  the  Hermit  good  ? 


He  singeth  loud  his  godly  hymns 
That  he  makes  in  the  wood. 
He'U  shrive  my  soul,  hell  wash 
away 

The  Albatross's  blood. 

f, 
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This  Hermit  good  lives  in  that  wood  The  Harait  of 
Which  slopes  down  to  the  sea.  *e  Wood, 

How  loudly  his  sweet  voice  he  rears! 
He  loves  to  talk  with  marinerss 
That  come  from  a  far  countr6e. 

He  kneels  at  mom,  and  noon,  and 

eve- 
He  hath  a  cushion  plump : 
It  is  the  moss  that  wholly  hides 
The  rotted  old  oak-stump. 

The  riuflPboat  nes/d:  I  heard  them  ^ 

talk, 
"  Why  this  is  strange,  I  trow ! 
Where  are  those  limits  so  many  sood 

fair. 
That  signal  made  bnt  now  t" 

''  Strsnge,  by  my  fiuth !"  the Hennit  Approaoboih  the 
said-  ■bipwUhwoodw 

"  And  they  answer  not  our  cheer! 

The  planks  look  w^rp'd!   and  see 
diose  sails, 

How  thin  they  are  and  sere ! 

1  never  saw  aught  like  to  them, 

Unless  perchance  it  were 


'<  Brown  skeletons  of  leaves  that  lag 
My  forest-brook  along ; 
When  the  ivy-tod  is  heavy  with  snow. 
And  the  owlet  whoops  to  the  wolf 

below, 
That  eats  the  die^wolTs  young.' 


,  If 


**  Dear  Lord !  it  hath  a  fiendish  kMk^ 
(The  Pilot  made  reply,) 
I  am  ft.iear'd '*— ^  Push  on,  posh  OQ !  ** 
Said  the  Henpit  cheerily. 

The  boat  came  closer  to  the  ship^ 
But  I  nor  spake  nor  stirr'd ; 
The  boat  came  close  beneath  the  ship. 
And  straight  a  sound  was  heard. 

Under  the  water  it  rumbled  on, 
Still  louder  and  more  dread: 
It  reach*d  the  ship,  it  split  the  bay ; 
The  ship  went  down  like  lead. 

Slonn'd  by  ttiat  lood  and  dreadfbl 

soupdj . 
Which  sky  and  ocean  smote, 
like  one  that  hath  been^seven  days 

drown'd 
My  body  hiy  afloat ; 
But  swift  as  dreams,  myself  I  found 
Within  the  Pilot's  boat 

Upon  the  whirl,  where  sank  the  ship^ 
The  boat  spun  round  and  round ; 
And  all  was  still,  save  that  the  hill 
Was  telling  of  the  sound. 

7. 


The  ship  floddenlr 
rinketh 


the  PUoi*e  boat 
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TheuielfeotMa- 
■oereanettlyen- 
flreateth  the  Hei^ 
ait  to  shrive  him; 
end  the  peoanoe 
of  life  faili  on 


And  vmt  end 
enon  throayhoat 
hie  ftiture  life  an 
tgonj  oooetrain- 
•th  him  to  travel 
from  land  to  land, 


I  inov^  my  Itpa — the  Pilot  shriek'd. 
And  fell  down  in  a  fit ; 
Tbe  holy  Hermit  raised  his  eyes. 
And  pray'd  where  he  did  sit. 

I  took  the  ban :  the  Pilot*8  boy, 

Who  now  dolh  crazy  go» 

Laugh*d  loud  and  long»  and  all  the 

while 
His  eyes  went  lo  and  fro. 
*'  Ha !  ha ! "  qaoth  he, "  full  plain  I  see, 
The  Devil  knows  how  to  row." 

And  now,  all  in  my  own  countr6e, 

I  stood  on  the  firm  land ! 

The  Hermit  stepp'd  forth  from  the 

boat, 
And  scarcely  he  could  stand. 

"O  shrive  me,  shrive  me,  holy  man ! " 

The  Hermit  croEsM  his  brow. 

«  Say  quick,"  quoth  he,  **  I  bid  thee 

say 
— ^What  manner  of  man  art  ihou  ?*' 

Forthwith  tha  frame  of  mine  was 

wronch'd 
With  a  woful  agony. 
Which  forced  me  to  begin  my  tale  ^ 
And  then  it  left  me  free. 

Since  then,  at  an  imcertain  hour, 
That  agony  returns : 
And  till  my  ghastly  tale  is  told. 
This  heart  within  me  bums. 

I  pass,  like  night,  from  land  to  land ; 
I  have  strange  power  of  speech ; 
That  moment  that  his  face  I  see, 
I  know  the  man  that  must  hear  me : 
To  him  my  tale  I  teach. 

What  loud  uproar  bursts  from  that 

door! 
The  wedding«gueatB  ore  diero  i 


But  in  tlie  garden-bower  the  bride 
And  bride-maids  flinging  are : 
And  hark !  the  little  vesper-bell. 
Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer. 

0  Wedding-Guest !  this  soul  hath  been 
Alone  on  a  wide  wide  sea : 
So  lonely  'twas,  that  God  hinaelf 
Scarce  seemed  there  to  be. 

O  sweeter  than  the  marriage-feast, 
Tis  sweeter  fai*  to  me, 
To  walk  together  to  the  kirk. 
With  a  goodly  company ! — 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk. 
And  all  iogether  pniy. 
While  each  lo  his  great  Father  bends, 
Old    men,  and    babes,  and   loving 

friends. 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay ! 

Farewell,  farewell !  but  this  I  tell 
To  thee,  thou  Wedding^uest ! 
He  prayelh  w^ell,  who  loveth  well 
Both  man  and  bird  and  beast. 

He  prayeth  best,  who  loveth  best 
All  thhigs  both  great  and  smalls 
For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us. 
He  made  and  loveth  all. 

The  Mariner,  whose  eye  is  bright, 
Whose  beard  with  lige  is  hoar. 
Is  gone :  and  now  the  Wedding-Guest 
Tum'd  from  the  bridegroom's  door. 

He  went  like  one  that  hath  been 

stunnM, 
And  is  of  sense  forlorn, 
A  sadder  and  a  wiser  man 
He  rose  the  morrow  mom. 


Aod  to  fetch,  hr 
bii  own  eiampitt, 
love  and  revcr 
once  to  all  ihup 
that  God  miia 
and  loveth. 


Cfirifiitatiel. 


PREFACE.* 


TiiK  first  part  of  the  following  poem  was  written  in 
the  year  one  thousand  seven  himdred  and  ninety- 
seven,  at  Stowey  in  the  county  of  Somerset.  The 
second  port,  after  my  return  from  Gnrmonyt  in  the 
year  one  thousand  eiglil  himdred,  at  Keswick.  Cum- 
bcrland.  Since  the  laner  date,  my  poetic  powers 
have  been,  till  very  iarely,  in  a  state  of  suspended 
animarion.  But  as,  m  my  very  first  conception  of  the 
talc,  I  had  the  who!e  present  to  my  mind,  with  the 
wholeness,  no  ]f»9  than  with  the  loveliness  of  a 
vision,  I  trust  that  I  ehnli  yot  be  able  to  embody  in 
verse  the  three  parts  yet  to  come. 

It  is  proliable.  that  if  the  poem  had  been  fmished 


*  To  tho  edition  of  1816. 


at  either  of  tlio  former  periods,  or  if  even  the  fint 
and  second  part  had  been  pubUshed  m  the  year  ISOO, 
the  impression  of  its  originality  would  have  beca 
much  greater  than  I  dare  at  present  eipccL  M 
for  this,  I  have  only  my  own  indolence  to  blame 
The  dates  are  mentjoned  for  the  exclusive  purport 
of  precluding  charges  of  plagiarism  or  ser\'ilo  imv 
tation  from  m>-self.  For  there  is  amongst  us  a  Kt of 
critics,  who  seem  to  hold,  that  every  possible  thour^bl 
and  image  is  traditional ;  who  have  no  notion  that  iher« 
are  such  things  as  fountains  in  the  world,  small  a 
well  as  great ;  and  who  would  therefore  chnriuil'iy 
derive  every  rill  they  behold  flowing,  from  n  perlbri- 
tion  mode  in  some  other  man's  lank.  I  am  confnlenr, 
however,  that  as  far  as  the  present  poem  is  concern^' 
the  celebrated  poets  wliose  writings  I  might  be  »'j^ 
pected  of  havmg  imitated,  either  in  particular  pas- 
sages, or  in  the  tone  ^nd  the  spirit  of  the  wboi^ 
would  be  among  the  first  to  vindicate  me  from  tb« 
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dwige,  md  who,  on  07  ilrildiig  oomcidenoe,  would 
pennit  me  id  wMmh  than,  in  thii  doggrel  Tenkm  of 
two  "wuikkih  Latin  bexameten. 

*Tii  nine  and  H  » likewiie  yoon; 
Hot  n*  if  tbii  will  not  do. 
Lai  it  b*  niM,  cood  hwoA !  for  I 
Am  the  poorar  of  Um  two. 

I  have  only  to  add  diat  the  metre  of  the  Chzfata- 
bel  ii  not,  properly  apeaking,  irregular,  though  it 
nay  wem  ao  fiom  ita  Iwing  founded  on  a  new  prin- 
dpie:  namely,  that  of  eounting  in  each  line  the  ac- 
oenti,  not  the  ayllablea.  Though  the  latter  may  vary 
from  seven  to  twelve,  yet  in  each  line  the  aecenta 
will  be  found  to  be  Cinly  four.  Nevertheleaa  tUa  oc- 
caaonal  variation  in  number  of  ayUaUea  ia  not  in 
tndnced  wantonly,  or  for  the  mere  enda  of  cooveni 
ence,  bat  in  oorreepondence  with  aome  tmnaitinn,  in 
iha  nature  of  the  imagery  ifr  paaiimi. 


IDHRISTABEL. 


PABT  L 

T  IS  the  middle  of  night  by  the  caatle  clock. 
And  the  owla  have  awaken'd  the  crowing  cock ; 

Tu-whit ! ^Tu-whoo ! 

And  hark,  again!  Ihe  crowingoock, 
How  drowaaly  it  crew. 

Sir  Leoline,  the  Baron  rich. 

Hath  a  tooUileaa  moatifil  which 

From  her  kennel  beneath  the  rock 

Maketh  anawer  to  the  clock. 

Four  for  the  quarters,  and  twelve  for  the  hour ; 

£ver  and  aye,  by  ahiRe  and  shower, 

Sixteen  short  howls,  not  over-loud ; 

Some  aay,  die  aeea  my  lady's  shroud. 

Is  the  night  chilly  and  dark  7 
The  night  is  chilly,  but  not  dark. 
The  ihin  iciay  cloud  is  spread  on  high. 
It  eoven  but  not  hides  the  sky. 
The  moon  ia  behind,  and  at  (he  full; 
And  yet  she  kwks  both  small  and  dull. 
The  night  ia  chill,  the  cloud  is  gray : 
Tis  a  month  before  ihe  month  of  May, 
And  the  Spring  conies  slowly  up  this  way. 

The  lovely  lady,  Chriatabel, 

Whom  her  father  lovea  so  well. 

What  makes  her  in  the  wood  ao  late, 

A  furlong  fiom  the  castle  gate  7 

She  liad  dreams  all  ysBte might 

Of  her  own  betrothed  knight  { 

And  she  in  the  midnight  wood  will  pray 

For  the  weal  of  her  lover  that  'a  for  dway 

• 

She  stole  along,  abe  nothing  apoke. 

The  sighs  she  heaved  were  aoA  and  low, 

And  naught  waa  graao  upon  the  oak, 

fiot  moss  and  rarest  mialetoe : 

She  kneela  beneath  the  huge  oak-Hoa, 

And  ia  ailence  prayeth.  ahe. 


The  lady  apcang  up  aoddeDly, 

The  lovely  lady,  Chriatabel  * 

It  moan'd  aa  near,  as  near  can  be. 

But  what  it  ia,  ahe  cannot  telL— 

On  the  other  aide  it  aeeraato  be, 

Of  the  huge,  broad4iiaaaied,  old  oak-tree. 

The  night  ia  chlH;  the  foreat  bare ; 

la  it  the  wind  that  moan^th  bleak  f 
(There  ia  not  wind  enough  in  the  air 
:  To  move  away  the  ringlet  curl 

From  the  lovely  lady's  cheek — 

There  is  not  wind  enough  to  twirl 

The  one  fed  leaf,  the  laat  of  ita  clan, 

iThat  dances  aa  oken  aa  dance  it  can. 
Hanging  ao  light,  and  hanging  so  high. 
On  the  topmoat  twig  that  looks  up  at  the  algr* 

Huah,  beating  heart  of  Chriatabel  f 
Jeau,  Maria,  ahield  he^well! 
She  folded  her  arma  beneath  her  cloak. 
And  atole  to  the  other  aide  ef  the  oak. 
What  aeea  ahe  there  7 

There  ahe  sees  a  damsel  bright, 
Dreat  in  a  silken  robo  of  white, 
That  shatlow7  in  the  moonlight  shone : 
The  neck  that  made  tliat  white  robe  watt. 
Her  stately  neck,  and  arms,  were  bare  \ 
Her  blue-vein'd  feet  unaandall'd  were, 
And  wildly  glittered  here  and  there 
The  gema  entangled  in  her  hair. 
I  gueaa,  'twaa  frightful  there  toaee 
A  lady  aO'richly  clad  aa  ahe — 
Beautiful  exceedingly ! 

Mary  mother,  save  me  now ! 

(Said  Christabet),  And  who  art  thou  7 

The  lady  strange  made  answer  meet. 

And  her  voice  waa  faint  and  sweet :~ 

Have  pity  on  ray -sore  distress, 

I  scarce  can  speak  for  weariness : 

Stretch  forth  thy  hand,  and  have  no  fear! 

Said  Chriatabel,  How  cameai  thou  here  7 

And  the  lady,  whose  voice  waa  foint  and  awee^ 

Did  thus  pursue  her  answer,  meet  >— 


My  sire  is  of  a  noble  line. 

And  my  name  is  GereMine : 

Five  warriors  seized  me  yestennom, 

Me,  even  me,  a  maid  forlorn : 

They  choked  my  cries  with  force  and  fright. 

And  tied  me  on  a  palfrey  while. 

The  palfrey  was  as  fleet  as  wind. 

And  they  rude  furiously  behind. 

They  spurr'd  amain,  their  steeds  were  white; 

And  once  we  crossM  the  shade  of  night 

Aa  Bure  aa  Heaven  shall  rescue  me, 

I  have  no  thought  what  men  they  be ; 

Nor  do  I  know  how  long  it  ia 

(For  I  have  lain  entranced  I  wis) 

Since  one,  the  tallest  of  the  iive. 

Took  me  from  the  palfrey's  back, 

A  weary  woman,  scarce  alive. 

Some  mutter'd  words  his  comrades  apoln  * 

He  placed  me  nndemeaih  ihu  oak, 
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He  swore  they  would  return  widi  haite  i 
Whither  they  went  I  cannot  tell— 
I  thought  I  heard,  some  minutei  paat, 
Sounde  as  of  a  castle<tell. 
Stretch  ihrth  thy  hand  (thui  ended  the). 
And  help  a  wretched  maid  to  flee. 

Then  Christabel  «tretch*d  finrth  her  hand. 
And  comforted  fair  Geraldine : 

0  well,  bright  dame !  may  you  oemmand 
The  Mrvice  of  Sir  Leoline ; 

And  gladly  our  atout  chivaixy 
Will  he  tend  forth  and  frienda  withal, 
To  guide  and  guard  you  lafe  and  fiee 
Uome  to  your  noble  lather's  hall. 

She  roie ;  and  forth  with  stepe  they  paai'd 

That  strove  to  be,  and  were  m>t,  fiurt. 

Her  gracious  aTARS  the  lady  blest. 

And  thus  spake  on  sweet  Christabel : 

All  our  hooaehold  are  at  rest. 

The  hall  as  salant  as  the  cell; 

Sir  Leoline  is  weak  in  health. 

And  may  not  well  awaken*d  be, 

But  we  will  move  as  If  in  sieaUh ; 

And  I  beseech  your  courtesy. 

This  night,  to  share  your  couch  with  me. 

They  croas'd  the  moat,  and  Christabel 

Took  the  key  that.fitted  well ; 

A  little  door  she  open'd  straight. 

All  in  the  middle  of  the  gate ; 

The  gate  that  was  imn'd  within  and  without, 

Where  an  army  in  battle  array  had  march'd  out 

The  lady  sank,  belike  through  pain, 

And  Christabel  with  mighrand  main 

lifted  h^r  up,  a  weary  weight, 

Over  the  threshold  of  the  gate : 

Then  the  lady  rose  again* 

And  moved,  as  Ae  were  not  in  pain. 

So  free  from  danger,  frne  from  fear. 

They  crossed  the  court :  right  g^ad  th^  were. 

And  Christabel  devoutly  (»ried 

To  the  lady  by  her  side. 

Praise  we  the  Virgin  all  divine 

Who  hath  rescued  thee  from  thy  distress ! 

Alas,  alas !  said  Gemldine, 

1  cannot  speak  for  weariness. 

So  free  from  danger,  free  from  fear. 

They  cross'd  the  oourt :  right  glad  they  were. 

Outside  her  kennel,  the  mastiff  old 
Lay  fast  asleep,  in  moonshine  cold. 
The  mastiff  old  did  not  awake. 
Yet  she  an  angry  moan  did  make ! 
'  And  what  can  ail  the  mastiff  bitch? 
Never  till  now  she  utter'd  yell 
Beneath  the  eye  of  Christabel. 
Perhaps  it  is  the  owlet's  scritch: 
For  what  can  ail  the  mastiff  bitch  f 

lliey  pass'd  the  hall,  that  echoes  atilU 
Fsss  as  lightly  as  you  will ! 
rhe  brands  were  flat,  the  brands  wore  dying. 
Amid  their  own  white  ashes  lying : 


But  when  the  lady  pass'd,  diere 

A  tongue  of  Kght,  a  fit  of  flame; 

And  ChrisUibel  saw  the  lady*s  eye. 

And  nothing  else  saw  she  thereliy. 

Save  the  boas  of  the  shield  of  Sir  Leoline  tall, 

Which  hung  in  a  murky  old  niche  in  the  wslL 

O  sofUy  tread !  said  Christabel, 

If  y  fiither  seldom  sleepeth  weU. 

Sweet  Christabel  her  feet  dodi  bare ; 
And,  jealous  of  the  listening  air, 
They  steal  their  way  from  stair  to  stair: 
Now  in  gammer,  and  now  in  gloom— 
And  now  they  pass,  the  Baron's  room. 
As  still  as  death  with  stifled  breath! 
And  now  have  raach'd  her  chambeivdoor; 
And  now  doth  Geraldine  press  down 
The  rushes  of  the  chionber  floor. 

Hie  moon  shines  dim  in  die  open  air, 
And  not  a  moonbeam  enters  here. 
But  they  without  ils  light  can  see 
The  ch^ber  cariwd  so  cuiioosly. 
Carved  with  figures  strange  and  swee^ 
All  madp  out  of  the  carver's  toun. 
For  a  lady's  chamber  meet : 
The  lamp  with  twofold  silver  chain 
Is  fastened  to  an  angel's  feet 

• 

The  silver  lamp  bums  dead  and  dim ; 
But  Christabel  die  lamp  will  trim. 
She  trimm'd  the  lamp,  and  made  it  brigfal; 
And  left  it  swinging  lo  and  fro. 
While  Geraldine,  in  wretched  plight 
Sank  down  upon  the  floor  below. 

0  weary  lady,  Geraldine, 

1  proy  you,  drink  this  cordial  wine ! 
It  is  a  wine  of  virtuous  powers ; 
My  mother  made  it  of  wild  flowen. 

And  win  your  mother  pity  me, 
Who  tm  a  maiden  most  forlorn  f 
Christabel  answer'd — Woe  is  me ! 
She  died  the  hour  that  I  was  bom. 
I  have  heard  the  grayohair'd  friar  tell. 
How  on  her  death-bed  she  did  say. 
That  she  should  hear  the  castle-beU 
Strike  twelve  upon  my  wedding-day. 

0  modier  dear!  that  thou  wert  here! 

1  would,  said  Geraldine,  she  were ! 

But  soon,  with  alter'd  voice,  aaid  she— > 
"  Oflll  wandering  mother !  Peak  and  pine ! 
I  have  power  lo  bid  thee  flee." 
Alas!  what  ails  poor  Geraldine? 
Why  stares  she  with  unsettled  eye  ? 
Can  she  the  bodilesf  dead  espy  t 
And  why  with  hollow  voice  cries  she^ 
*  Ofl^  woman,  off!  fliis  hour  is  mine-* 
Though  thou  her  guardian  spirit  bs^ 
OO;  woman,  off!  'tis  given  to  me.*' 

Then  Christabel  knelt  by  die  lady*s  aide. 
And  raised  to  heaven  her  eyes  so  blu**- 
Alas !  said  she,  this  ghasdy  ride- 
Dear  lady !  it  hath  wilder'd  you! 

78 


CHBISTABEL. 


Tie  lady  wiped  faw  moiM  cold  brow. 
And  faintly  inid,  **  T  ia  over  now  '** 

Again  the  wild-flower  wine  ahe  dranki 
Har  fair  laige  eyea  *gaB  glitter  bri^^t. 
And  from  the  floor  whereop  ahe  auk* 
Tho  lofty  lady  alood  upright ; 
Sbe  waa  moat  beautiful  to  aee, 
like  a  lady  of  a  &r  oountr^ 


And  thna  the  loAy  lady- 
All  ihey,  who  live  in  the  upper  aky» 
Do  love  you,  holy  Chriatabd ! 
And  you  love  them,  and  for  their  aake 
And  for  the  good  which  me  befoU, 
Even  I  in  my  degree  will  tiy. 
Fair  maiden !  to  requite  you  welL 
Bat  now  unrobe  yooraetf ;  .for  1 
Moat  play,  era  yet  in  bed  I  lie. 

Qpoth  Chriatabel,  So  let  it  be! 
^id  aa  the  kady  bade,  did  ahe. 
Bar  gentle  limba  did  ahe  ondreaa, 
•  And  lay  down  in  her  lovelineaa. 

Bat  through  her  brain  of  weal  and  woe 
So  many  thoo^ta  moved  to  and  fto. 
Thai  vain  it  were  her  lida  to  clooe ; 
So  halfway  from  the  bed  ahe  ioae» 
And  on  her  elbow  did  recline 
To  look  at  the  Lady  GeraMineb 

Beneath  the  lamp  the  lady  bow'd. 
And  alowly  roll'd  her  eyea  around ; 
Then  drawing  in  her  breath  aloud. 
Like  one  that  ahnddei'd,  ahe  unbound 
The  dncture  from  beneath  her  breaat  t 
Her  ailken  robo,  and  umer  veat, 
Dropt  to  her  feet,  and  full  in  view, 
Behold !  her  boaom  and  half  her  ride 
A  light  10  dream  of,  not  to  tell ! 
Odiieki  her!  ahield  aweet  Chrialabel 

Tet  Geraldine  nor  apeaka  nor  atira ; 
Ah!  what  a  atricken  look  waa  here! 
Deep  from  within  ahe  aeema  halAway 
To  lift  aome  weight  with  aick  aaaay, 
And  eyea  the  maid  and  aeeka  delay; 
Thea  auddenly  aa  one  defied 
Collecta  henwlf  in  acorn  and  pride. 
And  lay  down  by  the  Maiden*a  aide  !— 
And  in  her  arma  the  maid  ahe  took, 

Ah  well-a-day ! 
And  with  low  voice  and  doleful  look 
Theae  worda  did  aay 
hi  the  touch  of  thia  boaom  there  worketh  a  apiallt 
Wbich  ia  k»rd  of  thy  utterance,  Chriatabel ! 
ThoQ  knoweat  to^iight,  and  wilt  know  to-monow 
^  mark  of  my  ahame,  thia  aeal  of  my  aonow; 
Bat  vainly  thou  warreatp 

For  thia  ia  alone  in 
Thy  power  to  declare, 

'flMl  in  the  dim  foraat  • 
Tbau  hewJeat  alow 
B 


And  foundeat  a  bright  lady,  aurpaaaingly  iiiir: 
And  didat  bring  her  home  with  thee  in  love  and 

charity. 
To  ahield  her  and  ahelter  her  from  the  damp  air. 

THE  OONCLaSION  TO  PAAT  L 


It  waa  a  lovely  eight  to 

The  lady  Chriatabel,  when  ahe 

Waa  praying  at  the  old  oak-tree. 

Amid  the  jagged  ahadowa 

Of  moaay  leafleea  bougha. 

Kneeling  in  the  moonlight. 

To  make  her  gentle  vowa ; 
Her  alender  palma  together  preat, 
Heaving  aometimea  on  her  breaat; 
Her  free  reaign'd  to  bliaa  or  halo— 
Her  free,  O  call  it  fair,  not  pole ! 
And  both  blue  eyea  more  bri^  than  clearf 
Each  about  to  have  a  tear. 

With  open  eyea  (ah  woe  ia  me !) 
Aaleep,  and  dreaming  fearfiiUy, 
Fearfully  dreaming,  yet  I  wia. 
Dreaming  that  alone,  which  i»— 
O  aorrow  and  ahame !  Can  thia  be  ahe. 
The  lady,  who  knelt  at  the  old  oak-tree  t 
And  lo !  the  worker  of  theae  harma, 
That  holda  the  maiden  in  her  anna, 
Seema  to  alumber  atill  and  mild, 
Aa  a  mother  with  her  child. 

A  atar  hath  aet,  a  atar  hath  riaen, 
O  Geraldine !  aince  arma  of  thine 
Have  been  the  lovely  lady*a  priaon. 
O  Geraldine !  one  hour  waa  thin^^ 
Thou  'at  had  thy  will!  By  taim  and  riD, 
The  night-birda  all  diat  boor  were  atilL 
But  now  they  are  jubilant  anew. 
From  cliflfand  tower,  tu-whoo!  tu-whoo! 
Tu-whoo!  tn-whoo !  from  wood  and  fell ! 


And  aee !  the  lady  Chriatabel 
Gathera  heraelf  from  out  her  trance ; 
Her  limba  rehiz,  her  countenance 
Growa  aad  and  aoft ;  the  amooth  thin  lida 
Ckae  o'er  her  eyea ;  and  teara  ahe  ahed^— 
Large  teara  that  leave  the  laahea  bright! 
And  oft  the  while  she  aeema  to  amile 

Aa  inianiB  at  a  audden  light ! 

« 

Yea,  ahe  doth  amile,  and  ahe  dodi  wm|v 
Like  a  youthful  hermiteaa, 
Beauteoua  in  a  wildemeaa. 
Who,  praying  alwaya,  praya  in  aleep, 
And,  if  ahe  move  unquieUy, 
Perdianoe,  't  ia  but  the  blood  ao  free, 
Comea  back  and  tinglea  m  her  feet 
No  doubt,  ahe  hath  a  viaion  aweet : 
What  if  her  guardian  apirit  *t  were, 
What  if  ahe  knew  her  mother  nearf 
But  thia  ahe  knowa,  in  joya  and  w<oe% 
That  aainia  will  aki  if  men  will  eallz 
For  the  bloe  aky  benda  over  aO ! 
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EA«if  matiii-bell,  the  Baron  saith. 
Knells  ufl  back  to  a  world  of  death. 
Thete  woids  Sir  Xieoline  first  said. 
When  he  rose  and  foand  his  lady  dead : 
These  words  Sir  Leoline  will  say. 
Many  a  mom  to  his  dying  day ! 

And  hence  the  custom  and  law  hegaa. 
That  still  at  dawn  the  sacristan. 
Who  duly  pulls  the  heavy  bell, 
Five-and-forty  beads  must  tell 
Between  each  Mrdke — a  warning  knell. 
Which  not  a  soul  con  choose  but  hear 
From  Bratha  Head  to  Wyndermere. 

Saith  Bracy  the  bard,  So  let  it  knell.'  . 
And  let  the  drowsy  sacristan 
Slill  count  as  slowly  as  he  can ! 
There  is  no  lack  of  sneh,  I  ween. 
As  well  fill  up  the  space  between. 
In  Langdale  Pike  and  Witch's  Lair 
And  Dungeon-ghyll  so  foully  rent, 
With  ropes  of  rock  and  bells  of  air 
Three  sinful  sextons'  ghosts  are  pent. 
Who  all  give  back,  one  after  f  other, 
The  death>note  to  their  Uving  brother; 
And  ofl  too,  by  the  knell  oflended, 
Just  OS  their  one !  two !  three !  ia  ended, 
The  devil  mocks  the  doleful  tale 
With  a  merry  peal  from  Borrowdale. 

The  air  is  still !  through  mist  and  cloud 
That  merry  peal  comes  ringing  loud; 
And  Geraldine  shakes  off  her  dread. 
And  rises  lightly  from  the  bed ; 
Pots  on  her  silken  Vestjpents  white. 
And  tricks  her  hair  in  lovely  plight. 
And,  nothing  doubting  of  her  spell, 
Awakens  the  lady  Christabel. 
**  S^ep  you,  sweet  lady  Christabel  ? 
I  trust  diat  you  have  reaied  well.* 


•> 


And  Christabel  awoke  and  spied 

The  same  who  lay  down  by  her  sid&~> 

O  rather  say.  the  same  whom  she 

Raised  up  beneath  the  old  oak-tree  t 

Nay,  fairer  yet !  and  yet  more  fair ! 

For  she  J)ehke  hath  drunken  deep 

Of  all  the  blessedness  of  sleep ! 

And  while  she  spake,  her  looks,  her  air 

Such  gentle  thankfulness  declare. 

That  (so  it  seem'd)  her  girded  vests 

Grew  tight  beneath  her  heaving  breasts. 

**  Sura  1  have  sinn'd,"  said  Christabel, 

**  Now  Heaven  be  praised  if  all  Yp  well !' 

And  in  low  falteriog  tones,  yet  sweel. 

Did  she  fhe  lofly  lady  greet 

With  such  perplexity  of  mind 

As  dreams  too  lively  leave  behind. 

So  quickly  she  rose,  and  quickly  array'd 
Her  maiden  limbs,  and  having  pray'd 
That  He,  who  on  the  cross  did  groan. 
Might  wash  away  her  sins  unknown. 


She  forthwith  led  fair  Geral&e 
To  meet  her  sire,  Sir  Leoline. 

The  lovely  maid  and  the  lady  tall 
Are  pacing  both  uiio  the  hall. 
And,  pacing  on  through  page  and  gro:«a 
Enter  the  Baron's  prasence-roora. 

The  Baron  rose,  and  while  he  prast 
His  gentle  daughter  to  his  breast. 
With  cheerful  wonder' in  his  eyes 
The  lady  Geraldine  espies. 
And  gave  such  welcome  to  the  same. 
As  might  beseem  so  bright  a  dame ! 

But  when  he  heard  the  lady's  tale. 
And  when  she  told  her  fiither's  name. 
Why  wax'd  Sir  Leoline  so  pale. 
Murmuring  o'er  the  name  again, « 
Lord  Roland  de  Vaux  of  Tryermainef 

(Alas !  they  had  been  friends  in  youth; 
\jJut  whiaperingjoggues  can  poison  truth  . 

And  constancy  lives  in  realms  aboVeT^ 

And  hfe  is  thorny  ,*  and  youth  is  vain  .- 
fAnd  to  be 'wroth  witli  one  we  love. 
VDoth  work  like  madness  in  AelMm. 

And  thus  It  chance?,^  as  I  divine,  "^ 

With  Roland  and  Sir  Leoline. 

Each  spake  words  of  high  disdain 

And  insult  to  his  heart's  best  brother; 

They  parted — ne'er  to  meet  again ! 

But  never  eiUicr  found  another 

To  free  the  holluw  heart  from  paining— 

They  stood  aloo£  (he  scars  remaining; 

L|ke  clifls  which  had  been  rent  asunder; 

A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between. 

But  neitlicr  heal,  nor  frust,  nor  thunder. 

Shall  wholly  do  aw&y^  I  ween, 

The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been 

^r  Leoline,  a  moment's  space, 

Stood  gazing  on  the  damsel's  face : 

And  the  youthful  Lord  of  Tryermoina 

Came  back  upon  his  heart  again. 

0  then  the  Baron  forgot  his  age  I 

His  noble  heart  swell'd  high  with  rage; 

He  swore  by  the  wounds  in  Jesu's  aide, 

He^  would  proclaim  it  far  and  wide 

With  trump  and  solemn  heraldry, 

That  they,  who  thus  had  wrong'd  the  daais 

Were  base  as  spotted  infamy  I 

**  And  if  they  dare  deny  the  same, 

My  herald  shall  appoint  a  week. 

And  let  the  recreant  traitors  seek 

My  tourney  court — that  there  and  then 

1  may  dislodge  their  reptile  souls 
From  the  bodies  and  forms  of  men !" 
He  spake :  his  eye  in  lighming  rolls ! 

For  the  lady  was  ruthlessly  seized ;  and  he  ioui  i 
In  the  beautiful  lady  the  child  of  his  fneod ! 

And  now  the  tears  were  on  hie  6e% 
And  fondly  in  his  arms  he  took 
Fair  Geraldine,  who  met  the  embrace^ 
Prolonging  it  with  joyous  look. 
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Whioib  whqa  die  loew'd,  a  vmodq  fell 
Upon  ihe  soul  of  Christabel, 
Tlie  visioii  of  fear,  the  touch  and  paia! 
Sibe  shnmk  and  shudder'd,  and  aaw 
(Ah,  woe  ia  me !  Was  it  for  thee. 
Thou  gentle  maidi  nidi  aighiB  fo  tee  I) 

Agaio  ahe  aaw  that  boBom  old, 

Again  she  felt  that  boeoih  cold, 

And  drew  in  her  breath  with  a  hiaaing  aoond  s 

Whereat  the  knight  tam'd  wildly  round, 

And  nothing  aaw  bu(  hia  own  aweet  maid 

Wilfa  eyea  npiaind,  aa  one  that  pray'd. 

Tlie  toach,  the  aigfat,  had'faaa'd  away, 
And  in  iia  atead  that  itiaioo  bleat. 
Which  comfiirted  her  afler-reat. 
While  in  the  lady'a  anna  ahe  lay. 
Had  put  a  rapture  in  her  breaat, 
And  on  her  lipa  and  o'er  her  eyea 
Spcead  amilea  like  light ! 

With  new  aurpiiae, 
*  What  aOa  then  my  beloved  child  r" 
The  Baron  aaid — I^  daughter  mild 
Made  answer,  "  All  will  yet  be  well  !*' 
I  ween,  ahe  had  no  power  to  tell 
Aught  else :  ao  mighty  waa  the  apelL 

Yet  he,  who  aaw  thia  Genildine, 
Had  deem'd  her  sure  a  thing  divine. 
Such  aorrow  with  auch  grace  ahe  blended. 
As  if  ahe  fear'd  ahe  had  offended 
Sweet  Chriatabel,  that  gentle  maid ! 
And  with  auch  lowly  tonea  ahe  pray*d. 
She  might  be  aent  without  delay 
Home  to  her  fether'a  mansion. 

"Nay! 
Xay,  by  my  aonl!*'  aaid  Leoline. 
"  Ho !  Bracy  the  bard,  the  charge  be  thine  i 
Go  thoa,  with  music  sweet  and  loud, 
And  take  two  steeds  with  trappings  proud. 
And  lake  the  youth  whom  thou  lovest  beat 
Td  bear  thy  harp,  and  learn  thy  aong. 
And  clothe  you  both  in  solemn  vest. 
And  over  the  mountains  haste  along, 
Leat  wandering  folk,  that  are  abroad. 
Detain  yon  on  the  valley  road. 
And  when  he  has  croaa'd  the  Irthing  flood. 
My  merry  bard !  he  hastea,  he  haatea 
Up  Knorren  Moor,  through  Halegarth  wood, 
And  reaches  aoon  that  ensile  good 
Which  amnda  and  threatens  Scotland's  wastes. 

"  Bard  Bracy,  bard  Bracy  f  your  horsea  are  fleet. 

Ye  most  ride  up  the  hall,  your  music  so  sweet. 

More  lond  than  your  horses'  echoing  feet ! 

And  bud  and  loud  to  Lord  Roland  call. 

Thy  daughter  ia  safe  in  Langdole  hall ! 

Thy  beautiful  daughter  is  aafe  and  free— 

Sir  Leoline  greets  thee  thus  through  /tnor 

He  bida  thee  come  without  delay 

With  aD  thy  numeroua  array ; ' 

^nd  take  thy  lovely  daughter  home : 

And  he  will  meet  thee  on  the  way 


With  all  hia  numerous  airay. 
White  with  their  panting  palfreya*  ibam; 
And  by  mine  honor !  I  will  aay. 
That  I  repeat  me  of  the  day 
When  I  apake  words  of  high  diadain 
To  Roland  de  Vaox  of  Tiyermaine ! 
-^For  aince  that  evil  hour  hath  flown. 
Many  a  aununer'a  aon  hath  ahone ; 
Yet  ne'er  feund  I  a  friend  again 
Like  Roland  dt  Vaux  of  Tryermaine." 

The*Lady  fell,  and  claJsp'd  hia  kneea. 
Her  &ce  upraiaed,  her  eyes  o'erflowing ; 
And  Piracy  replied,  with  faltering  voice. 
Her  gracious  hail  <m  all  beatowing  9— • 
Thy  woida,  thou  aire  of  Chriatabel, 
Are  aweetar  than  my  harp  can  tell ; 
Yet  might  I  gahi  a  boon  of  thee, 
Thia  day  my  journey  should  not  be. 
So  strange  a  dream  hath  come  to  ma  t 
That  I  had  vow'd  with  music  loud 
To  clear  yon  wood  from  thing^  unbleat, 
Wam'd  by  a  vision  in  my  reet! 
For  in  my  aleep  I  saw  thiat  dove. 
That  gentle  bird,  whom  thou  doat  love. 
And  call'at  by  thy  own  daughter'a  nam»— 
Sir  Leoline !  1  aaw  the  same. 
Fluttering;  and  uttering  fearful  moan. 
Among  the  green  herbs  in  the  foreat  alone. 
Which  when  I  saw  and  when  I  heard, 
I  wonder'd  what  might  ail  the  bird : 
For  nothing  near  it  could  I  see, 
Save  the  grass  and  green  herba  undemaath  the 
old  tree. 

• 

And  in  my  dream,  methought,  I  went 
To  search  out  what  might  there  be  fbund ; 
And  vAiMt  the  sweet  bird'a  trouble  meant 
That  thua  lay  fluttering  on  the  ground. 
I  went  and  peer'd,  and  could  deacry 
No  cause  for  her  distresaful  cry ; 
But  yet  for  her  dear  lady'a  aake 
I  stoop'd,  methought,  the  dove  to  take. 
When  lo !  I  saw  a  bright  green  snake 
doil'd  around  its  wings  and  neck. 
Green  as  the  herbs  on  which  it  couch'd. 
Close  by  the  dove's  its  head  it  crouch'd ! 
And  with  the  dove  it  heavea  and  atiis. 
Swelling  ita  neok  aa  ahe  awell'd  hen ! 
I  woke ;  it  waa  the  midnight  hour, 
The  clock  waa  echoing  in  the  tower; 
But  though  my  alumber  waa  gone  by, 
Thia  dream  it  would  not  paas  away — 
It  seems  to  live  upon  my  eye ! 
And  thence  I  vow'd  this  aelf-aame  day. 
With  music  strong  and  aaindy  aong 
To  wander  through  the  fbreat  bare, 
Leat  aught  uiiholy  loiter  there. 

Thus  Bracy  said  :  the  Baron,  the  while, 
lialf-listening  heard  him  with  a  smile ; 
Then  tum'd  to  Lady  Geraldine, 
His  eyce  made  up  of  wonder  and  love ; 
And  said  in  courtly  accents  flne, 
Sweet  Maid !  Lord  Roland'a  beauteous  dove, 
With  arms  more  atrong  than  harp  or  aong, 
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Thy  sire  and  I  will  cfmh  the  make! 
He  ki«*d  her  forehead  aa  he  apake. 
And  Genddine  in  maiden  wise. 
Casting  down  her  large  hright  eyes. 
With  blushing  cheek  and  oourteey  fine 
She,  tnm'd  her  fivm  Siif  Leoline ; 
Softly  gathering  up  her  train. 
That  o'er  her  right  aim  fell  again ; 
And  folded  her  anna  aciosB  her  cheat. 
And  couch'd  her  head  upon  her  breaa^ 
And  look*d  askance  at  Chriatabet^-^ 
Jeso.  Maria,  shiekl  her  well ! 

A  snake's  small  eye  blinks  dull  and  shy. 

And  the  lady's  eyes  they  shrunk  in  her  head, 

£ach  shrunk  up  to  a  serpent's  eye,      •* 

And  with  somewhat  of  malice  and  mora  of  dread. 

At  Christabel  she  look'd  askance : — 

One  moment — and  the  sight  was  fled ! 

But  Christabel,  in  disy  trance 

Stumbling  on  the  unsteady  ground, 

Shudder'd  aloud,  with  a  hisaing  sound ; 

And  Geraldtne  again  tum'd  round. 

And  like  a  ^hing,  that  sought  relief^ 

Full  of  wonder  and  full  of  grieC 

She  roll'd  her  laige  bright  eyea  divine 

Wildly  on  Sir  Ledine. 

The  maid,  alas !  her  thoughts  are  gone, 

She  nothing  sees— no  sight  but  one  I 

The  maid,  devoid  of  guile  and  sin, 

I  know  not  how,  in  fearful  wise 

So  deeply  had  she  drunken  in 

That  look,  those  shrunken  serpent  eyei^ 

Tliat  all  her  features  were  reaign'd 

To  this  sole  image  in  her  mind  i 

And  paasively  did  imitate 

That  look  of  dull  and  tr^acheroua  hale ! 

And'  thus  she  stood,  in  diny  trance. 

Still  lucturing  that  look  askance 

With  forced,  unconscious  sympathy 

Full  before  her  fiohe^s  view      ■    . 

As  &r  as  such  a  look  could  be. 

In  eyes  so  innocent  and  blue. 

And  when  the  trance  was  o'er,  die  maid 

Paused  awhile,  and  inly  pray'd : 

Then  falling  at  the  Baron's  feet,  « 

"  By  my  mother's  soul  do  I  entreat 

That  thou  thia  woman  send  away !  ** 

She  said :  and  more  fihe  could  not  say ; 

For  what  she  knew  she  could  not  tell, 

(yermaster'd  by  the  mighty  spelL 

Why  is  thy  cheek  so  wan  and  wild. 
Sir  Leoline  f  Thy  only  child 
Lies  at  thy  feet,  thy  joy,  thy 
So  feir,  io  innocent  ao  mildc 


The  same,  for  whom  thy  lady  died. 

0  by  the  pangs  of  her  dear  mother. 
Think  thou  no  evil  of  thy  child ! 
For  her,  and  ihee,  and  for  no  other, 
She  pray*d  the  moment  ere  she  died ; 
Pray'd  that  the  babe  for  whom  she  died 
Might  prove  her  dear  lord's  joy  and  pride ! 

That  prayer  her  deadly  paogs  beguiled. 

Sir  Leoline ! 
And  wottldst  thou  wrong  thy  only  ehiU, 

Her  child  and  thine  f 

Within  the  Baron's  hiyut  and  brain 
If  thoughts  like  these  had  any  share. 
They  only  swell'd  his  rage  and  pain. 
And  did  but  worii  confusion  there. 
His  heart  waa 'cleft  with  pain  and  rage, 
His  cheeks  they  quiver'd,  his  eyea  wen  wild, 
Dishonor'd  thus  in  his  old  age ; 
Dishonored  by  his  only  child. 
And  all  his  hospitality 
To  the  insulted  daughter  of  his  friend 
By  mora  than  woman's  jealousy 
Brought  thus  to  a  disgraoeftil  end— - 
He  n^l'd  his  eye  with  stem  regard 
Upon  the  gentle  miiwtrol  bard. 
And  said  in  tones  abrupt,  austere. 
Why,  Bracy !  dost  thou  loiter  here  f 

1  bade  thee  hence !  The  Bard  obey*d ; 
And,  turning  from  his  own  sweet  maid. 
The  aged  knight.  Sir  Leoline, 

Led  forth  the  lady  Geraldine !  ^ 

THE  COKCLU8ION  TO  PART  IT. 

A  UTTLE  child,  a  limber  elC 
Singing,  dancing  to  itselC 
A  feiiy  thing  with  red  round  cheeks 
That  always  finds  and  never  seeks. 
Makes  such  a  vision  to  the  sight 
As  fills  a  fethor's  eyes  with  light ; 
And  pleasures  flow  in  so  thick  and  fast 
Upon  his  heart,  that  he  at  last 
Must  needs  express  his  love's  excess 
With  words  of  unmeant  bitterness. 
Periiaps  'tis  pretty  to  force  together 
Thoughts  so  all  unlike  each  other ; 
To  mutter  and  mock  a  broken  chann. 
To  dally  with  wrong  that  does  po  harm. 
Perhaps  'tis  tender  too  and  pretty     ■ 
At  each  wild  word  to  feel  within 
A  sweet  recoil  of  love  and  pi^. 
And  what,  if  in  a  world  of  sin 
<0  sorrow  and  shame  should  this  be  true)! 
Such  giddiness  of  heart  anc^  brain 
Cornea  seldom  save  from  rage  and  pain* 
So  talks  as  it 'a  most  used  to  do. 
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A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACTa 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


fvp  offlMSff*  flna 


UhMWJn  Vauib,  JFbtibr  fo  <^ 
Donna  TsretefB  Qmrdian, 
Don  Altak,  Cfte  dde$t  mm. 
Don  QiDONio,  (A«  ymmgett  mm. 
MoNViKiwo,  a  Dominicoii  anA  Irtqwukor, 
ZuLonz,  the/akhftd  attendtnU  on  Ahar. 
IsiBOKX,  a  JUbr«M»  CHefUdn,  ottenmULy  a  CkrMBtn, 
Familiars  of  thx  iNamsiTioN. 
Naomi. 

Uoosfl,  Servant^,  etc 
Donna  Tkusa,  an  Orphan  Hnnu. 
Alhaiaa,  W^e  to  hidore, 

TiMK.  The  reign  of  Philip  TT^  juit  at  the  clow  of 
die  civil  wan  agaimt  the  Moon,  and  during  the 
heat  of  the  penecution  which  raged  againtt  them, 
fhoidy  after  the  edict  which  forbade  the  wearing 
of  Moraaoo  apparel  under  pain  of  death. 


ZULIMtZ* 

Remone  ii  as  the  heart  in  which  it  gmwix 
If  tfiat  be  gentle,  it  diopi  balmy  dewt 
Of  triie  repentance ;  but  if  pioud  and  gloomy, 
It'H  a  poiMo-tree  that,  pierced  to  the  imaoit, 
Weep!  only  tean  of  poiion. 


REMORSE. 

ACTL 

SCENE  L 
The  Sea  Shore  on  the  Cotut  cf  Qranada, 

Don  Altar,  wrapl  in  a  Boat^ioak,  and  Zuuoncz 
,  (a  Morem»\  both  aejuH  lanied 

ZULDfEZ. 

No  wund.  no  &ce  of  joy  to  welcome  us! 

altar. 
My  iuthful  Zulimez,  ibr  one  brief  moment 
Let  me  ibrget  my  anguish  and  their  crimes. 
IT  aught  on  earth  demand  an  unmix*d  feeling, 
Tis  mrely  this — after  long  years  of  exile. 
To  itep  forth  on  firm  land,  and  gaang  round  us, 
To  haU  at  once  our  country,  and  our  birth-place. 
Hail,  Spain !  Granada,  hail !  onoe  more  I  press 
Thy  lands  with  filial  awe,  land  of  my  fitthers ! 

ZULIMEZ. 

Then  claim  your  righti  in  it !  O,  revered  Don  Alvar, 
Tet,  yet  give  up  your  all  too  gentle  purpose. 
It  B  too  hazardous!  reveal  younelf. 
And  let  the  guilty  meet  the  doom  of  guilt! 

alvar. 
Remember,  Zulimez!  1  am  his  brother: 
Injured,  indeed !  O  deeply  injured !  yet 
Oidonio's  biothen 

ZULIMKZ. 

Nobly-minded  Alvar! 
This  sure  but  gives  his  guilt  a  blacker  dye. 

ALVAR.     . 

7%e  more  behoves  it,  I  should  rouse  within  him 
I !  that  I  should  save  him  from  himsel£ 
H9 


ALVAR. 

And  of  a  brother. 
Dare  thold  this,  unproved  f  nor  make  one  efSMt, 
To  save  him  f^Hear  me,  friend !  I  have  yet  to  tell  diee 
That  this  same  life,  which  be  conspired  to  take, 
Himself  ones  rescued  from  the  angry  flood. 
And  at  the  imminent  hazard  of  his  own. 
Add  too  my  oath — 

ZtTLIMXZ. 

You  have  thrice  told  alroadr 
The  years  of  absence  and  of  secrecy. 
T\>  which  a  forced  oadi  bound  you :  if  in  truth 
A  subom'd  murderer  have  the  power  to  dictati* 
A  binding  oath — 

AlfVAR. 

My  long  captivity 
Left  me  no  choice :  the  very  With  too  languish'd 
Y^th  the  fond  Hope  that  nuned  it ;  the  sick  bfibe 
Droop*d  at  the  bosom  of  its  famish'd  mother 
But  (more  than  all)  Teresa's  perfidy ; 
The  assassin^s  strong  assuraace,  when  no  interest. 
No  motive  could  have  tempted  him  to  falsehood : 
In  the  finrt  pangs  of  his  awakened  conscience. 
When  with  abhorreiwe  of  his  own  black  purpose 
The  murderous  weapon,  pointed  at  my  breast. 
Fell  from  his  palsied  hand — 

ZULIMEZ. 

Heavy  presumption! 

ALVAR. 

It  weighed  not  with  me— Hark !  I  will  tell  tl^ee  aQ: 
As  we  pass'd  by,  I  bade  thee  mark  the  base 
Of  yonder  clifiP— 

ZUUMEZ. 

That  rocky  seat  you  mean. 
Shaped  by  the  billows  7 — 

ALVAR. 

There  Teresa  met  me. 
The  morning  of  the  day  of  my  departure. 
We  were  alone :  the  purple  hue  of  dawn  * 
Fell  from  the  kindling  east  aslant  upon  us, 
And,  blending  with  the  blushes  on  he|>  cheek. 
Suffused  the  teardrops  there  with  rosy  light 
There  seem*d  a  glory  round  us,  and  Teresa 
The  angel  of  the  vision  I  [Then  wUk  ogitatiem 

Hadst  tboo  seen 
How  in  each  motion  her  most  innocMut  soul 
(  Beam*d  forth  and  brighten'd,  thou  thyself  wouIAt 
tell  me, 
Guilt  is  a  thing  impossible  in  her ! 
She  most  be  iimoc^nt! 

zinjMKZ  {wUh  a  s^A). 

Proceed,  my  Lord! 
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ALTAR. 

A  portrait  which  she  had  procured  hy  stealth 
.  (For  ever  then  it  seems  her  heart  ibrebodod 
Or  knew  Ordonio's  muody  rivalry). 
A  portrait  of  herself  with  thrilling  hand 
She  tied  around  my  neck,  conjuring  me 
With  earnest  prayers,  that  J  would  keep  it  tacred 
To  loy  own  knowledge :  nor  did  she  desist, 
Till  she  liad  won  a  solemn  promise  from  me, 
That  (save  my  own)  no  eye  should  e'er  behold  it 
I'ill  my  return.     Yet  this  the  assassin  knew, 
Knew  that  which  none  but  she  could  Mve  disclosed. 

ZUUMEZ. 

A  dammBg  proof.' 

ALVAIU      - 

My  own  life  wearied  me ! 
And  but  for  the  imperative  Voice  within, 
With  mine  own  hand  I  had  tMwn  off  the  burthen. 
That  Voice,  which  quelled  me,  calm'd  me :  and  I 

sought 
The  Belgic  states :  there  jom'd  the  betier  cause ; 
And  there  too  fought  as  one  that  courted  death! 
Wounded,  I  fell  among  the  dedd  and  d3ang. 
In  death-like  trance :  a  long  imprisonment  fi>llow*d. 
The  fullness  of  my  anguish  by  degrees 
Waned  to  a  meditative  melancholy ; 
And  still,  the  more  I  mused,  my  soul  became 
More  doubtful,  more  perplex'd ;  and  still  Teresa, 
Night  after  night,  she  visited  my  sleep. 
Now  as  a  saintly  suiierer,  wan  and  tearful, 
NoW  as  a  saint  in  glory  beckoning  to  me ! 
Yes,  still,  as  in  contempt  of  proof  and  reason, 
I  cherish  the  fond  faith  that  she  is  guiltless ! 
Hear  then  my  fix'd  resolve:  I'll  linger  here 
In  the  disguise  of  a  Moresco  chieftain.-.- 
Hie  Moorish  robes  ? — 

ZUUMEZ. 

A}1,  all  are  in  the  sea^cave^ 
Some  fiirloQg  hence.    I  bade  our  marinen 
Secrete  the  boat  there. 

ALVAR. 

Above  all,  the  picture 
Of  the  asnssination*— 

ZUUMEZ. 

Be  assured 
That  it  remains  uninjured. 

ALVAR. 

Thus  disguised, 
I  will  first  seek  to  meet  Ordonio's — wi/el 
If  possible,  alone  too.    This  was  her  vi-onted  walk, 
And  this  the  hour;  her  words,  her  vefy  looks 
Will  acquit  her  or  cenvicL 

ZUUMEZ. 

Will  they  not  know  you? 

ALVAR. 

With  your  aid,  friend.  I  shall  unfearingly 
Tn«  the  disguise;  and  as  to  my  complexion. 
My  long  irapriflODment,  the  scanty  food, 
This  scar, — and  toil  beneath  a  burning  sun. 
Have  done  already  half  the  business  for  us. 
Add  too  my  youth,  when  last  we  saw  each  other. 
Manhood  has  swoln  my  chest,  and  taught  my  voice 
A  boanier  note — Besides,  they  think  me  dead : 
And  what  the  mind  believes  impossible. 
The  bodily  sense  is  slow  to  recognize. 

ZULtMEZ. 

Tis  yours,  Sir,  to  command ;  Inine  to  obey. 


Now  to  the  cave  beneath  the  vaulted  rock. 
Where  having  shaped  you  to  a  Moorish  chieftain, 
I  will  seek  our  mariners ;  and  in  the  dusk 
Transport  whate'er  we  need  to  the  small  dell 
In  the  Alpuxarras— there  where  Zagri  livecL 

ALVAR. 

I  know  it  well :  it  is  the  obscurest  haunt 

Of  all  the  mountains —  [Both  stand  Uoadng 

Voices  at  a  distance ! 
Let  UB  away !  ££xncst 


SCENE  n. 
Enter  Teresa  and  Valdcz.  ^ 

TEREBA. 

I  hold  Ordonio  dear ;  he  is  your  sod 
And  Alvir's  brother.  ' 

TALDEZ. 

Love  him  for  himselC 
Nor  make  the  living  wretched  for  the  dead. 


I  mourn  that  you  should  plead  In  vain.  Lord  Valdei; 
But  heaven  hath  heard  my  vow,  and  I  remain 
Faithftil  to  Alvar,  be  he  dead  or  living. 

VALDEZ. 

Heaven  knows  with  what  delight  I  saw  your  loves, 
And  could  my  heart's  blood  give  him  back  to  thee, 
I  would  die  smiling.     But  these  are  idle  thoughts; 
Thy  dying  father  comes  upon  my  soul 
With  that  same  look,  with  which  he  gave  thee  to  me, 
I  held  thee  in  my  anna  a  powerless  babe^ 
While  thy  poor  mother  with  a  mute  entreaty 
Fix'd  her  fhint  eyes  on  mine.    Ah  not  for  this, 
.That  I  should  let  thee  feed  thy  soul  wbh  gloom. 
And  with  slow  anguish  wear  away  thy  life. 
The  victim  of  a  useless  constancy. 
I  must  not  see  thee  wretched. 

TERESA. 

There  are  woes 
Ul-barter'd  for  the  gariahnesB  of  joy! 
If  it  be  wretched  with  an  untired  eye 
To  watch  those  skiey  tints,  and  this  green  ocean; 
Or  in  the  sultry  hour  beneath  some  rock. 
My  hair  dishevell'd  by  the  pleosant  sea-breeze, 
To  shape  sweet  visions,  and  live  o'er  again 
All  post  hours  of  debght !  If  it  be  wretched 
To  watch  some  bark,  and  fency  Alvar  there. 
To  go  through  each  minutest  circurastanto 
Of  the  blest  meeting,  and  to  frame  adventuree 
Most  terrible  and  strange,  and  hear  him  tell  them; 
♦  (As  once  I  Knew  a  crazy  Moorish  maid 
Who  drest  her  in  her  buried. lover's  clothes. 
And  o'er  the  smooth  spring  in  the  mountain  cleft 
Hung  with  her  lute,  and  play'd  the  self^me  tune 
He  used  to  play,  and  listcn'd  to  the  shadow 
Herself  hod  made) — if  this  be  wrotchedneas, 
And  if  indeed  it  be  a  wretched  thhig 
To  trick  out  mine  own  death-bed,  and  imagine 
That  I  had  died,  died  just  ere  his  return ! 
Then  see  him  listening  to  my  constancy. 
Or  hover  round,  as  he  at  midnight  oft 


*  Here  Valdex  bends  beck,  aad  anias  at  her  w......^ 

which  Teroea  noUcinc,  choeke  Her  enthoaiann,  and  in  a  soeth* 
ing  half-playful  tone  and  manner,  apok>gises  for  her  f^«^ 
by  the  little  tale  in  the  iwrenthesia. 
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Sia  on  my  graVe  and  jBBoeM  at  the  moon; 

Or  baply,  in  mxo»  more  fantastic  mood, 

To  be  in  Faradiae,  and  with  choice  flowen 

Build  up  a  bower  where  he  and  I  might  dwell. 

And  there  to  wait  his  coming !  O  my  sire ! 

My  Alvar's  sire !  if  tins  be  wretchednen 

That  eats  away  the  life,  what  were  it,  think  yon. 

If  in  a  most  assured  reality 

He  should  retum«  and  see  a  brother's  infant 

Smile  at  him  ftom  my  arms  ? 

Ob,  what  a  thought !  {Cta^ng  Aer  forehead, 

▼ALBEZ. 

A  iboogbt?  even  so!  mere  thought !  an  amp^  ^h^mrii*- 
The  Tery  week  he  promised  his  retuhi 


(oftniptfy). 

Wss  it  not  then  a  busy  joy  ?  to  see  him, 
After  those  three  years*  travels !  we  had  na  feai»— 
The  frequent  tidings,  the  ne*er-&iling  letter, 
Ahnost  endear'd  his  absence !  Yet  the  glndnpsy, 
llie  tumult  of  our  joy !  What  then  if  now 

VALDE2. 

0  power  of  youth  to  feed  on  pleasant  thoughts. 
Spite  of  conviction!  I  am  old  and  heartless! 
To,  I  am  old — I  have  no  pleasant  fandea-— 
Hectic  and  unrefresh'd  with  rest — 

TKKESA  {with  great  tenalkmett) 

My  fikther! 

▼ALBESb 

The  Bober  thith  is  all  too  much  for  me ! 

1  see  no  sail  which  brings  not  to  my  mind 

The  home-bound  baric  in  which  my  son  was  captured 
By  the  Algenne-^to  perish  widi  his  captors ! 

TXRSSA. 

Oh  no!  he  did  not! 

VALDKZ. 

Captured  in  eight  of  land  ! 
From  yon  hfll  point,  nay,  from  our  castle  watch-tower 
We  might  have  seen 

TERESA. 

His  capture,  not  his  death. 

VALDEZ. 

Abu !  how  aptly  thou  forgetf  st  a  tale 

Thou  ne'er  didat  wish  to  leam !  my  braye  Ordonio 

Saw  both  die  pirate  and  his  pri2e  go  down. 

In  the  same  storm  that  baffled  his  own  valor. 

And  thus  twice  snatch'd  a  brother  from  his  hopes : 

GaUant  Ordotiio !  {pauses ;  then  tenderly).   O  beloved 

Teresa! 
Wouldst  thou  best  prove  thy  faith  to  generous  Alvar, 
And  most  delight  hts  spirit,  go,  make  thou 
His  brother  happy,  make  his  aged  father 
Sink  ID  the  grave  in  joy. 


For  mercy's  sake, 
Pms  me  no  more !  I  have  no  power  to  love  him. 
Hii  proud  Ibrbiddii^  eye,  and  his  dark  brow, 
Chill  me  like  dew  damps  of  the  unwholesome  night : 
My  love,  a  timofous  and  tender  flower, 
Ck)ie«  beneath  his  touch. 

VALDEZ. 

Yon  verong  him,  maiden ! 
YoQ  wrong  him,  by  my  soul !  Nor  was  it  well 
'IVi  character  by  such  utikindly  phrases 
IV  stir  and  workings  of  that  love  ibr  you 
Which  he  has  toil'd  to  smother,    T  was  not  well, 
Nor  i«  it  grateful  in  you  to  ibiget 


His  wounds  and  perilous  voyages,  and  how 

With  an  heroic  fearlessness  of.dan^r 

He  roam'd  the  coast  of  Afric  for  your  Alvar. 

It  was  not  well — You  have  moved  me  even  to  tean. 

TERESA. 

Oh  pardon  me.  Lord  Valdez!  pardon  me' 

It  was  a  foolish  and  ungrateful  speech, 

A  most  ungrateful  speech !  But  I  am  hurried 

Beyond  myself,  if  I  but  hear  of  one 

Who  aims  to  rival  Alvar.    Were  we  not 

Bom  in  one  day,  like  twins  of  the  same  parent? 

Nuned  in  one  cradle?  Ptautlon  me,  my  fiither! 

A  six  years'  absence  is  a  heavy  thing. 

Yet  atUl  the  hope  survives 

VALDEZ  (lociking  forward), 
Hoah !  'tis  Monviedro. 

TERESA 

The  Inqoiaitor!  oo  what  new  aoent  of  bkrad  ? 

Enter  Monviedro  with  Alradxa. 

« 

MONVIEDRO  {having  frtl  made  hU'obeuanoe  to 
Valdez  and  Teresa). 

Peace  and  the  truth  be  with  you !  Godd  my  Lord, 
My  present  need  is  with  your  son. 

ILooking  forward. 
We  have  hit  the  time.   Here,  comes  he !  Yes,  'tis  he. 

Enter  from  the  opposite  side  Don  Ordonio. 

My  Lord  Ordonio,  this  Morescp  woman 
(Alhadra  is  her  name)  asks  audience  of  you. 

ORDONIO. 

Hail,  reverend  father!  what  may  be  the  boainem? 

MONVIEDRO.   ' 

My  Lord,  on  strong  suspicion  of  relai|toe 

To  his  false  creed,  so  recently  abjured, 

The  secret  servants  of  the  inquisition  - 

Have  seized  her  husband,  and  at  my  command 

To  the  supreme  tribunal  would  have  led  him. 

But  that  he  made  appeal  to  you,  my  Lord, 

As  surety  for  his  soandness  in  the  faith. 

Though  lessen'd  by  experience  what  small  trust 

The  asseverations  of  these  Moors  deserve. 

Yet  still  the  deference  to  Ordonio's  name, 

Nor  less  the  wish  to  prove.  With  what  high  honor  , 

The  Holy  Church  regards  her  faithful  soldiers. 

Thus  far  prevail'd  with  me  that 

ORDONIO. 

Reverend  &th6r, 
I  am  much  beholden  to  your  high  opinion. 
Which  so  o'erprizes  my  light  services. 

[Then  to  Alhadra 
I  would  that  T  could  serve  you ;  but  in  truth 
Your  face  is  new  to  me. 

MONVIEDRO. 

My  mind  foretold  me, 
That  such  would  be  the  event.  In  truth.  Lord  Valdes. 
Twas  little  probable,  that  Don  Ordonio, 
That  your  illustrious  son,  who  fought  so  bravely 
Some  four  years  since  to  quell  these  rebel  Moon, 
Should  prove  the  patron  of  thia  infidel ! 
The  guarantee  of  a  Moresoo'a  faith ! 
Now  I  return. 

ALHADRA. 

My  Lord,  my  husband's  name   ■        ^ 
Is  Isidore.  (Ordonio  starts.) — You  may  remember  H 
13  85 


76 


COLERIDGE'S  POETTCAL  WORKS. 


*nine  yean  age,  three  yean  ttuM  veiy  week, 
Tou  left  him  at  Ahneria. 

MONVIEDllO. 

Palpably  ftlM! 
This  very  week,  three  yean  ago,  my  Lord 
(You  needs  mutt  recollect  it  by  your  wound), 
You  were  at  aea,  and  there  engaged  the  piratea, 
The  muniererf  doubtleis  of  your  brother  Alvar  t 

[Teresa  looks  at  Montixdro  wUk  dugutt  and 
horror,  Ordonio's  ttj^eartOice  Co  he  collected 
from  fokat  fottoiDS, 

MONYIEDRO  (to  Vau>B£,  ond  pointwg  at  Ordonio). 
What !  if  he  ill,  my  Lord  ?  how  strange  he  looks ! 

VAI.IKBZ  {angrUy). 
You  preai'd  upon  him  too  abruptly,  faAer, 
The  frte  of  one,  on  whom,  you  know,  he  doted. 

ORDOMio  (Starting  as  m  stidden  agUatien). 

0  Heavens!  It  J— doted?  (then  recovering  himsdf). 

Yes!  I  <2oterf  on  him. 
•    (pRDomo  wsflb  to  the  end  of  the  stage, 
Valdez  foBows,  soothing  him. 

TERESA  (her  eye  following  Ordonio). 

1  do  not,  can  not,  love  him.    Is  my  heart  hard  f 
U  my  heart  hard  f  that  even  now  the  thought 
Should  force  itself  upon  me  7— Yet  I  feel  it! 

MONVIEORO. 

Tbie  drops  did  start  and  stand  upon  his  forehead ! 

I  will  return.    In  very  truth,  I  grieve 

To  have  been  the  occasion.   Ho!  attend  me,  woman ! 

ALHADRA  (to  TeRESA). 

O  geiktle  lady !  make  the  &dier  stay. 

Until  my  Lord  recover.    I  am  sure. 

That  he  will  say  he  is  my  hosband's  friend. 


ALHA0RA. 

Not  tin  my  husband's  free!  1  may  noC  do  it 
I  will  slay  here. 


Stay,  father!  slay!  my  Lord  will  soon  recover. 

ORDomo  (Of  they  return^  to  Valdbz). 
Strange,  that  this  Monviedro 
Should  have  the  power  so  to  distemper  me ! 

VAIJ>ES. 

Nay,  'twas  an  amiable  weakness,  son ! 

MONVIEORO. 

My  Lord,  I  truly  grieve 

OROONIO. 

Tut !  name  it  not 
A  sadden  seizure,  fiither !  think  not  of  it 
As  to  this  woman's  husband,  I  do  know  him. 
I  know  him  well,  and  that  he  is  a  Christian. 

MONVIEDRO. 

I  hope,  my  Lord,  your  merely  human  pity 
Doth  not  prevail 

ORDONIO. 

Tis  certain  that  he  tnas  a  Catholic; 

What  changes  may  have  happen'd  in  three  yean, 

I  cannot  say ;  but  grant  me  this,  good  father : 

Myself  ni  sift  bun :  if  I  find  him  sound, 

Youll  gmnl  me  your  authority  and  name 

To  libenoe  his  hoose. 

MONVIEDRO. 

Your  zeal,  my  Lord, 
And  your  late  merits  in  this  holy  warfare, 
Would  authorize  an  ampler  trust — ^you  have  it 

ORDONIO. 

I  will  attend  you  home  within  an  hour. 

VALDEZ. 

Meantime,  return  with  us  and  take  refieahment 


TERESA  (OSidip). 

Who  is  this  Isidore  r 

VALDEZ. 


Dan^iter! 


Widi  your  peimianon,  my  dear  Lord, 
I  '11  loiter  yet  awhile  t'  eqjoy  the  sei 

[ExemU  Valde^,  Monviedro,  and  Ordonio 

ALHADRA. 

Hah !  there  he  goes!  a  bitter  cune  go  with  him, 
A  scathing  cune! 

{Then  as  tf  recollecting  hersOf,  and  wiA  a  timid  look) 

You  hate  him,  don't  you,  lady  f 

TXRXSA  (perceiving  that  Alhadra  is  conseUms  tke  has 

spoken  imprudently). 
Oh  fear  not  me !  my  heart  is  sad  fbr  yon. 

ALHADRA. 

These  fell  inquisiton !  these  sons  of  blood ! 
As  I  came  on,  his  face  so  madden'd  me. 
That  ever  and  anon  I  clutch'd  my  dagger 
And  half  unsheathed  it 


Be  more  calm,  I  pray  you 

ALHADRA. 

And  as  he  walked  along  the  narrow  path 
Close  by  the  mountain's  edge,  my  soul  grew  eager ; 
'Twas  with  hard  toil  I  made  myself  remember 
That  his  Familian  held  my  babes  and  husband. 
To  have  leapt  upon  him  with  a  tiger's  plunge, 
And  huri'd  him  down  the  rugged  precipice, 
O,  it  had  been  most  sweet ! 

TERESA. 

Hush !  hush  fbr  shams ! 
Where  is  your  woman's  heart  f 

ALHADRA. 

O  gentle  lady! 
You  have  no  skill  to  guess  my  many  wrongs. 
Many  and  strange!  Besides  (tromooay),  I  am  a  ChiiS' 

tian, 
And  ChristiaDS  never  pardon— 'tis  their  ftith! 

TERESA. 

Shame  fidl  on  those  who  so  have  shown  it  to  thee! 

ALHADRA. 

I  know  that  man;  'tis  well  he  knows  not  me. 
Five  yean  ago  (and  he  was  the  prim*  agent). 
Five  yean  ago  the  holy  brethren  seized  me. 


What  might  your  crime  be  f 

ALHADRA. 

I  was  a  Moresoo! 
They  cast  me,  then  a  young  and  nuning  mother. 
Into  a  dungeon  of  their  prison-house. 
Where  was  no  bed,  no  fire,  no  ray  of  light. 
No  touch,  no  sound  of  comfort !  The  Uaek  air. 
It  was  a  toil  to  breathe  it !  when  the  door. 
Slow  opening  at  the  appointed  hour,  disclosed 
One  human  countenance,  the  lamp's  red  flsme 
(>ower'd  as  it  enter'd,  and  at  once  sunk  down- 
Oh  misereble !  by  that  lamp  to  see 
My  infant  quarrelling  with  the  coarre  hard  bread 
Brought  daily :  for  the  httle  wretch  was  sickly—- 
My  rsge  had  dried  away  its  natural  food 
In  darkness  I  remain'd---the  dull  bell  counting, 
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Which  haply  told  me,  that  all  the  «0^die«riiig  Son 
Vfu  nong  €Q  our  garden.    When  I  dmed. 
My  mfiuifs  noaninga  mingled  with  ray^lumben 
And  waked  me. — If  you  were  a  mother,  Lady, 
I  ifaoDkl  acarce  dare  to  tell  yon,  that  its  noiiea 
And  peevirii  cries  eo  fretted  on  my  bnin 
niatl  haTe  atriick  the  innnoant  babe  in  anger. 


0  Heaven!  it  ii  too  hniribl^  to  hear. 

ALHADRA. 

What  waa  it  then  to  suflerf  Tie  moit  right 
That  sach  aa  yon  shoukl  hear  it — ^Know  you  not, 
Whai  Nature  makes  you  mourn,  she  bidi  you  heal  f 
Great  Evib  aak  great  Paasions  to  redrem  them, 
And  Whiriwinds  fitliert  scatter  PestUence. 


Ton  were  at  length  released  T 


.Yes,  at  length 
I  fliw  the  blessed  aidi  of  the  whole  heaven ! 
Twas  the  first  tune  my  in&nt  smiled.    No 
For  if  I  dWeH  upon  that  moment,  Lady, 
A  tnnce  comes  on  which  makes  me  o*9t  again 
AH  1  then  was — my  knees  hang  loqse  and  drag; 
And  my  lip  fi^  with  such  an  idiot'  laugh. 
That  you  would  start  and  shudder  J 


But  your  husband — 
AUillnaA. 
A  mouth^s  imprisonment  would  kill  him,  Lady. 


If  aught  enfiwoe  yon  to  cmihealment, 

AfJtAI>aA. 

He  trembles  etnmgely. 

[Alvaa  iinki  down  and  kide$  kUfiux  ta  Ut  roUt 


See,  we  have  disturbed  hiok 

lApproachet  nearer  fo  Auik 
I  pray  yon  think  us  friendih— unoowl  your  face. 
For  you  seem  iaint,  and  the  night  breeze  blows  hedling 
I  prey  you  think  us  friends ! 

ALTAK  {rauing  kU  head). 

Calm,  very  calm! 
Tis  all  too  tranquil  ibr  reality! 
And  she  spoke  to  me  with  her  innocent  yoioe. 
That  Ydoe,  that  innocent  voice !  She  is  no  traitrem . 

TBRKSA. 

Let  uir  retire.  (flbt^^tiZy  to  Alhadra). 

[7^  octMiuss  to  the  front  ef  tkt  Siag§. 
AuiADRA  (idUk  acorn). 
He  ia  indeed  a  Christian. 

AI«VAR  (CMlde). 

She  deems  me  dead,  yet  wears  no  mounting  gannent! 
Why  ahould  my  brother's— vriib-^vrear  mounuDg 
garments! 

[To 
Your  pardon,  noble  dame !  that  I  disturb'd  you : 
I  had  jij|Bt  started  fiom.a  frightful  dream. 


AlsB,  poor  man !       >y 

AX.HADRA. 

He  hath  a  lion's  courage, 
Feariess  in  act,  but  (eeb!e  in  endurance; 
Unfit  Ibr  boisterous  times,  with  gentle  heart 
He  woiships  Nature  in  the  bill  ana  valley. 
Not  knowing  what  he  loves,  but  loves  it  all— 

£Rler  Alvas.  dugitieed  aa  a  Moresco,  and  in  Mooruh 

gartnenis* 

TERESA. 

Know  you  that  atately  Moor  ? 

ALHADRA.' 

I  knowhim'not: 
But  doubt  not  he  is  some  Moresco  chiefrain. 
Who  hides  himself  among  the  Alpuxarras. 

TERESA. 

lie  Alpuxarras  T  iX>68  he  know  his  danger, 
Sonear  this  seat? 

ALHADRA. 

He  wears  the  Moorish  robes  too, 
Ai  in  defiance  of  the  royal  edict 

[Alhaora  advaneea  to  Alvar,  toko  ha$  walked  to 
ike  back  cf  the  stage  near  the  rocks.  Teresa 
drops  her  veSL 

ALHADRA 

Gallant  Moresco !  An  inquisitor, 
Monviedro,  oS  known  hatred  to  onr 


alvar  {JMterrupdng  her), 
VoQ  have  mistaken  me.    I  am.  a  Christian. 

ALHADRA. 

He  deems,  that  we  are  platting  to  ensnare  him : 
Speak  to  him.  Lady — none  can  hear  you  speak* 
And  not  beheve  yva  tnnooent  of  guile. 


Dreams  tell  but  of  the  Past,  and  yet,  'tis  said, 
They  prophesy—- 

ALVAR. 

The  Past  lives  o'er  again 
In  its  eflectB,  and  to  the  guilty  spirit 
The  ever-frowning  Present  is  its  image. 

TERESA. 

TAdtress!  {Thenaade), 

What  sudden  spell  o'eimasters  me  f 
Why  seeks  he  me,  shunning  the  Moorish  woman  T' 
[Teresa  looks  round  vneasUy,  hut  gradually  he- 

comes  atientixe  as  Alvar  proceeds  ta  tks 

next  spee(Mm 

ALVAR. 

I  dreamt  I  had  a  friend,  on  whom  I  leant 
With  blindest  trust,  and  a  betrothed  maid. 
Whom  I  was  viront  to  call  not  mine,  but  me : 
For  mine  own  self  seem'd  nothing,  lacking  her. 
This  maid  so  idolized  that  trusted  friend 
Dishonor'd  in  my  absence,  soul  and  body ! 
Fear,  following  guilt,  tempted  to  blacker  guilt. 
And  murderers  were  subom'd  against  my  h£e. 
But  by  my  looks,  and  most  impassion'd  words, 
I  roused  the  virtues  that  are  dead  in  no  man. 
Even  in  the  aaaassins'  hearts!  they  made  their  terma 
And  thank'd  me  fi>r  redeeming  them  from  mnidar. 

ALHADRA. 

You  are  lost  in  thought :  hear  him  no  more,  sweet  Lady  \ 

TERESA. 

From  mom  to  night  I  am  myself  a  dreamer. 
And  slight  things  bring  on  me  die  idle  mood  I 
Well,  Sir,  what  happened  then?  * 

.     ALVAR. 

On  a  rode  rock, 
A  rock,  melfaought,  &st  by  a  grove  of  firs. 
Whose  thready  leaves  to  the  low  breathing  gafe 
Made  asoft  sound  most  like  the  distant  ooeaB» 
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I  ■tay'd  SB  ihoagh  the  hour  of  death  w^re 
And  I  were  atting  in  the  world  of  8]imt»^ 
For  all  thing!  leeni'd  unreal !  There  I  sate — 
The  dews  fell  clammy,  and  the  night  descended. 
Black*  sultry,  close !  and  ere  (he  midnight  hour, 
A  storm  canie  on,  mingling  all  sounds  of  fear. 
That  woods,  and  sky,  and  mountains,  seem'd  one 

havoc. 
The  second  flash  of  lightning  show'd  a  tree 
Haid  by  me,  newly  scathed.    I  rose  tumultuous : 
My  foul  work'd  high,  I  bared  my  head  to  the  storm. 
And,  with  k>ud  voice  and  clamorous  agony, 
Kneeling  I  prayed  to  the  great  Spirit  that  lyiade  me, 
Pray'd  that  Remorse  might  &stea  on  their  hean% 
And  cling  with  poisonous  tooth,  inextricable 
Aa  tlifi  gored  lion's  bite  ! 

TEKESA  {jJaiddering), 

A  fearful  cuise ! 

ALHADKA  (JfisroeZy). 
But  dreamt  you  notlthat  yon  retufn'd  and  kill'd  them? 
Dreamt  you  of  no  revenge !  . 

ALVAE  (Au  vdce  tremUing,  OHd'in  Ume%afdeep  dutreu). 

She  would  have  died, 
DM  Hk  her  ga(h — ^perdianoe  by  her  own  hands ! 
And  bending  o*er  her  self-inflicted  wounds, 
I  might  have  met  the  evil  glance  of  frenzy, 
And  leapt  mvself  into  an  unUest  grave ! 
I  pray'd  for  me  punishment  that  cleanses  lieaiiat 
Forstilllkivedher! 


ALflADEA. 

And  yon  dreamt  all 


? 


My  soul  is  fbll  of  visions  all  as  vnld ! 

AJLHADRA. 

Tliere  is  no  room  in  this  heart  for  puling  love-toles. 
TEEB8A  (l^  vp  htr  eeiZ,  and  advances  to  Alvar). 
Stranger,  fiuewell !  I  gueas  not  who  you  are. 
Nor  why  you  so  addrass'd  your  tale  to  me. 
Your  mien  is  noble,  and,  I  own,  perplex'd  me 
With  obscure  memory  of  something  post, 
Which  still  ^escaped  my  eflbrts,  or  presented 
Tricks  of  a  fancy  pamper'd  with  long  wishing. 
IC  as  it  sometimes  happens,  our  rude  startling 
Whilst  your  fhll  heart  was  shaping  out  its  dream. 
Drove  you  to  this,  your  not  ongende  wildness — 
You  have  my  sympathy,  and  so  farewell ' 
But  if  some  undisoover'd  wrongs  oppress  you. 
And  you  need  strength  to  drag  them  into  Ught, 
The  generous  Valdcz,  and  my  Lord  Ordonio, 
Have  arm  and  will  to  aid  a  noble  sufferer ; 
Noir  shall  you  want  my  favorable  pleading. 

\Ereunt  Teresa  and  Alhaora. 

ALVAR  (aUmt), 
Tis  Unnge !  It  cannot  be!  my  Lord  Ordomio! 
Her  Lord  Ordonio!  Nay,  I  will  not  do  it ! 
I  cursed  him  once— and  one  curse  is  enough ! 
How  bad  she  look'd,  and  pale !  but  not  like  guilt — 
And  her  calm  tones— sweet  as  a  song  of  mercy ! 
If  the  bad  spirit  retained  his  angel's  voice. 
Hell  scarce  were  Hell.    And  why  not  innocent  t 
Who  meant  to  murder  me,  might  well  cheat  heff 
But  ere  she  married  him,  he  hod  stain'd  her  honor; 
Ah !  there  I  am  hamper'd.     What  if  this  were  a  lie 
Framed  by  the  assasHn  f  Who  should  tell  it  him. 
If  it  were  truth  ?  Ordonio  woukl  not  tell  hisL 
Yet  why  one  lief  all  else,  I  ibuwi,  was  truth. 


No  ilait,  BO  jealoaay  of  stinnig  oonscienoe! 
And  she  refeir'd  to  me— fondly,  metbougfat ! 
Could  she  walk  here  if  she  had  been  a  trailresit 
Here,  where  we  play'd  together  in  onr  childheodf 
Here,  where  we  plighted  vowst'  where  her  coU 

cheek 
Received  my  last  kiaa,  when  with  ■uppsesa'd  feeUngi 
l^e  had  fainted  in  my  anns?  It  cannot  be ! 
'Tis  not  in  Nature!  I  will  die,  believing 
That  I  shall  meet  her  where  no  evil  is, 
No  treachejy,  uo  cup  dash'd  from  the  lips. 
I  '11  haunt  this  scene  no  more !  Hvo  she  in  peace ! 
Her  husband — ay,  her  "kuAand  !  May  this  angel 
New  mould  his  canker'd  heart !  Assist  me,  Heareii, 
That  I  may  pray  for  my  poor  guilty  brother!    [ExiL 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  L 

A  wU  xmd  mamilakmmM  Country.  ORDomo  ^d  Isi- 
dore are  cftaooMted,  m^poted  of  a  fiofs  dkumm 
from  huoQRE'a  kamm. 

ORDONIO. 

Here  we  may  stop :  your  house  <ystinct  in  view, 
Yet  we  secured  from  hsteners. 

niDORB. 

Now  indeed 
My  house !  and  it  looks  cheerful  as  the  clusten 
Basking  in  sunshine  on  yon  vine^lad  rock. 
That  over-brows  it !  Patron!  Friend!  Pre8er\'er! 
Thrice  luive  you  saved  my  life.    Once  in  the  batlls 
You  gave  it  me :  next  rescued  me  from  suicide. 
When  for  my  follies  I  was  made  to  wander, 
With  moutha  to  feed,  and  not  a  mcMsel  for  them 
Now,  but  for  you,  a  dungeon's  slimy  atones 
Had  been  my  bed  and  pillow. 

ORDONIO. 

Good  Isidore! 
Why  this  to  me  ?  It  is  enough,  you  know  it 

ISIDORE. 

A  common  trick  of  Gratitude,  my  Lord, 
Seeking  to  ease  her  own  fhll  heart       « 

ORDONIO. 

Enough 
A  debt  repaid  ceases  to  be  a  debt. 
You  have  it  in  your  power  to  serve  me  greatly. 

ISIDORE. 

And  how,  ray  Lord  t  I  pray  you  to  name  the  thiog. 
I  would  climb  up  an  ice^laz'd  precipice 
To  pluck  a  weed  you  fancied ! 

ORDONIO  {wish  emharraMsment  and  hesiialion). 

Why — that — Lady* 

ISIDORE. 

Tis  now  thjwe  years,  my  Lord, since  Ust  I  saw  you 
Have  you  a  son,  my  Lord  7 

ORDONXO. 

O  miserable—        [Auk 
Isidora !  you  are  a  man,  and  know  mankind. 
I  told  you  what  I  wish'd — ^now  for  the  trvSh!—- 
She  lov'd  the  man  you  kill'd. 

ISIDORE  {looking  as  suddenly  aktrmei). 

You  jest,  my  Lord  t 

ORDONIO. 

And  till  his  death  is  proved,  she  vftU.  not  wed  me. 
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msoms. 
Yoa  sport  ivith  me,  my  Lord  f 

QAOOMia 

Com«,  oome  I  thb  foolery 
lives  only  in  thy  looks :  thy  heut  dsKnnai  it! 

UtDOllE. 

[  em  bear  this,  end  any  thing  more  grievovm ' 
From  you,  my  Lord— bat  how  can  I  serve  you  here  t 

ORDONIO. 

Why,  you  can  utier  with  a  solemn  gesture 

Oracular  sentences  of  deep  no-meaning, 

Wear  a  quaint  garment,  nuike  mysterious  antics^- 

laiDoas. 
I  am  doIU  my  Lord !  I  do  not  oompiehend  yoik 

ORDONIO. 

b  blunt  tenns,  you  can  play  the  sorcerer. 
She  bath  no  faith  in  Holy  Church,  *t  is  true  s 
Her  lover  school'd  her  in  aome  newer  mmsenae ! 
Yet  still  a  tale  of  spirits  works  upon  her. 
Sbe  is  a  k«e  esikusiast,  sensitive, 
Shiven,  and  eannot  keep  the  lean  in  her  efei 
And  such  do  love  the  mvvellous  tdo  well 
Not  to  believe  it.    We  wiU  wind  up  her  fimoy 
With  a  strange  music,  that  she  knows  not  of — 
With  fumes  of  frankincense,  and  mummeiy. 
Then  leave,  as  one  sure  token  of  his  death«« 
That  portrait,  which  from  off  the  dead  man's  neck 
I  bade  thee  lake,  the  trophy  of  thy  conquest 

laiOORE. 

Will  that  be  a  sure  sign  ? 

OROOlflO. 

Beyond  suspicion. 
Fondly  careasii^;  him,  her  iavor'd  lover 
(By  some  base  spell  he  had  bewitch'd  her  senses), 
She  whieper*d  such  dark  iears  of  me,  forsooth, 
Aa  made  this  heart  pour  gall  into  my  veins. 
And  as  she  coyly  bound  it  round  his  neck, 
{%e  made  him  promise  silence ;  and  now  holdi 
The  secret  of  the  existence  of  this  portrait. 
Known  only  to  her  loverand  herself. 
Bat  I  had  traced  her,  stolen  unnoticed  on  them* 
And  unsttspecied  saw  and  heard  the  whole. 

-IWDOaB. 

Bat  now  I  ahould  have  cuned  the  mao  who  lold  me 
Too  could  aak  aught,  my  I^ml,  and  I  lefuae 
Bat  this  I  oaonot  da 

ORDONIO. 

Where  lies  your  scruple  7  « 

MiDOKX  {jmik  stammermfi. 

Why — why,  my  Lord ! 
Voa  know  you  told  me  that  the  lady  loved  you. 
Had  loved  you  with  tncauiious  tenderness ; 
That  if  the  young  man,  h^  betrothed  husband. 
Returned,  yourself;  and  she,  and  the  honor  of  both 
Musi  peri^  Now,  though  with  no  tenderer  seniples 
Than  those  which  being  naOve  to  the  heart> 
Than  those,  my  Lord,  which  merely  being  a  amii-^ 

oanoNio  {aloud^  though  ft)  nprets  hU  coaLempl 
he  9peak»  in  the  third  pertcn), 
lW  felbw  is  a  Man — he  kill'd  for  hire 
Oae  whom  he  knew  not,  yet  has  tender  seiaples ! 

[Then  turning  to  Iudorc 
These  doubta,  these  fean,  thy  whine,  2iy  ttaouner* 

ing— 
Pish,  ibol !  thou  blunder^st  through  the  book  of  guilt, 
Spelling  thy  villany. 


KIDORI. 

My  Lord — my  Und, 
I  can  bear  much — yea,  very  much  from  yon ! 
But  there 's  a  point  where  suflerance  ia  m^mnn^f^  t 
I  am  no  villain— never  kill'd  fbr  hiv^— 
My  gratitude' 

ORSoifia 
O  ay— your  gralitade ! 
Twaa  a  well-sounding  word — what  have  yon  dOna 
with  it! 

ISIDOftE. 

Who  proflhrs  his  ptA  favoit  fbr  my  virtu^^ 
OEOONio  (iDtiA  bUier  acent). 

Virtue!-^ 

UIDORE. 

Triea  to  o'erreach  me— is  a  vecy  sharper. 
And  should  not  speak  of  gratitude,  my  Lord. 
I  knew  not  'twaa  your  brother  I 

omnoif  lo  (eJkimie^. 
^  And  who  told  fimf 

•      laiOORB.    ■ 

He  knaaif  Idd  me. 

oiDomo. 

Ha!  yon  talk'd  with  Um! 
AaA  thoae,  the  two  Moieaooee  who  wave  with  yaaf 

lamoKB. 
Both  fell  in  a  night-brawl  at  Malaga. 
OEUONio  (in  a  low  vaic^. 

My  brother— 

ISIpOXB. 

Tea,  my  Lord,  I  could  not  tell  you  I 

I  thrust  away  the  thought — it  drove  me  wild. 

But  listen  to  me  now — I.pmy  you  listen 

OBDONIO. 

Villain.'  no  more !  1  'II  hear  no  more  of  iL 

ISIPORE. 

My  Lord,  it  much  imports  your  future  iufbty 
That  you  should  hear  it 

ORDONio  (ptmhig  cff  from  Isidore.) 
Am  not  /  a  Man ! 
Tis  as  it  should  be !  tut— the  deed  itself 
Was  idle,  and  these  after-pangs  st^l  idler ! 

I0IOORX. 

We  met  him  in  the  very  place  you  mentioa'd. 
Hard  by  a  grove  of  fir^ 

ORDONIO. 

£nough— enough-^ 

ISIDORR. 

He  fought  us  valiantly,  and  wounded  all ; 
In  finoi  Gumpell'd  a  parley. 

ORDONio  (i^Au^,  as  if  loA  m  fAov^^ 

Alvarl  hrolhart 

I8IDORK. 

He  ofier'd  me  his  ptus^— 

oKDOMto  (anA  tager  itupieUm), 
Yea? 

MtDORC  (bidigtupidy). 

Yes — I  spum'd  it- 
He  promised  us  I  know  not  what — in  vain.' 
Then  with  a  look  and  voice  that  overawed  me. 
He  said,  What  mean  you,  friends  ?  My  life  is  dear : 
I  have  a  brother  and  a  promised  wife, 
Who  make  life  dear  to  me — and  if  I  &I1, 
That  brother  will  roam  earth  and  hell  fbr  vengeance. 
There  was  a  likeness  in  his  face  to  yours ' 
I  ask'd  his  brother's  name :  he  said — Ordomo, 
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Son  of  Lofil  Valdez !  I  hod  well-nigh  fainted. 
Ac  length  I  laid  (if  that  indeed  /  said  it, 
And  that  uo  Spirit  made  m^  tongue  ita  organ)*' 
That  woman  ia  dishonor'd  by  that  brother, 
Aad  h^  the  man  who  eetit  ut  to  destroy  yoo. 
Hi  drove  a  thrust  at  me  in  rage.     I  told  him. 
He  wore  her  portrait  round  his  neck.     He  looked 
As  he  had  been  made  of  the  lock  that  propt  his 

back — 
Ay,  just  as  you  look  now — only  less  ghastly ! 
At  length,  recovering  from  his  trance,  he  threw 
Hie  sword  away,  and  bade  us  take  his  life. 
It  was  not  worth  his  keeping.- 

0RI>0NI0.     ' 

And  you  kill*d  him  t 
Oh  blood-hounds!  may  eternal  wrath  flame  round 

you! 
He  was  his  Maker's  Image  undeiaoed !       [A  paum. 
It  seises  me-^by  Hell,  1  will  go  on! 
What— wouldst  thou  stop,  man  ?  diy  pale  looks  won't 

save  thee !  [A  piaue. 

Oh  cold— cold--<»ld !  shot  through  with  icy  oold  I 

niDORB  {tt$UU). 

Were  \^b  alive,  he  had  retum*d  ere  now — 
"Hie  consequence  the  same— dead  through  his  pkit- 
ting! 

ORDONIO. 

0  this  uhotterable  dying  away — ^here— 

rhis  sickness  of  the  heart !  [A  paum. 

What  if  I  went 
And  lived  m  a  hollow  tomb,  and  fed  on  weeds  ? 
Ay!  that's  the  road  to  heaven!  O  iaoll  Ibol!  fool! 

[A  pOMte. 
What  have  I  done  but  that  which  nature  destined, 
Or  the  blind  elements  atirr*d  up  within  me  f 
Jf  good  were  meant,  why  were  we  made  these  Be- 
ings? 
Aod  if  not  meant  ■■ 

ISIDOMB. 

You  are  diitarb'd,  my  Lord ! 
•miMMfio   (ilortf;  looks  at  kirn  wildly;  (Aea,  <^er  a 
poHttt  durmg  wkick  hU  fntunt  on  fordd  itHo 

a  flRtZiO* 
A  gust  of  the  soul !  i*  fiiith,  it  overset  me. 
0.*twas  all  folly— all !  idle  as  laughter! 
Now,  Isidore!  I  swear  that  thou  shalt  aid  me. 

isiooRK  (m  a  Um  voice). 
101  perish  fint! 

ORIMNIO. 

What  dost  thou  mutter  oft 

nilMRE. 

Some  of  your  servants  know  me,  I  am  oerlaiii. 

ORDONIO. 

There's  some  sense  in  that  scruple ;  but  well  mask 
you. 

18IIMRB. 

Tliey  'II  know  my  gait :  bat  stay !  last  night  I  watch'd 
A  stranger  near  the  niin  ia  Che  wood. 
Who  as  it  seem'd  was  gathering  herbs  and  wild  flow- 
ers. 

1  had  foUow'd  him  at  distance,  seen  him  scale 
Its  western  wall,  and  by  an  easier  entrance 
IStole  aAer  him  unnoticed.    There  1  mark'd. 
That,  'mid  the  chequer- work  of  light  and  shade. 
With  curious  choice  he  plyck'd  no  other  flowers 
Bat  those  on  which  the  moonlight  fell :  and  once 

I  heanl  him  muttering  o'er  the  plant'    A  wizard— 
Boom  gaontalave  prowling  here.ibr  dark  employiiieiit. 


Doubti< 


ORDONIO. 

you  question'd  him  ?  ' 

MIDORB. 

Twas  my  inientica 
Having  fint  traced  him  Eomeward  to  hm  hauDL 
But  lo!  the  stem  Dominican,  whose  spies 
Lurk  everywhere,  already  (as  it  seem'd) 
Had  given  commission  to  his  apt  &miliar 
To  seek  and  sound  the  Moor ;  who  now  retuming 
Was  by  this  trusty  agent  stopp*d  midway. 
I,  dreading  fresh  suspicion  if  fbimd  near  him 
In  that  lone  phu»,  again  conceai'd  myself 
Yet  wiihin  hiearing.    So  the  Moor  was  questioD*d, 
And  in  your  name,  as  lord  of  this  domain. 
Proudly  he  anawer'd,  **Say  to  the  Lord  Ordooia 
He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again!" 

ORDOMIO. 

A  siNQge  reply ! 

ISIDORE. 

Ay,  all  of  him  is  strsnge. 
He  call*d  himself  a  Chriatian,  yet  he  wriaia 
The  Moorish  robes,  as  if  he  courted  death. 

ORDQMtO.' 

Where  does  this  wizard  live  ? ' 

I81D0RB  (pointing  to  the  ditlanc^ 

You  see  that  brouUet 
Trace  its  course  backward ;  through  a  narrow  openiog 
It  leads  you  to  the  place. 

ORDONIO. 

HowshaUIknowUt 

ISIDORK 

You  cannot  err.    It  is  a  small  green  dell 
Built  all  around  with  high  ofMoping  hills. 
And  from  its  shape  our  peasania  apdy  call  it 
The  Giant's  Cradle.    There's  a  lake  in  the  midsc. 
And  round  its  banks  tall  wood  that  branches  over, 
And  makes  a  kind  of  ftery  forest  grow 
Down  in  the  water.    At  the  iurdier  end 
A  puny  cataract  falls  on  the  lake ; 
And  there,  a  curious  sight !  you  see  iW  shadow 
For  ever  curling  like  a  wreaidi  of  smoke. 
Up  throo^  the  foliage  of  those  &ery  trees. 
His  cot  stands  opposite.    You  cannot  miss  it 

ORDONIO  {in  retiring  ttopi  mtidenLy  at  Ike  edge  of  tit 

scene,  and  then  turning  round  to  Isidorb). 
Ha  I — Who  larks  there  f  dave  we  been  overheard  f 
There,  where  the  smooth  high  wall  of  alale-rock  glit- 


•  ibidorb. 

'Neadi  those  IbII  stones,  which,  pioppiog  each  ths 

other, 
Form  a  mock  portal  with  Iheir  poiated  arch! 
PRrdon  my  smiles !  "T  is  a  poor  Idiot  Boy, 
Who  sits  in  the  sun,  and  twirls  a  boogfa  aboat 
His  weak  eyes  seethed  in  moat  nmaeaning  team 
And  so  he  ata,  swaying  his  cone-like  head : 
And,  scaring  at  his  bough  from  atom  to  sonos'.. 
Seesaws  his  voice  in  inarticulato  noises! 

ORDONIO. 

Tis  well !  and  now  for  this  same  Wiaard's  Lsir. 

I8IOORB. 

Some  three  sdides  ap  Che  hill,  a  mountain  aik 
Stretches  its  lower  boughs  and  scarlet  eloscen 
O'er  the  old  thatah. 

ORDONIO. 

I  shall  not  foil  to  find  it 
[iSsMNi  Qrbonio  awl  DudobBi 
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Si 


SCENE  n. 

TV  TnsUe  tf  a  Cottage,  etiwmd  wkieh  FUmsn  and 
FhtnU  of  xariom*  kinit  art  aeen.  Dueocer$  Altar, 
ZoLUfSS,  antf  Albamu,  a*  am  the  pomt  rfleamnf^. 

AXAADKA  {fid^re$diig  Altar). 
Farewellt  then!  aad  though  many  thoughts  perplex 


Aught  evil  or  ignoble  never  can  I 
Sotpert  of  diee !  If  what  thou  wem'tt  thoa  ait, 
The  oppreaaed  brethren  of  thy  blood  have  need 
Of  mch  a  leader. 

ALVAK. 

Noble-minded  woman! 
Long  time  againBC  oppreaiion  have  I  lbagbt» 
And  lor  the  najive  liberty  of  faith 
Have  bled,  and  raflerM  bonda.    Of  thia  be  oeitain : 
"nme,  aa  he  oourMa  onwarda,  itill  nnroUa 
The  volume  of  Concealment    In  the  Fiitaie» 
Aa  in  the  optician's  glassy  cylinder. 
The  indistinguishable  blots  and  colms 
Of  the  dim  Past  collect  and  shape  themaelvea. 
Upstarting  in  their  own  completed  image 
To  scare  or  lo  reward. 

I  sought  the  gnilty. 
And  what  I  'aoog^t  I  found  t  hut  ere  the  spear 
lew  fiom  my  hand,  there  rose  an  ai^l  iNrm 
Betwixt  me  and  my  aim.    With  haiHed  porpooe 
To  the  Avenger  I  leave  Vengeance,  and  depart! 

Whaie*er  betide,  if  aught  my  arm  may  aid, 
Or  power  protect,  my  word  is  pledged  to  thee ; 
For  many  are  thy  wrongs,  and  thy  soul  noble. 
Ooce  more,  ftrewelL 

[Exit  Alhadra. 
Yea,  to  the  Belgic  states 
Ws  will  return.  These  robes,  this  stain'd  complexion, 
Akin  to  fidsehood,  weigh  upon  my  spirit 
Whate*er  beioll  us,  the  heroic  Maurice 
Will  grant  us  an  asylum,  in  remembrance 
Of  our  past  services. 


And  all  the  wealth,  power,  influence  vHiich  ii  yonn. 
Too  let  a  murderer  hold  7 

ALVAR. 

O&ithlblZalmieR! 
TW  my  return  involved  Ordonio'a  deadi, 
I  trust,  would  give  me  an  unmingled  pong. 
Yet  bearable  >— -bat  when  I  see  my  fiitfaer 
Screwing  his  scant  gray  hairs,  e*en  on  the  groand* 
Which  soon  must  be  I^m  grave,  and  my  Tersaa 
Her  husband  proved  a  murderer,  and  her  infimfii, 
Wit  infimiK— poor  Teraaa! — oU  would  periah, 
AH  perah— «U !  and  I  (nay  bear  with  me) 
Cooid  not  survive  the  eomplicated  ruin! 


ZI7LIMKZ  (much  affected). 
N«y  now !  I  have  distressed  you — ^yon  weH  know, 
I  ne'er  will  quit  your  fbtunes.    True,  *tis  tiresome ! 
You  are  a  painter,*  one  of  many  fiuidea ! 
You  can  call  up  past  deeds,  and  make  them  live 
On  the  Mank  canvaa!  and  eadh  little  herb. 
That  gnme  on  mountain  Ueak,  or  tangled  finest, 
Yon  have  leamt  m  name 

Hark!  heard. yon  notaome  IbolstepaT 


VUsAviMadix,Noisl 
1 


ALVAR. 

What  if  it  were  my  brother  coning  onwards! 
I  sent  a  most  mysierioas  message  lo  him. 

Enter  Oroonio. 

4 

ALVAR  {ttartingi 
Itiahe! 

ORDONio  (to  himadf,  om  he  erderi^ 
If  I  distinguish'd  right  her  gait  and  stature. 
It  was  the  Moorish  woman,  Isidore's  wile. 
That  pass'd  m^  as  I  enter'd.    A  lit  taper. 
In  the  night  aiiv  doth  not  more  naturally 
Attract  the  night^ies  round  it,  than  a  ooqjurar 
Drawa  round  him  the  whole  female  neigfabbrliood. 

[Addreeeimg  Alvar. 
Yon  know  my  name,  I  gnes|,  if  not  my  peraoiL 
I  am  Ordonio,  son  of  the  Lord  Valdes. 

ALVAR  {jaUh-dsep  emoeioii). 
Theflonof  VaMei! 

{pRDONio  loatts  leintrtijf'raimd  the  room,  owl  look$ 
attentiuHy  at  the  fianta, 

ztTUHRz'ffo  Alvar). 

Why,  what  ails  you  now? 
How  your  hand  trembles!  Alvar,  speak !  what  wUk 
youf 

alvar. 
To  fiJl  upon  hia  neck  and  weep  forgiveneas ! 

ORDONio  (returning^  and  aloud), 
Pluck'd  lb  the  moonlight  from  a  ruin'd  abbey—- 
Thoae  only,  which  the  pale  myt  visited ! 
O  the  unintelligible  power  of  weeds. 
When  a  few  odd  prayers  have  been  muttered  o*erth«i|ia 
Then  they  work  miracles !  I  warrant  you. 
There's  not  a  leaf,  but  underneath  it  lurks 
^ome  aerviceable  imp. 

There  *s  one  of  yon 
Hath  sent  me  a  strange  message. 


ALVAR. 


OROONIO. 


I  am  he. 


With  yoo,  dien,  I  am  to  speak: 

[HaughtUy  waving  hie  hand  to  ZnUMio. 
And,  mark  you,  alone.  [Exit 

**  He  that  can  bring  the  dead  to  life  again !" — 
Such  was  your  meamge.  Sir !  You  ara  no  dullardt 
But  one  that  strips  the  outward  rind  of  thingi! 

ALVAR. 

Tis  fabled  diere  are  fraita  with  tempting  rinda. 
That  are  all  dust  and  roUenneas  within. 
Wouldst  thou  I  should  strip  such? 

OROONIO. 

Thou  quibbling  Ibol, 
What  dost  thou  meanf  Think'st  thou  I  joumey'd 

hither. 
To  sport  with  thee  ? 

ALVAR. 

O  no,  my  Lord !  to  spoft 
Best  stuts  the  gaiety  of  innocence. 

OROONio  ifltide), 
O  what  a  diing  is  man !  the  wisest  heart 
A  Fool !  a  Fo^  that  laughs  at  its  own  folly, 
YetstiUaftol!    '  [Laoks  round  the  CoUag^. 

You  are  poor! 


ALVAR. 


What  ibHows  thence  ? 


ORIMNnO. 

That  ]rou  would  iain  be  richem 
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The  Inquiaition,  too— You  eonprehend  me  t 

You  are  poor,  in  peril.    I  have  wealth  and  poTver, 

Can  qnenc-h  the  flames,  and  cure  your  poverty ; 

And  for  the  boon  I  ask  of  yoa,  but  this, 

That  you  should  serve  Tae—^mce — ^fbr  a  few  hours. 

ALVAR  {solemnly). 
Thou  art  the  son  of  Valdez !  would  to  Heaven 
That  I  could  truly  and  for  ever  serve  thee. 

ORDOIHIO. 

The  dave  begins  to  soften.  [Aside. 

You  are  my  friend, 
*  He  that  oan  bring  the  dead  to  life  again." 
Nay,  no  defence  to  me !  The  holy  brethren 
Balieve  these  oalumnies— rl  know  thee  better. 

(^Tken  wUk  great  biOerneM^. 
Thou  art  a  man,  and  as  a  man  I *U  trust  thee! 

ALVAR  (fltkU). 

Aim  I  this  hollow  miith — Declare  yobr  hiisiwsw 

ORDONIO. 

I  love  a  lady,  and  she  would  love  me, 
But  for  an  idle  and  fiintastic  scruple. 
Have  yoii  bd  servants  here,  iio  Ustenerst 

[O&DONio  tUp$  Co  lAs  doer. 

ALVAR. 

What,  &ithless  too  t  False  to  his  angel  wife  f 
To  such  a  wife  t  Well  mighist  thou  look  s»  wan, 
XU^etarr'd  Tersaa ! — ^Wretch !  my  softer  soul 
Is  paas'd  away,  and  I  will  probe  his  conscience! 

ORDONIO. 

In  truth  this  lady  loved  another  man. 
But  he  has  peridi*d. 

ALVAR. 

What!  you  kiird  him!  heyf 

ORDONIO. 

Ill  dadi  thee  to  the  earth,  if  thou  but  think'st  it ! 
Insolent  slave !  how  daredst  thou — 

[TWns  abruptly  from  Alvar.  and  then  to  htmadf. 

Why!  what's  this? 
*Twas  idiocy!  I'll  tie  mytelf  lo  an  aspen. 
And  wear  a  fooVs  cap— 

ALVAl  {tDOtching  his  agifation). 
Fare  thee  well— 
I  pity  thee,  Ordonio,  even  to  anguish. 

[Alvar  ts  retiring. 

ORDONIO  [having  recovered  himeelf). 
Ho !  [(Mting  to  Alvar. 

ALVASi. 

Be  brief:  what  wish  you? 

ORDONIO. 

You  are  deep  at  bartering — You  charge  yourself 
At  a  round  sum.    Come,  cqme,  I  spoke  unwisely. 

ALVAR. 

I  listen  to  yon. 

ORDONIO. 

In  a  sudden  tempest, 
Did  Alvar  perish — he,  I  mean — the  loyer*^ 
The  fellow, 

ALVAR. 

Nay,  speak  out!  'twill  eoae  your  heart 
To  call  him  villain  ! — Why  8tand*|l  thou  aghast ! 
Men  think  it  natural  lo  hole  their  rivals. 

ordomo  (hesita'lnff). 
Now,  till  she  knows  him  dead,  she  will  not  wed  me. 

ALVAR  (triVA  ragrr  trhrnmire). 
Are  you  not  wedded  iIk-ii  I  xMerciful  Heaven ! 
Net  wedded  to  Teresa  ? 


ORDONIO. 

Why,  what  ails  thee? 
What,  ait  thou  mad  f  why  look'st  ihou  upward 
Dost  pray  to  Lucifer,  Prince  of  the  Air? 

kimad/y. 


sot 


ALVA& 

Proceed,  I  shall  be  silent 
[Alvar  tits,  and  leaning  on  ike  tatie,  kadat  Mm  ft 

ORDONIO; 

To  Tnteat 
Politic  wizard !  ere  you  sent  that  message. 
You  had  conn'd  your  lesson,  made  yourself  proficient 
In  all  my  fortunes     Hah !  you  prophesied 
A  golden  crop !  Well,  you  have  not  mistaken— 
Be  fiiithful  to  me,  and  I'll  poy  thee  nebly. 

.ALVAR  (lifting  ftp  his  head\ 
WeU!  and  this  hidy? 

ORDONIO. 

If  we  could  make  her  certain  of  his  deatft, 
.She  needs  must  wed  roe.    Ere  her  lover  left  her. 
She  tied  a  little  pornait  reund  his  neck. 
Entreating  him  to  wear  it 

ALVAR  (sighing). 

Yes!  he  did  so! 

ORDONIO. 

Why  no !  he  was  afraid  of  aoddenls, 
Of  robberies, 'and  shipwrecks,  and  the  Uka. 
In  secrecy.he  gave  it  me  to  keep. 
Till  his  return. 

ALVAR. 

What!  he  was  your  friend,  then  * 

ORDONIO  (wounded  and  emiarrassei). 
1  was  his  fi:iend. — 

Now  that  he  gave  it  me 
This  lady  knows  not    You  are  a  mighty  wizaid — 
Can  call  the  dead  man  up-— he  v^U  not  come — 
He  is  in  heaven  then-7-there  you  have  no  influence' 
Still  there  are  tokens — and  your  imps  may  bring  yw 
Something  he  wore  about  him  when  he  died. 
And  when  the  smoke  of  the  incense  on  the  altar 
Is  pass'd,  your  spirits  will  have  leA  this  picture. 
What  say  you  now  ? 

ALVAR  (after  a  pause). 

Ordonio,  I  will  do  it 

ORDONIO. 

Well  hazard  no  dehiy.     Be  it  to-night. 
In  the  early  evening,  -  Ask  for  the  Lard  Valdea. 
I  will  prepare  him.     Music  too,  and  incense 
(For  1  have  arranged  it — Music,  Altar,  Incense). 
All  shall  be  ready.     Here  is  this  same  picturs. 
And  here,  what  3rou  will  value  more,  a  pane. 
Come  early  for  your  magic  ceremoniea. 

ALVAR. 

I  will  not  fan  to  meet  you. 

ORDONIO. 

Till  next  we  meet,  iarewell ! 

[Exit  Ordonio 

ALVAR  («{ofie,  indignantly  Jlings  the  purse  away,  asd 
gases  passionately  at  the  portrait)* 

And  I  did  curse  thoet 
At  midnight?  on  my  knees?  and  I  believed 
Thes  peijured,  thee  a- traitress!  Thee  dishonor^ 
O  blind  and  credulous  fool !  O  guilt  of  folly ! 
Should  not  thy  inarticulate  Fond  f lessen, 
Thy  Infant  Loves — should  not  thy  Maiden  Vows 
Have  (M>tnc  upon  my  heart  ?  And  this  sweet  Imogei 
Tied  round  my  neck  with  many  a  chaste  endearment 
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•». 


And  lhrOfingfaaDdi,lfaatiiiadeiiieweepuidtreiiifa]«— - 
Ah,  oowaid  dupe  I  to  yield  it  Co  die  misereant;      -^ 
Whotpeke  jnXtaiioa  of  thee!  tMurter  for  lift 
Thk  fiireweU  IHedgB.  which  widi  impowm'd  Vow 
I  had  twoni  that  I  would  gxa«p— ev^ii  ia  my  deatb- 
pangl 

I  am  unworthy  of  thy  love,  Ter^a, 

Of  that  unearthly  anule  upon  those  lips. 

Which  ever  smiled  on  me !  Yet  do  not  scom  me — 

I  Uip'd  thy  name,  ere  I  had  learpt.my  mother's. 

Dear  Portreit !  reacned  from  a  traitor's  keeping, 
I  ivjll  not  now  profane  thee»  holy  Image, 
To  a  dark  trick.    That  wont  ImuI  man  shallfind 
Apictura,  which  will  wake  the  hell -within  him* 
Azid  rouse  a  fieiy  whirlwind  in  his  oonsdenoe. 


ACT  ffl. 

SCENE  I. 

A  HaU  <f  Armory,  wUh  an  Altar  at  the  lack  of  Ike 
Stage*  S^  Mutic  from  an  inatrumera  of  Glau 
orSteeL 

Valdez,  OtLDomo,  and  Altar  in  a  Soreerer'e  robe, 

are  dtscoverecL 

<■ 
OEDoma 
Hub  was  too  melancholy,  fiither. 


On  such  employment!  Wilh  far  other  thoogfata- 
I  left  you. 

ORDONio  (flside). 
Ha !  he  has  been  tampering  with  hevt 

01ugbioiil*d|naiden!  and  more  dear  to  me 
Than  suita  the  Stmnger'e  name ! — 

Isweartothao 
I  wiO  uDse^et  all  conoealed  guilt 
Doubt,  but  decide  not  I  Stand  ye  from  the  altar. 
^  [Here  a  mratn  of  mumc  ia  heard  from,  Ukmd  A§^ 


VALDSZ. 


Nay, 


My  Alvar  loved  aad  musie  fitwn  a  child. 

Once  he  was  loet ;  and  after  weary  search 

Wa  found  him  in  an  open  place  in  the  wood» 

lb  which  apot  he  had  followed  a  blind  boy, 

^Vho  breathed  into  a  pipe  of  sycamore 

Some  strangely  moving  notes:  and  these,  he  said. 

Were  taught  him  in  a  dream.     Him  we  first  saw 

Siretch'd  on  the  broad  top  of  a  sunny  heath-bank : 

And  lower  down  poor  Alvar,  ibst  oaleep, 

His  head  upon  the  blind  boy's  dog.    It  pleased  me 

To  mark  how  he  had  faateo'd  round  thjB  pipe 

A  silver  toy  hu  grandam  had  late  given  him. 

Methinks  I  aee  him  now  as  he  then  look'd— 

£ven  so! — ^He  had  outgrown  his  infant  dreaa, 

Yet  still  he  wore  it 

ALVARk 

My  lean  must  not  flow ! 
1  mat  not  dasp  his  knees,  and  cry,  Afy  &thef ! 

Enter  Tkresa,  and  Attendants, 

TERESA. 

Lord  Valdez,  you  have  ask'd  ray  presence  here, 
And  [  submit ;  but  (Heaven  bear  witness  for  me) 
My  heart  approves  it  not!  'tis  mockery. 

ORDOJflO. 

Believe  you  (hen  no  pretematurel  influence  f 
Believe  yon  not  that  spnita  tfaiong  around  uat 


Say  mdier  that  I  have  imagined  it 

A  poaible  flung :  and  it  has  soothed  my  soul 

Afl  other 'ftneieB  have ;  but  ne'er  seduced  me- 

To  traflie  with-  the  black  and  frenzied  hope 

That  the  dead  hear  the  voice  of  witch  or  yinmriL 

{To  Alvar.  .  Stranger,  I  moiuii  and  bioah  to  aee  yon 


ALVAR. 

With  no  irreverent  voice  or  unoonfh  charm 
I  call  up  the  Departed ! 

•  Soul'of  Alvar  f 
Hear  our  aoft  suit,  and  heed  my  milder  spell: 
So  may  the  Gates  of  Paradise,  unbarr'd. 
Cease  thy  swift  toils !  since  haply  thou  art  one 
Of  that  innumerable  company 
Who  in  broad  circle,  loveUer  than  the  rainbow. 
Girdle  this  round  earth-  in  a  dizzy  motion* 
With  noise  toe  vast  and  constant  to  be  heard ; 
Fitlieat  unheard!  For  oh,  ye  numberless 
And  rapid  travellers !  Wliat  ear  unstunn'd, 
What  sense  unmadden'd,  might  bear  up  against 
The  rushing  of  your  congregated  wings  ? 

[Mu 
Even  now  your  living  wheel  turns  o'er  my  head  I 

[Music  expressive  of  the  movements  and  images 

that  follow. 
Ye,  18  ye  pass,  toas  high  the  desert  sands. 
That  roar  and  whiten,  like  a  burst  of  wateIl^ 
A  sweet  appearance,  but  a  dread  iliisuon 
To  the  parch'd  caravan  that  roama  by  night  I 
And  ye  build  upon  the  becalmed  waves 
That  whirling  pillar,  which  from  Earth  to  Heaven 
Stands  vast,  and  moves  in  blackness !  Ye  too  split 
The  ice  mount !  and  with  fragments  many  and  huge 
Tempest  the  new-ihaw'd  sea,  whose  sudden  gul& 
Suck  in,  perchance,  some  Lapland  wizard  skiff! 
Then  round  and  round  the  whirlpool's  marge  y9 

dance, 
Till  from  the  blue  swoln  Corse-  the  Soul  toils  out, 
And  joins  your  mighty  Army. 

[Here  behind  the  scenes  a  voice  sings  the  tkrm 

vordSt  "Hear,  sweet  Spirit" 

Soul  of  Alvar! 
Hear  the  mild  spell,  and  tempt  no  blacker  Charm! 
By  sighs  tmquiet,  and  tlie  sickly  pang 
Of  a  half  dead,  yet  still  undying  Hope, 
Fam  visible  before  our  mortal  sense !        ^ 
So  shaU  the  Church's  cleansing  rites  be  thine. 
Her  knells  and  masses  that  redeem  the  Dead! 

SONG 

BMtd  the  Scenes,  accompanied  by  the  same  Inst^n^ 

ment  as  before. 

Hear,  sweet  spirit,  hear  the  spell, 
Lost  a  Uacker  charm  compel ! 
So  shall  the  midnight  breeina  sweH 
With  fliy  deep  long-lingering  knelL 

And  at  evening  evermore. 
In  a  Chapel  on  the  shore. 
Shall  the  Chanters  sad  and  aaindy. 
Yellow  tapeiB  bnming  fiuntly, 
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Dofofiil  Mtmm  dHnt  ftrdMs* 
Miierere  Domu^e ! 

Hark !  the  cadenee  diet  -aw^ 
Od  die  yellow  moonlight  eee ; 

The  boatmen  raat  their  oan  and  mf, 
Jifiaeieie  Douiae!  [A 


osDoiyio. 
The  inifienf  ebey  nor  charm  nor  spell ! 
My  biotheris  in  heaven.    Tfaav  Minted  wfitk. 
Bunt  eo  onr  tight,  a  paniag  visilaat! 
Oiioe  mere  le  hear  thy  Ttiee,  once  aaie  to  eee  ihae, 
O  'twere  m  joy  to  me ! 

Ajoyto^diee! 
What  ifthenheaid'at  him  BOW?  What  if  hit  «piiit 
Re^nter'd  iti  oold  oone,  and  came  npon  thee 
With  many  «  atab  from  many  a  murderer's  poni^  f 
What  if  chis  ated&st  Eye  etiU  heamiog  Pity 
And  Bnidier's  love)  be  .turo'd  his  h^  aside. 
Lest  he  should  look  at  thee,  and  with  one  look 
Hurl  thee  beyond  all  power  of  Pemtence  t 

▼4LDBZ. 

Theae  ai«  mihely  feneies ! 

OEOONio  Ittrugglii^  wlh  tds/edimg^ 

Yes,  my  fiuher, 
Heism^eaven! 

ALYJOL  («ei8  to  Orbonio). 

But  what  if  he  had  a  hwifaer. 
Who  had  lived  «ven  so,  that  at  his  dying  hour 
The  name  ofHeaven  weiild  have  oonvulaed  his  ftce, 
More  than  the  death-pang  t 

VALDB. 

Idly  pndng  man  \ 
Hion  hast  goass'd  ill:  Den  Alvai's only  bnicher 
Stands  here  heftn  thee--4i  Cither's  hkisdng  en  hua ! 
He  iinost  virtueos. 

ALVAK{tUU  to  ORDORIO). 

What,  if  his  very  viitnea 
Had  pamper'd  his  swoln  heart  and  made  hiih  preod! 
And  what  if  Pride  had  doped  him  into  guilt  t 
Tet  still  he  slalk'd  a  sdf^reated  God, 
Not  very  bold,  but  exquisitely  cunning; 
And  one  that  at  his  ]Vfother's  looking-glass 
Wenld  Sane  his  features  te  a  frowning  sternness  t 
Young  Lord !  I  tell  thee,  that  there  are  such  Beings— 
Yea,  and  it  gives  fieroe  merriment  to  the  damn'd, 
1%  see  diese  most  proud  men,  that  lothe  mankind. 
At  every  stir  and  bust  of  coward  conscience. 
Trick,  cant,  and  he,  meet  whining  hypocrites  I 
Awoy,  away !  Now  let  me  hear  mere  musie. 

[il^Mc  ^glSHl. 


Tie  strange,  I  tremble  at  my  own  ooi\jectnies! 
But  whataoe'er  it  mean,  I  dare  no  longer 
Be  present  at  these  lawless  mysteries. 
This  dai^  provoking  of  the  Hidden  Pbwen ! 
Already  I  affiem^f  net  high  Heaven- 
Yet  Alvar's  Memoiy!— Hark!  I 
Against  the  vnholy  rite,  and 
To  bend  hafcw  a  Ivpyftd  riirine,  and  seek 
lliat  voice  which  whispeis,  when  die  still  heiit 


Coiialoft  and  &ithfnl  Hope  f  Let  us  retfra. 
ALVAR  (to  Tntnia  muAmAfi, 
O  ftU  of  fidth  and  guiUasB  kv«,  %  Spirit 


Still  prompts  ihee  wisely.    Let  the 

thon^aninmooeal! 


(Jfttsic  as  hefont), 
"nie  speH  is  Buitter'd-*CoBie,  thou  wandering  Shape 
Who  ewn*st  no  Mester  in  a  human  eye, 
Whate'er  be  this  man's  doom,  ftir  be  it,  <sr  find 
If  he  be  dead,  O  ceme !  and  bring-  with  thee 
That  which  he  graspM  m  death !  but  if  he  llve» 
Some  token  of  his  obscure  perilous  lile. 

tnevMe  JIAcsacdaAetMfoa  Ckona 

CHOSIJB* 

Wandering  Demons,  hear  the  qwU! 
Lest  a  blacker  charm  compel — 

iTh9  imcmm  m  dm  aUar  takeofite  mtddmdy,  md 
nn  HBuminaled  pictmrt  nf  Ai.VAit'a  asiiMsiss 
<UHi  if  dxKownd^  and  hamng  remained  a 
fao    9econd»    «•   tken  hidden  by  atoending 
Jamei, 
ORDONio  (sdorfn^  in  great  agitation). 
Doped !  duped !  duped  I — ^the  traitor  Isidore ! 

[Ai  tide  inetant  the  doota  are  forced  open,  Mon- 
yiKDRO  and  the  FunHiara  of  the  Inqmntion, 
SertmUa  etc?  enter  and  fit  the  ttage. 

MOTmnZDRO. 

First  eeize  the  sorcererl  sufler  him  not  ta  speek ! 

"Hie  holy  judges  of  the  Inquisitien 

Shall  hear  his  firit  words^-r-Look  yon  pale,  Lord 

Valdez? 
Plain  evidence  have  we  here  of  meet  ieul  eorceiy* 
There  is  a  dungeon  underneath  tfus  oosfle, 
And  as  you  hope  for  miU  interpretation, 
Surrender  instantly  the  keys  and  charge  of  it 
ORiiONio  (recovering  hmaelf  aefrem  Mtfor,  to 
•  oervanu*) 
WhyhaateyouDotf  Off  with  him  to  tfaednngeen! 

[Afl 


SCENE  n. 

hUerier  ef  a  Cht^pet,  with  paiaUei  Wtndem^ 


TBRBBA. 

When  fint  I  entered  this  pure  spot, 
Press'd  heavy  on  my  heart:  but  as  I  knelt. 
Such  calm  unwvmted  bliis  possess'd  my  spait, 
A  trance  so  cloudless,  that  these  sounds,  hard  by. 
Of  trampling  uproar  fell  upon  mine  ear 
As  alien  and  unnoticed  as  the  rein«tam 
Beats  on  the  reof  of  some  &ir.hanqn0t4«em» 
While  sweetest  melodies  are  warbling-—^ 


Ye  pitying  sainlB,  fefjgive  a  fiidier's  Windnsn^ 
And  extricate  us  fiem  this  net  of  peril ! 


Who  wahea  anew  my  iban^  and  apaaka  of  peril  f 

▼AliBB. 

O  best  Tereoa,  wisel}r  wart  then  pfouplBd! 
This  waa  no  6at  ef  OBOrtal  agency ! , 
That  pimnre^-Oht  that  piokure  talk  an  nD ! 
With  a  flash  of  light  ft  eama.  in  flomea  it 
SeiniBAed,8elf-eomnnnd:  hrilght  aa  thjr  life, 
Snddna  atsl  mmtpacted  aa  thy  Psiia, 
Alvar!  My  son!  My  son!— The  Inqunl 
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TonoraiM  not!  But  Alvai"— Oh.of  AlTsrf 

▼Aij>n. 
Bow  ofiflo  would  he  plead  for  Ifaeee  Momooes ! 
Hie  brood  aociuet!  remoneleM,  coward  nmideran! 

TEKMA  {tmkUj^ 
So}  eel— I  eomprahend  you— He  »  ■ 

VAJLDKx  {wilk  tmerted  ecumieimtux). 

He  it  no^nora ! 


O  mrow !  diat  a  ladMr^o  voioe  ahoold  ay 
4  ftther'a  heart  believe  it! 

VALDB. 

A  wone  tonow 
An  Fancy's  wild  hopee  to  a  heart  deapairiag! 


raya  dMt  alant  in  through  tfaooe  gofgeouo 
windowa, 
Fvom  yon.  bright  orb— though  oolor'd  ai  they  paM, 
Aie  they  not  light? — ^Even  ao  that  voice,  Lord 

Valdoe! 
Which  whiapeia  to  my  aonl,  though' haply  vaiied 
By  many  a  fancy,  many  a  wiahfal  hope, 
^leaka  yet  the  tniih:  and  Alvar  Uvea  ftr  me ! 

VALDKZ. 

Tea,  fcr  three  waaling  years,  thaa  and  no  other, 
He  ha»  lived  for  thee— ^  spirit  for  thy  fpirit ! 
My  child,  we  must  not  give  religioua  faith 
To  every  voice  which  makei  the  heart  a  liataner 
To  in  own  wiriL 


I  breathed  to  the  Unerring 
Pemitted  prayen.    Most  thoae  remain  unantwer'd, 
Yet  impiocis  aoioery,  that  holds  no  oommiine 
8are  with  the  lying  Spirit,  chum  belief  f 


0  not  tiMlay,  not  now  for  the  ffnt  lime 
Was  Alvar  loat  to  thee— 

[Turning  ef,  aloudt  hut  yet  as  to  himtdf. 
AccuxataaBaarins! 
Disarm'd,  o*erpower*d,  despairing  of  defence, 
At  his  bared  breast  he  seem'd  to  grasp  some  relict 

More  dear  than  was  his  life 

TEasaA  {wUh  a  faha  dbtdt). 

O  Heavens !  aiy  portrait ! 
And  he  4i»  giwp  it  in  his  deathiiang ! 

Ofl^  folse  Demon* 
Hiat  benf  at  thy  black  wings  close  above  my  head ! 
[OanbNio  enten  wUh  tke  keif  ef  tke  4kmgmm 

Hmh!  who  comas  here?  Thewinvd  Moor'o  em- 
ployer! 

Moma  were  his  mnrdereiB,  yon  say  f  Saints  shield  vs 

FhNn  wicked  thoughts-^— 

( Valdbs  aioeet  loanrds  fie  back  of  lie  atige  U> 
wueet  OKnoNK),  tad  dtaing  do  eomcimdiftg 
Una  (^  Tuii8A*8  ipescl  opptan  a$  eagerly 

is  Alvar  dead fwimft  then? 
The  nupdal  rites  and  ihnerel  shall  be  one ! 
Here's  no  abiding-plue  for  thee,  Teiesa^— 
4way!  they  aee  menai*— Tlonaeeatme,  Ahw! 
To  thee  I^taal  my  oo«uaa^*»Biit  ibat  one  ^oastion^ 
Oneqnealion  toOidonia     Mylimha 
There  I  may  ait  nmaric'd— a  nMment  will 

[RetireM  out  oftigkL 
OKEfotao  (ao  he  adtanoee  wUk  Vauso). 
Thgm  are  the  dungeon  keys.    MsBviedro  knew  not 

that  I  loo  Lad  received  the  wiautl  measage» 
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The  traitor, 


"  He  that  can  bring  dm  dead  to  lifo  agatn.** 
But  now  he  is  satisfied,  1  plann'd  this  scheme 
To  work  a  full  conviction  on  the  culprit, 
And  he  intrusts  him  wholly  to  my  keeping. 

valoez. 
Tis  well,  my  son!  But  have  you  yet  disoover'd 
Where  is  Teresa  7  what  those  speeches  meant — 
Pride,  and  Hypocrisy,  and  Guilt,  and  Cunning  ? 
Then  when  die  wiard  fix*d  his  eye  on  yon. 
And  yoa»  i  knew  not  why,  kiok*d  pale  and 

Ued^ 
Why— why,  what  ails  you  now  f— 

ouDONio  (eonfiuei). 

Me?  whatailimef 
A  pricking  of  the  blood— 4t  might  have  happen'd 
At  any  ether  time^— Why  scan  you  me  t 

VAUVBS 

Ifis  speech  about  the  cone,  and  stabs  and  murderan 
Bore  folerenoe  to  the  sssaasins 

OKOomo. 

Duped!  duped!  doped 
[Apauae;  ikgntinUlf. 
I  tall  thee,  my  dear  fadier  I 
I  am  moat  glad  of  this^ 

VALOSz  {fiot^iued}. 

True— Sorcery 
Merits  its  doom ;  and  this  perchance  may  guide  xm 
To  die  discovery  of  the  rourdereis. 
I  have  their  statures  and  their  several  faces. 
So  present  to  me,  that  but  once  to  meet  them 
Would  be  to  reoogaixe. 

OEDomo. 

Yes  I  yes !  we  recognia^  dien 
I  wsa  benumb'd,  end  stagger'd  up  and  down 
Through  darkness  without  Ught— dark— dark-^arh! 
My  flesh  crept  chill,  my  hmbs  felt  manacled, 
As  had  a  snake  coil'd  round  them  }->Now"tis  •■■- 

shine. 
And  the  blood  daneea  freely  through  its  ehannela! 

[JSumt  cff  abrupdy ;  then  to  Umadf 
Tliis  if  my  virtuous,  grateful  Isidore  j 

[Then  ntmkkmg  Isidosb's  manner  and  voice,. 
**A  eoeunon  trick  of  gmtitode,  my  Lord !" 
Oh  Gratitude !  a  dagger  would  dissect 
His  "  own  full  heart"— *t  were  good  to  see  Us  eolaf . 

VALDBZ. 

These  magic  sights !  O  that  I  ne'er  had  yielded. 
To  your  entreaties !  Neither  had  J  yielded, 
Baithatinspitoof  yoorown  seemmg  fiudi 
I  held  it  for  some  innocent  stratagem. 
Which  Love  had  fHompied,  to  remove  the  douhii 
Of  wild  Terana    by  fandea  (fueUiog  fandaa! 

OEDONio  (in  a  daeo-eeiee,  ae  reaeoning to  himeeff.) 

Love!  Love!  and  then  we  hato!  and  whatf  anl 

D^refbre? 
Hatred  and  Love !  Fancies  oppoaed  by  fimcies! 
What,  if  one  reptile  sting  anodier  reptile! 
Where  is  the  crime  ?  The  goodly  foce  of  Nature 
Hadi  one  disfeaturing  stain  the  len  upon  it 
Awweaotall  predestined  TnnsieBoy, 
And  odd  Dishonor?   Grant  it,  that  this  hand 
Had  given  a  monel  to  the  hmgiy  wonw 
SouMwhat  toe  early— Where's  the  crime  of  Unaf 
That  this  must  needs  brin^en  the  idkioy 
Of  moist.eyed  Ponitmoe  «*tis  like  a  dream! 


Wild  talk,  my  aon*  Bui  Ihy  esoeat  of 
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Alrooct,  I  fear,  it  hath  unhinged  his  brain. 

ORDONFO  {now  in  wUloquyt  and  ium  addretsitig 
his  father  :  and  Just  after  the  apeech  ha» 
commenced^  TIresa  reappears  and  aivaneea 
alowlj/). 
Say,  I  had  laid  a  body  in  the  tun  ( 
Well  i  in  a  month  there  iwarm  forth  from  the  cone 
A  thousand,  nay,  ten  thousand  sentient  beings 
In  place  of  that  one  man^^-Say,  I  had  kilTd  him! 

(Teresa  atarts,  and  ^Icps,  Ualenag. 
Yet  who  shall  tell  me,  that  each  one  and  all 
Of  these  len  ihousand  Uvea  is  not  as  happy 
As  that  one  life,  which  being  push'd  aside, 
Made  room  ibr  these  unnumbered 

■    VALDEZ. 

O  mere  madftess ! 
{Teresa  mooes  kattUy  forwardt^  and  pUuxM  kertelf 
directhf  hefart  Oroonio. 
ORDomo  {dkecking  the  fefUng  (f  turpritet  and 
forcing  his  tone*  into  an  apression  <f 
jiayfid  courteay). 
Teresa?  or  the  Phantom  of  Teresa  f 

TERESA. 

Alas !  4ie  Phantom  only,  if  in  truth 

The  substance  of  her  .Being,  her  Life's  life, 

Hare  ta'en  its  flight  through  Alvar's  death-wound — 

(A  pamte,)  Where — 

(Even  coward  Murder  grants  the  dead  a  grave) 
O  tell  me,  Valdex !— answer  me,  Ordonio ! 
Where  lies  the  corse  of  my  betrothed  husband  T 

OROONIO. 

There,  where  Ordonio  likewise  would  fain  He ! 

In  the  sleepH»mpelling  earth,  in  impierced  dark- 


eyo- 


For  while  we  uv»— 

An  inward  day  that  never,  never  sets, 

GUres  round  the  soul,  and  mooks  the 

lidsr 

Over  his  rodcy  grave  the  Fi^grove  sighs 
A  lulling  d^aseleoi  dirge !  T  is  well  with  him. 

[Stride*  tff  in  agitation  toward*  the  altar,  lut 

return*  a*  Valdez  is  epeaking. 
TERESA  (x^oHiag  toiih  the  expreeuon  appropriate  to 

The  rock !  the  fii^^rove !  [To  Valdez. 

Didst  thou  hear  him  say  it  ? 
HushllwiUMtkhim! 

VALDEZ. 

Urge  him  not— not 
This  we  hehdd.   Nor  He  nor  I  know  more. 
Than  what  the  magic  imagery  reveal'd. 
The  assassin,  who  press'd  foremost  of  the 


ORDONIO. 

A  tender-hearted,  scrupulous,  grateful  villain. 
Whom  I  will  strangle ! 

VALDEZ  {loolang  toUh  anxiou*  ditqidet  at  hi*  Son,  yet 
atten^Ung  to  proceed  with  his  deecription)* 
While  his  two  oompanioPB 

ORDONIO. 

Dead !  dead  already!  what  care  we  ibr  die. dead! 

VALDEZ  (to  Teresa). 
Pity  him !  soodie  him !  disenchant  his  spirit ! 
These  sapematoral  shows,  this  strange  disclosure, 
And  this  too  fond  afiecti6n,  which  still  broods 
0*er  Alvai's  fate,  and  sfill  bums  to  avenge  i^— 
These,  struggling  vnth  his  hopeless  love  foryoo. 
Distemper  him,  and  give  reality 
To  the  creatoies  of  his  fiuicy— 


ORDONIO. 

Tsitsor 
Yes !  yes !  even  like  a  child,  that,  too  abni)ifly 
Roused  by  a  glare  of  light  >fr6m  deepest  sleep, 
Starts  up  bewilder'd  ami  tallts  idty. 

( Then  myeterionsly,)  Father ! 

What  if  the  Moon -that  made  my  broiher*s  grave 
£ven  now  were  digging  ou«  f  What  if  the  boll. 
Though  aim'd,  I  duubt  not,  at  the  son  of  Valdai 
Yet  misB*d  its  true  aim  when  it  fell  on  Alvar  f 

VALDEZ. 

Alvar  ne'er  fought  against  the  Moon,— say  rather. 
He  was  their  advocate ;  but  you  had  march*d 
With  fire  and  desolation  through  their  villagea.— 
Yet  he  by  chance  was  captured. 

ORDONIO. 

Unknown,  perhaps 
Captured,  yet,  as  the  son  of  Valdez,  murder*d. 
Leave  all  to  me.    ^ay,  whither,  gentle  Lady  f 

VALDEZ. 

What  seek  you  now  f 


To  guide  me- 


A  better,  surer  light 


Both  VALDEZ  €md  OR^NIO. 

Whither  r 

TERE8A> 

To  the  only  place 
Where  life  yet  dwells  for  me,  and  ease  of  hesrt 
These  walls  seem  .threatening  to  fall  in  upon  me! 
Detain  me  not !  a  dim  Power  drives  me  hence. 
And  that  will  be  my  guide. 

VALDEZ. 

.    Tofmdatover! 
Suits  that  a  high4x>m  maideo*a  modesty  I 

0  folly  and  shame !  Tempt  not  my  rage,  Teresa ! 

TERESA. 

Hopeless,  I  fear  no  human  being's  rage. 

And  am  I  hastening  to  the  arms O  Heaven ! 

1  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  my  beloved ! 

[Exit,  Valdez  foUaoing  efiet  her 

ORDONIO. 

This,  then,  is  ray  reward !  sind  I  must  love  tor? 
Scom'd  !  shudder'd  at !  yet  love  her  altll  t  yes ! 

yes! 
By  the  deep  feelings  of  Revenge  and  Hate 
I  will  still  love  her — woo  her — win  her  too ! 
(A  pa»*e)  Iiidore  safe  "and  silent,  and  the  portndt 
Found  on  the  wizard — he,  belike,  self^xnunM 
To  escape  the  crueller  flames  My  soul  shoun 

triumi^i! 
The  mine  is  ondeimuied !  Blood !  Blood !  Blood! 
Tliey  ihint  for  thy  blood !  thy  bkod,  Ordonio ! 

[AjMass. 
The  hunt  is  up !  and  in  the  midnight  wood. 
With  lights  to  daade  and  with  nets  they  seek 
A  timid  prey :  and  lo !  the  tigei'a  eye 
Glares  in  the  red  flame  of  his  htmier'a  torch ! 
TV)  Udora  I  wUl  dispatch  a  message. 
And  lore  him. to  the  cavern!  ay,  that  caveni! 
He  cannot  fail  to  find  it   Thither  111  lure  him, 
Wfaende  he  shall  never,  never  tnore  retnm! 

[Xioofts  through  Oe  skis  windem 
A  rim  of  Che  sun  lies  yet  upon  the  sea. 
And  DOW  'tis  gone !  All  shall  be  done  loHBigfat 
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BEMOBfiE. 


«r 


Acrriv. 

SCENE  L 

A  aatern,  dark,  except  uihere  a  gleam  qf  moonRght  is 
aeen  tm  one  aide  at  the  further  end  tjf  it ;  auppoted 
la  be  caet  on  it /ram  a  crevice  in  a  part  of  the 
eaoem  out  ef  sigkL  InoosK  aUme,  an  extiagauked 
tofA  01  Mtf  kaaeU 

ISIDORE. 

Faith  *t  was  a  moTing  letter — very  movuig ! 
*  His  life  in  danger,  no  place  safe  but  this ! 
Twas  his  turn  now  to  talk  of  gratitude.** 
4iid  yel— but  no!  there  can't  be  such  a  Tillaia 
ft  cannot  be ! 

Thanks  to  that  little  crevicop 
Which  lets  the  moonlight  in !  I  *11  go  ^nA  sit  by  it   - 
To  peep  at  a  tree,  or  see  a  he-goat's  beard, 
Or  hear  a  cow  or  two  breathe  loud  in  their  sleep- 
Any  thing  but  this  crash  of  water-drops ! 
These  dull  abortive  sounds  that  fret  the  sflenoe 
With  puny  thwartings  and  mock  opposition ! 
So  beats  the  death-watch  to  a  dead  man's  ear. 

[He  goea  oat  of  eighty  oppoeite  to  the  patch  ef 
moonlight :  returns  afier  a  minute  e  dapae^ 
in  an  ecataay  of  fear. 
A  hellish  pit !  The  v^  same  I  droamt  of! 
(  was  just  in — and  those  damn'd  fmgers  of  ice 
Which  cinteh'd  my  hair  up!  Ha! — what's  that^t 
moved. 

[IsiDoas  atanda  staring  at  another  recess  in 
the  cavern.  In  the  mean  time  Ordonio  en- 
ters with  a  tardi,  and  haUooa  to  Isidore. 

mnoRb 
( swear  that  I  saw  something  moving  there ! 
rhe  BooDshine  came  and  went  like  a  flash  of  ]igh^ 

ning 

[  swear,  I  saw  it  move. 


ORDomo'C^oes  vsHo  the  recess,  ihen  rttanu,  and  witA 

great  acorn). 

A  jutting  clay  stone 
Props  on  the  long  lank  weed,  that  grows  beneath : 
And  the  weed  nods  and  drips. 

niDORE  i forcing  a  laugh  faindifi, 

Ajest  to  laugh  dtl 
It  was  not  that  which  scared  me,  good  my  LonL 

ORDoma 
What  acared  you,  then? 

ISIDORE. 

You  see  that  Utfle  rift  T 
But  first  permit  me ! 

[UghU  hia  torch  at  ORDomo's,  and  tohSe  lighting  iL 

(A  lighted  torch-in  the  hand, 
b  no  unpleasant  object  here—one's  breath 
floats  nmnd  the  flame,  and  makes  as  many  colors 
As  the  thin  clouds  that  travel  near  the  moon.) 
Ton  see  thai  crevice  there  f 
My  torch  extinguiah'd  by  these  water  drops. 
And  marking  that  the  moonlight  came  fioia  tfaenoab 
1  siepc  in  to  tt»  meaning  to  sit  there  ? 
But  scarcely  had  I  measured'  twenty  paees 
My  body  bending  fbrward*  3rea»  overbalanoed 
AhnoBi  beyond  reeoil,  on  the  dim  brink 
Of  a  huge  .chasm  I  slept    The  shadowy  mooDslune 
FUliog  the  Void,  so  counterfeited  Substance* 

N 


That  my  foot  hung  aslant  adown  the  edge. 
Was  it  my  own  tnx  ? 

Fear  too  hath  its  hBlincti! 
(And  yet  such  dens  as  these  are  wildly  told  of) 
And  yet  are  Beings  that  live,  yet  not  for  the  eye) 
An  arm  of  frost  above  and  fintnn  behind  me 
Pluck'd  up  and  snatch'd  me  backward.    Mercifal 

Heaven! 
Ton  smile!  alas,  even  smiles  look  ghastly  here ! 
My  hold,  I  pray  you,  go  yourMlf  and  view  it 

OROONia 

It  must  have  shot  some  pleasant  feelings  throogh  yo«. 

ISIDORE., 

If  eveiy  atom  of  a  dead  man's  flesh 
Should  creep,  each  one  with  a  particular  life. 
Yet  all  as  cold  as  ever-^'twasjust  so! 
Or  had  it  diizxled  needle  points  of  frost 
Upon  a  feverish  head  made  suddenly  bald — 
ORDONio  {interrupting  him). 

Why,  Isidor* 
I  blush  for  thy  cowardice.    It  might  haye  startled, 
I  grant  you.  even  a  brave  man  for  a  moment— 
But  such  a  panic — 

ISIDORE. 

When  a  boy,  my  Lord ! 
I  could  have  sate  whole  faoun  beside  that  chasm, 
Push'd  in  huge  siones,  and  heard  them  suike  and 

rattle 
Against  its  horrid  sides:  tfien  hung  my  heikd 
Low  down,  and  listen'd  till  the  heavy  fhigmenlB 
Sank  vfith  fHint  crash  in  that  still  groaifing  well. 
Which  never  thirsty  pilgrim  blest  which  never 
A  living  thing  came  near-— unless,  peicbanoe,* 
Some  blind-worm  battens  on  the  ropy  mould 
Close  at  its  edge. 

ORDONIO. 

Art  thou  more  coward  now  f 

tSIDORlt' 

Can  him,  that  fears  his  fellow-man,  a  coward  I 
I  fear  not  roan — but  this  inhuman  cavern. 
It  were  too  bad  a  prison-house  for  goblins. 
Beside  (you'll  smile,  my  Ijord)^  bat  true  it  is; 
My  last  night^i  sleep  was  very  sorely  faanntHl 
By  wliat  had  pass'd  betvroen  us  in  thd  morning. 

0  sleep  of  horrors !  Now  run  down  and  stared  at 
By  Forms  so  hideous  that  they  moek  rwnemhranes 
Now  seeing  nothing  and  imagining  nothing. 

But  only  being  afraid — stifled  with  Fear! 

While  every  goodly  or  &miliar  form 

Had  a  strange  power  of  breathing  terror  round  me! 

1  saw  you  in  a  thousand  fearful  shapes ; 
And,  I  entreat  your  lordship  to  believe,  me. 
In  my  last  dream     ' 

ORDONIO. 

Well? 

nrnoRK 

I  was  m  the  act 
Of  fhOing  down  that  chasm,  when  ADiadia 
Waked  me:  she  heard  my  heart  beat 

ORDONia 

Strange  enonghl 
Hni  you  been  here  before  f 

ISIDORE. 

Nev^r,  my  Lord . 
Bat  mine  eyes  do  not  see  it  now  more  clearly. 
Than  m  my  dream  I  saw — ^that  very  chasm. 
ORDONIO  {atands  lost  in  thought,  then  after  a  pause 
I  know  not  why  it  should  be !  yet  it  is — 
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Whati^myLoBdl 


TokiUa 


ISIDORE. 
OROONta 

Abhonent  from  our  Datura, 


Except  in  selMeftooeb 


ORDONfO. 

Why,  ^8t 'b  my  caw ;  and  yet  the  Mul  nooOs^nm  i 
Tis  K)  with  me  at  least    But  you,  peihapB, 
Bs7t  itemer  leelinga  ? 

-niboRx. 
Something  troubleB  you. 
How  shall  I  serve  yoat  ^  the  life  you  gave  me, 
By  all  that  makes  that  life  of  value  to  me. 
My  wife,  my  babes,  my  honor,  I  swear  to  you* 
Name  it,  and  I  vvill  toll  to  do  the  thing,     . 
If  it  be  innocent !  But  this,  my  Lord, 
b  not  a  place  where  you  could  perpetrate, 
No,  nor  propose,  a  wicked  thing.    The  darkness. 
When  ten  s^es  oK  we  know 't  is  cheeifol  moonlii^t, 
.  Gollecii  the  guilt,  and  crowds  it  round  the  heart 
It  must  be  innocent 

[pRDOMo  darkly,  ani  m  ihefeding  of  tdf-poAjUn- 
Hon,  tdU  what  he  amceivet  of  Aic  own  ihamcur  and 
aelitnMt  peaking  of  Mmadf  in  tie  third  permit. 

ORDONIO. 

Thyself  be  Judge. 
One  of  our  fiunOy  knew  this  place  welL 

ISIDOXX. 

Whof  whenf  my  Lord! 

ORDONIO. 

What  boots  it,  vdio  or  when  T 

Hang  up  thy  torch— I  'U  tell  lus  tale  to  thee. 

[Tkey  hang  vp  their  torches  en  rnene  ridg$  hi 
thecavem. 
He  was  a  man  different  fiom  other  men. 
And  he  despised  them,  yet  revered  himsel£ 

isiDORK  (jiuide). 

Her  Hsdespisedt  Thou 'rt  speakmg  of  thyself! 
I  am  oa  my  guard,  however:  dq  surprise. 

[T^eatoORDONio. 
Wkat;  howasmadf 


ORDONIO. 

All  men  seem*d  mad  to  him ! 
Nature  had  made  him  for  some  other  planet. 
And  preSs*d  his  soul  into  a  human  shape 
By  accklent  or  malice.    In  this  world 
He  fi>und  no  fit  companion. 


Of  himself  he  speaks. 


umpa^ 


[Amte. 


Alas!  poor  wretch! 
Mad  met«  ara  mostly  proud. 

ORDONIO. 

He  walk'd  alone. 
And  phantom  dioughts  unsought-ibr  troubled  him. 
Something  within  w>iuld  still  be  shadowii^  out 
All  poBsibiliti^ ;  and  with  these  shadows 
His  mind  held  dalliance.    Once,  as  ao  it  happened, 
A  fioicy  croas'd  hinl  wilder  than  the  rest : 
To  this  in  moody  murmur  and  low  voice 
He  yielded  utterance,  as  aoine  talk  in  sleep: 
Tlio  man  who  heard  him.—* 

Why  didst  tfaou  look  round? 


ntDORK. 

f  have  a  prattler  three  years  old,  my  Lotd ! 

In  truth  he  is  my  darting.    Ae  I  went 

From  forth  my  door,  he  made  a  moan  in  deep-^ 

But  I  am  talking  idly — pniy  proceed ! 

And  what  did  this  man? 

ORDONIO. 

With  his  huamn  haad 
He  gave  a  substance  and  reality 
To  that  wild  ikncy  o£  a  possible  thiog^-^ 
Well  it  was  done !  [TVn  u^  wSdtf 

Why  babblest  thou  of  gmlt  ? 
The  deed  was  done^  and  it  pass'd  fidriy  off 
And  he  whose  tale  I  tell  thee-niosc  thou  listaof 

laiDOREi 

I  would,  my  Lord,  you  were  by  my  fire-side, 
I  'd  listen  to  you  with  an  eager  eye. 
Though  you  began  this  cloudy  tale  at  midnight; 
But  I  do  listen — pray  proceed,  my  Loid. 

ORDONIO. 

Wherewasif 

ISXDORX. 

He  of  whom  you  tell  the  tale— 

ORDONIO. 

Survejring  all  things  with  a  quiet  scorn. 
Tamed  hhnself  down  to  living  purpossa. 
The  occupations  and  the  semblances 
Of  ordinary  men — and  suth  he  seem*d ! 
But  that  same  over-ready  agent — ^he — 

ISIDORE. 

Ah!  what  of  him,  my  Lcml f 

ORDONIO 

Hb  proved  a  tiaiior, 
Betray*d  the  mysteiy  to  a  brother  traitor. 
And  ^ey  between  them  hatch'd  a  damned  plot 
To  hunt  him  down  to  in&my  and  deadu 
What  did  the  Valdea  7  J  am  proud  of  the  name. 
Since  he  dared  do  it— 

[Qrdonio  jrrtupt  hi*  eioord,  and  turns  offiom 
IsiDORK ;  then  after  a  pause  returns 
dor  links  bum  dimly. 

ISIDORE.. 

A  dark  tale  darkly  finish*d!  Nay,  my  Lord! 
Tell  what  he  did. 

ORDONia' 

That  which  Bis  wisdom  prompted — 

He  made  that  Traitor  meet  him  in  this  cavern. 

And  hen  he  kill*d  the  Traitv. 

ISIDOUt 

No!  the  fool! 
He  had  not  wit  enough  to  be  a  traitor. 
Poor  thick-eyed  beetle !  not  fo  have  foreseen 
That  he  who  gull'd  thee  with  a  whimjper'd  lie 
To  murder  his  own  hrodier,  would  not  scruple 
Tci  murder  Aee,  if  e'er  his  guilt  grew  jealous. 
And  he  could  steal  upon  thee  in  the  dark! 

pRDONlO. 

Thou  wouldst  not  then  have  come,  if 

BBIDORk. 

(%  yes,  my  Lord ! 

I  would  have  met  hhn  aim'd,  and  seared  the  ooiward 
[luDORC  Iftroiot  of  his  robe;  ihmos  himsdf  armed 
and  drawekis  sword. 

ORDONIO. 

Now  this  is  excellent,  and  warms  the  blood ! 
My  heart  was  dmwing  back,  drawing  me  bac^ 
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B2M0BSE. 


With  wfltk  and 


■eraplet.   Now  my  Ven- 


Beckcnu  me  onwaidi  with  a  warrior's  mien, 
And  daimi  dmt  life,  my  pity  robb'd  her  o^^ 
Now  win  I  kiU  the«,  tfaanUeta  dave!  and  oonnt  it 
AmoQg  m^  eondhrtaMe  thooghli  hereafter. 

I8IOORK. 

And  all  my  filll«  onee  fttherlow 

Die  thou  finrt. 
{Thty  fight ;  QnBOino  dimnu  laiDoaa,  andindi*' 
anmng  Jdm  throvoB  ku  iword  vpikalreeen  cpp<h 
mietOK}kick1keyv3ereManeUng,  Isidore  Amriet 
into  tke  recta  wcA  huiordk,  Ohdonio/oEEoim  km  ; 
a  load  cry  (f  *"  Traiiori  Montter  !  "  u  heard 
/rom  lie  oovem,  on^  ta  a  sMNRort  Ordonio  retentf 

ORXIONIO. 

UttTehniTdhimdownthechaim!  Treaicmftrtrea- 


Nay,  it  wafcee  within  bm 
I'aipirit  * 


HvA,  tfionc^tleei  woman! 


More  tfaana 


No  more  of  thiii 
What  if  MoDviedio  or  Jkia  creatiueehear  na! 
I  dare  not  liaten  to  you. 

TIRK8A 

My  honer'd  Laidr 
llieae  were  my  Alvar't  laeaena ;  and  whoie'ei 
I  bend  me  o'er  his  portriitr  I  repeat  thenw 
As  if  Id  give  a  voice  to  the-  mate  image. 

TAILDIZ. 

■  ■  We  have  mei]m*d  ibr  Alvar. 
Of  his  aad  fate  there  now  lemainv  no  doubt 
Have  I  no  other  son  f 


He  ^reaait  of  It :  henoefiirwaid  lei  him  aleep 

A  dreamleai  aleepb  from  which  no  wife  can  wake  him. 

tti  dmm  too  ia  made  ont— Now  fcr  his  friend. 

[£ant  ORAONia 


SCENE  IL* 


The  tnteriar  CouH  cf  a  Saraceme  or  QoOiie  CatOe^ 
ike  Iron  QaU  <f  a  Dungeon  wiUe. 


Speak  net  of  him! 
That  low  imposture !  That  mysterioos  pictua ! 
If  this  be  madnesi,  must  I  wed  a  msdiiian  f 
And  if  not  madneas,  there  is  myateiyr 
And  guilt  dodi  lurk  behind  it. 


VALDBZ. 


Heait«hining  Snpentition!  thou  canst  glaze 
Even  Pity's  eyowidi  her  own  froien  tear. 
In  vam  I  uige  the  tortures  that  await  him ; 
Even  Selma,  reverend  guardian  of  my  childhood. 
My  second  mother,  shuts  her  heart  agaioat  me ! 
Well,  I  have  woo  from  her  what  most  importa 
The  present  need,  tbis'aecn&t  of  the  dungeon. 
Known  only  to  herself — A  Moor!  a  Sorcerer! 
No,  I  have  feith,  that  Nature  ne'er  permitted 
Baseness  to  wear  a  form  ao  noble.    True, 
I  doubt  not,  ibat  Ordonio  had  subom'd  him 
To  act  some  part  in  some  unholy  fraud ; 
As  titde  doubt,  fbat  ibr  some  unknown  purpose 
He  hath  baffled  hia  suborner,  terrorstmck  him. 
And  that  OrdoQin  meditatea  revenge ! 
But  my  mol  ve  ia  fei'd !  myself  will  reacue  him, 
And  leant  if  haply  he  know  aught  of  Alvar. 

Enter  Valdrz. 

VALOKZ. 

SliU  sad  7— «nd  gazing  at  the  maasive  door 
Of  that  fell  Dungeon  which  thou  ne'er  hadst  sight  o^ 
Save  what,  perchance,  thy  infant  fancy  shaped  it» 
When  the  nurse  sdU'd  thy  cries  with  unmeant  threata. 
Now  bjr  my  feith,  Giri !  thiasame  wizard  hauiita  thee ! 
A  stately  man,  emd  eloquent  and  tender — 

iWiik  a  tneer* 
Who  then  Heed  wonder  if  a  lady  aighs 
Even  at  the  thought  of  what  dieae  stem  Dominicans — 

teAesa  («mA  edunn  indignatiany. 
The  Ivinor  of  their  ghaatly  puniahmenta 
Doth  so  o*ertop  the  height  of  all  compassion. 
That  I  should  feel  too  little  fer  mme  enemy, 
If  it  were  poosible  I  could  feel  more. 
Even  though  the  dearest  inmates  of  our  household 
Were  doomed  to  suffer  them.  That  such  things 


•Vide  Apoeodiz.  Note  S. 


I^thisweflf 


Yes,  it  is  truth :  saw  yoa  his  ooontfnanceT 
How  rage,  remorae.  and  scorn,  and  stupid  fear, 
Displao^  each  other  with  swift  interchanges  f 

0  iaX  I  had  indeed  the  aorcerer'ls  power! 

1  vrouM  call  up  before  thine  eyaa  tfie  tmaga 
Of  my  betrothed  Alvar,  of  thy  first-bom! 

His  own  fhir  countenance,  his  kingly  forehead, 
His  tender  smiles,  Iove*s  day-dawn  on  his  Ups ! 
That  spiritual  and  almost  heavenly  light 
In  his  commanding  eye— his  mien  hetoie. 
Virtue's  own  native  heraldry !  to  man 
Genial,  and  pleasant  to  his  guavdian  angiL 
Whene'er  he  gladden'd,  how  the  gladness  spread 
Wide  round  him !  and  when  oft  with  swellkig  teals, 
FUsh'd  through  by  indignation,  be  bewail'd 
The  wrongs  of  Belgium's  martyr'd  patriots. 
Oh,  what  a  grief  was  tA<i»— fei  joy  to  envy. 
Or  gaze  upon  enamour 'd ! 

Omyfether! 
Recall  that  morning  when  we  knelt  together, 
And  thou  didst  bless  our  loves !  O  even  now. 
Even  now,  my  sire !  to  thy  mind's  eye  present  him. 
As  at  that  moment  he  rose  up  before  thee, 
Stately,  with  beaming  look!  Place,  place  beside  him 
Ordonio's  dork  perturbed  countenance ! 
Then  bid  roe  (Oh  thou  couldst  not)  bid  me  turn 
From  him,  the  joy,  the  triumph  of  our  kind ! 
To  take  in  exphainge  that  brooding  man,  who  never 
Lifts  up  his  eye  from  the  earth,  unless  to  soowL. 

VALD8Z. 

Ungmteful  womanj  I  have  tried  to  atiAe 
An  old  ipan's  peasiDnt  waa  it  not  enough 
That  thou  hadat  made  my  aon  a  restless  man, 
fiamah'd  his  health,  and  half  unhinged  his  reaKm  * 
But  that  thou  wilt  insult  him  with  suspicioo  t 
And  toil  to  bknt  his  lymor?  I  am  old, 
A  comfertlsaa  old  man ! 

TBRttA. 

O  Grief!  to  hear 
Hateful  entreaties  from  a  voice  we  love ' 
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Enter  a  Pkasant  andpr$aerU8  a  leUer  to  Vaxj>kz. 

▼AXJ>EZ  (reading  it). 
-  He  dares  not  venture  hiitlier ! "  Why  what  can  this 

meant 
**  Leat  the  Familian  of  the  Inquintion, 
That  watch  around  my  gatea,  should  intercept  him ; 
But  he  conjuTjps  me,  that  without  delay 
I  hasten  to  him — for  my  own  sake  entreats  me 
To  guard  fmm  danger  him  I  hold  imprison'd — ^ 
He  will  reveal  &  secret,  the  joy  of  which 
Will  even  outweigh  the  sorrow." — Why  wha(  can 

this  her 
Pe^dianoe  It  is  some  Moorish,  stratagem, 
To  have  in  me  a  hostage  ibr  his  safety. 
Nay,  that  they  dare  not  ?  Ho !  collect  nfy  servants ! 
.1  will  go  thither — let  them  ann  themselves. 

[JEciC  Valdez. 

TBUESA  (jthliB). 

The  moon  is  high  in  heaven,  and  all  is  hnsh'd. 
Yet,  anxious  listener !  I  have  seem'd  to  hear 
A  low  dead  thunder  mutter  through  the  night, 
As  'twere  a  giant  angry  in  his  slee{:».    ^ 
OAlvar!  Alvar!  that  they  could  return. 
Those  blessed  days  that  imitated  heaven,    i 
When  we  two  wont  to  walk  at  even*iide ; 
When  we  saw  naught  but  beauty ;  when  we  heard 
Tl^e  voice  of  that  Almighty  One  who  loved  us 
In  every  gale  that  breathed,  and  wave  that  mur- 

mur'd ! 
O  we. have  listen'd,  even  till  high-wrought  pleasure 
Hath  half  assumed  the  countenance  of  grieC 
And  the  deep  sigh  seem'd  to  heavo  up  a  weight 
Of  bliss,  that  4>res^*4  too  heavy  on  the  heart. 

[ApoMe. 
And  diis  mi^estic  Moor,  seema  he  not  one 
Who  oft  and  long  communing  with  my  Alvar 
Hath  drunk  in  kindred  lustre  from  hia  presence. 
And  guides  me  to  him  with  reflected  light  7 
What  if  in  yon  dask  dungeon  coward  Treachery 
•Be  groping  ibr  him  with  envenom'd  poniard-*. 
Hence,  womanish  teaiu,  traitais  to  love  and  duty— - 
111  free  him.  [£ntTc&E8A. 


SCENE  UL 


7%e  Momtiama  hy  moenl^kL    Alhadra  alone  in  a 

Mooritkdnts. 

ALJfADRA. 

Yon  hanging  woods,  that  touch*d  by  autumn  seem 
As  they  were  blossoming  hues  of  Are  and  gold ; 
The  flower-like  woods,  most  lovely  in  decay, 
The  many  clouds,  the  sea,  the  rock,  the  sands. 
Lie  in  the  silent  moonshine :  and  the  owl, 
'Strange !  very  strange !)  the  screech-owl  only  vnkm  I 
Sole  voice,  sole  eye  of  all  this  world  of  beauty ! 
Unless,  perhaps,  she  sing  her  screeching  song 
To  a  herd  of  wolves,  that  skulk  athirst  for  blood. 
Why  such  a  thing  am  1 7 — ^Where  are  these  men  7 
I  need  the  sympathy  of  human  faces. 
To  beat  away  this  deep  contempt  for  all  things. 
Which  quenches  my  revenge^    Oh!  weiild  to  AUa, 
The  raven,  or  thtf  sea-mew,  were  appoinied 
To  bring  me  food !  or  rather  that  my  soul 
Could  drink  in  life  from  the  universal  air! 
It  were  a  lot  divine  in  some  small  skiff 
Along  some  Ocean's  beimdless  solit^ido. 


To  float  for  ever  with  a  careliBsa  oomse> 
And  think  myself  the  only  being  alive  I 

My  children ! — Isidore's  children! — Son  of  Valdez. 
This  hath  new-strung  mine  arm.  Thou  coward  tytnni 
To  stupify  a  woman's  heart  with  anguish. 
Till  she  forgot— even  that  she  was  a  mother ! 

[Shefite*  her  eye  on  the  earth.  T%en  drop  in  one  after 
Ofiolker,  from  diffierent  parte  of  the  etage,  a  con' 
mdertMe  number  of  Moreecoeg,  all  in  Moonak  gar- 
ments and  Moorieh  armor.  They  form  a  cirde  at 
a  ditiance  round  Alhadra,  and  remain  tUent  tiU 
the  second  in  command^  Naomi,  enters,  distinguiAed 
by  his  dress  and  armor,  and  by  the  mlent  obeisancs 
paid  to  him  on  his  entrance  by  the  otker  Moors. 

NAOMI. 

Woman !  may  Alia  and  the  Prophet  bleai  thee ! 
We  have  obey'd  thy  call.  Where  is  our  chief 7 
And  why  didst  thou  ei^oin  these  Moorish  garments  7 

Alhadra  {raiting  her  eyst,  and  looking  rmmd  on  At 

cirde). 
Wamors  of  Mahomet !  foithiVil  m  the  'battle  > 
My  oountiymen!  Come  ye  prepared  to  work 
An  honorable  deed  ?  And  would  ye  work  it 
In  the  slave's  garb  7  Curse  on  those  Christian  robes! 
They  are  spell-blasted :  and  whoever  wears  them 
His  arm  shrinks  wither'd*  his  heart  mel^  away. 
And  his  bones  soflen. 

NAOMI. 

Where  is  Isidore  7 

AUIADRA  (m  a  deep  low  iNuor). 
This  night  I  went  from  forth  my  house,  and  left 
His  children  all  asleep :  and  he  was  living ! 
And  I  retum'd  and  found  them  sdll  asleep, 
But  he  had  perish*d^— 

ALL  THE  M0RRSC0K8. 

Perish'd  7 

ALHADRA. 

He  had  perish'd! 
Sleep  on,  poor  babes !  not  one  of  you  doth  know 
That  he  is  fatherless—a  desolate  orphan ! 
Why  should  we  ,wake  them  7  can  an  infant's  arm 
Revenge  lus  murder  7 

ONE  MORiaoox  (to  another). 

Did  she  say  his  mnider  ? 

NAOMI. 

Murder  7  Notmuider'd7 

ALHADRA. 

Murdered  by  a  Christian ! 
[They  all  at  once  dram  their  siAreS' 
ALHADRA  (to  NaoMI,  wko  advojuxs  from  the  drds) 
Brother  of  Zagri !  fling  Awny  fliy  sword; 
This  is  thy  chieflain's !    [He  step^  forwaraio  take  ifc 

Dost  thou  dare  re<^ve  it  7 
For  I  have  sworn  by  AUa  and  the  Prophet, 
No  tear  shall  dim  these  eyes,  this  woman's  heart 
Shall  heave  no  groan,  till  I  have  seen  that  sword 
Wet  with  the  life-blood  of  the  son  of  Valdes! 

[Apon 
Ordonio  waivyour  chieftain's  murderer! 

NAOMI. 

He  dies,  by  AUa. 
ALL  Osneding.) 

By  4na 

ALHADRA. 

TiuB  night  your  chieftain  arm'd  himself^ 
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«1 


And  honied  flora  me.    But  I  IbQow'd  hira 
At  dHtanoe^  till  I  nw  bim  eDier — tkerel 


NAOMI. 


The  cavern  f 


ALRAPILA. 

Yet,  the  mouth  of  yonder  cavern* 

After  a  while  I  nw  the  ton  of  Valdez        ' 

Rmh  by  with  baling  torch ;  he  likewise  entered. 

There  was  another  and  a  longer  pause ; 

And  once,  methonght  I  heard  the  clash  of  swoids ! 

And  soon  the  son  of  Valdex  rteppear'd : 

He  flung  Ids  torch  lowaids  the  moon  in  spoet. 

And  seem'd  as  ha  were  mirthiul !  I  stood  Ustening, 

Impatient  tot  the  iioisieps  of  my  husband ! 


KAOMX. 


llioa  oUedst  Mmf 


ALHADRA. 

I  crept  into  the  caTem — 
Twasdarit  and  very  silent  .  [Ttoi  whiffy. 

What  saidst  thou? 
No !  no !  .1  did  not  dare  call,  Isidore, 
Lest  I  should  hear  no  answer !  A  brief  while. 
Belike,  I  kst.all  tfaoughl  and  memory 
Of  that  ibr  which  I  came !  After  that  pause, 

0  Ueaven!  I  heard  a  groan,  and  foUow'd  it: 
And  yei  another  gipan,  which  guidjod  me 
Into  a  strange  recess— and  there  was  Ughl, 

A  hideous  U^^t !  his  torch  lay  on  the  groqod ; 
lis  Hame  burnt  dimly  o'er  a  chasm's  brink ; 

1  spoke ;  and  whilst  I  spake,  a  feeble  groan 

Came  fiom  that  chasm!  it  was  his  last!  his  death* 
groan! 

NAOMI. 

CaaSxt  her,  Alia. 

ALHADRA. 

I  stood  in  unimaginable  trance 
And  agmy  that  cannot  be  remember'd, 
lirtening  with  horrid  hope  to  hear  a  groan ! 
B«it  I  had  heard  his  last:  my  husband's  death-groan ! 

NAOMI. 


Thii  is  the  procese  of  our  love  aii4  wisdoii 

To  each  poor  brother  who  ofieads  against  ua — 

Most  innocent,  per^ps>-«nd  what  if  guilty  f 

Is  this  the  only  cure  t  Merciftil  God ! 

Each  pore  and  natural  outlet  shrivell'd  up. 

By  ignorance  and  parching  poverty. 

His  enei^es  roll  back  upon  his  heart. 

And  stagnate  and  corrupt,  till,  changed  to  poison. 

They  break  out  on  him,  like  a  lothesome  plague- 

apot! 
Then  we  call  in  our  pamper'd  moonlebanks : 
And  thia  is  their  best  cure !  uncomfbrted 
And  fiiendleBs  solitude,  groaning  and  tean,         ^ 
And  savage  faces,  at  the  clanking  hour. 
Seen  through  the  steam  and  vapors  of  hia  dongeoo 
By  the  lamp's  dismal  twilight !  So  he  lies 
Circled  widi  evil,  till  his  very  soul 
Unmoulds  its  essence,  hopeleady  delbrmM 
By  sights  of  evermore  deformity ! 
With  other  miiustradons  thou,  O  Nature ! 
Healest  thy  wandering  and  distemper'd  child : 
Thou  pouiest  on  him  thy  soft  influences. 
Thy  sunny  hues,  iair  forms,  and  breathing  swaefii; 
Thy  melodies  of  words,  and  winds,  and  waleis! 
Till  he  relent,  and  can  no  more  endure 
To  be  a  jarring  and  a  dissonant  thing 
Amid  this  general  dance  and  minstrelsy ; 
But,  bunting  into  tears,  wins  back  his  way, 
His  angiy  spirit  heal'd  and  harmonised 
By  the  benignant  touch  of  k>ve  and  beauty.' 
I  ffm  chill  and  weary !  Yon  nide  bendk  of  stone» 
In  that  dark  angle,  the  sole  reatii^-place ! 
But  the  self^pproving  mind  is  its  own  light. 
And  life's  best  wannth  still  radiates  fW>m  the  heart 
Where  Love  sits  brooding,  and  an  honest  purpose. 

[Retire*  out  of  s^At 

JEaeer  Tkrxsa  «ttt  «  TV^wr. 


Haste!  kt  na  onward. 

ALHADRA. 

I  look'd  far  down  the  pit — 
My  sight  was  bounded  by  a  jutting  fragment: 
And  it  was  stain'd  with  blood.  Then  first  I  shriek'd. 
My  eye-balls  buint,  my  brain  grew  hot  as  fire, 
And  all  the  hanging  drops  of  the  wet  roof 
Toro'd  into  blood — I  saw  them  turn  to  blood ! 
And  I  was  leajHng  wildly  down  thb  chasm. 
When  on  the  farther  brink  I  saw  his  sword. 
And  it  said.  Vengeance  !-"^>ines  oil  my  tongue ! 
Tlie  moon  hath  moved  in  Heaven,  afid  I  am  here, 
And  he  hath  not  had  vengeance !  Isidore ! 
Spirit  of  bidofo !  thy  murderer  lives ! 
Away!  a#ay! 

ALL. 

Away!  away! 

\Skt  ruikea  ag^  aUfdHauing  her. 


ACt  V. 

SCENE  L 

A  Dungeon, 

ALVAR  (idcme)  rieee  dowiy/ron  ahedqf  reeit, 

ALVAR. 

And  this  plaee  my  forefathers  made  Ibr  man  * 


It  has  chill'd  my  very  life — ^my  own  voice  scares  me! 

Yet  when  I  hear  it  not,  I  seem  to  lose 

The  substance  of  my  being — my  strongest  grasp 

Sends  inwards  but  weak  wimess  that  I  am. 

I  seek  to  cheat  the  echo. — ^How  die  half  sounds 

Blend  with  this  strangled  light!'  Is  he  not  here  ■ 

[Loaiang  round. 
O  for  one  hiunan  fiice  here — ^bot  to  see 
One  human  face  here  to  sustain  me. — Courage ! 
It  is  but  ray  own  fear !  The  life  within  me. 
It  sinks  and  liyavers  like  this  cone  of  flame. 
Beyond  which  I  scarce  dare  look  on  ward !  Oh! 

[Shuddering, 
If  I  faint !  If  this  inhuman  den  should  be 
At  once  my  death-bed  and  my  burial  vault ! 

[Faindy  ecreanu  as  Alvar  emerges  from  the 


ALVAR  {rushes  touktrds  her,  and  caUAes  her  as  As 

is  falling), 

0  gracious  Heaven !  it  is,  it  is  Teresa ! 

1  shall  reveal  myself?  The  sudden  shock 
Of  rapture  will  blow  out  this  spark  of  life. 
And  Joy  complete  what  Terror  has  begun. 

0  ye  impetuous  beatings  here,  be  still ! 
Teresa,  best  beloved !  pa1e«  pale,  and  eold ! 
Her  pulse  doth  flatter !  Teresa !  my  Tereoa ! 

TBRE8A  {recovering,  locks  round  wOMy), 

1  heard  a  voice ;  but  often  in  my  dreama 

I  hear  that  voice !  and  wake  and  try— and  tiy— • 
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IV)  hear  it  walpnf !  bat  I  i](ev€ir'eoidd— 
And  *Xu  80  now*— even  so!  Well:  he  it  dead 
Murder'd,  perhape!  And  I  am  fiunt,  and  ftel 
As  if  it  were  no  painfnl  thing  to  die ! 

ALVAK  (etMvrly). 
Believe  it  not,  sweet  maid !  Believe  it  not. 
Beloved  woman !  Twu  a  low  impoeture. 
Framed  b^  a  guilty  wretch. 

'nsKEajL  {retires  from  him,  andfoeUy  tnfporU  hertelf 
agamtt  aptXUw  of  the  dwigeon). 

Ha!  WhoartDioaf 
N  ALVAE  (exceedingly  t^fectai^ 

Suborned  hf  his  bnthei^— 


Didst  ftott  mnider  himf 
And  dost  thon  now repentf  Poor  trooUed  man, 
I  do  ibigive  thi^e»  and  may  Heaven  ibigive  thee! 


ALVAK. 


Oidonio-  'he  '■ 


If  liion  didst  mnider 
ffii  spirit  ever  at  the  throne  of  God 
Asks  mercy  tat  thee ;  pnys  for  mercy  for  Aee, 
With  tears  in  Heaven ! 

ALVAft. 

Alvar  was  not  muider'd. 
Be  calm!  Be  calm,  sweet  n^aid ! 

TUBtA  (lOlZlfljf). 

Nay,  nay,  bat  tell  me ! 

[Apogee;  Jken preetee herfonkead, 
O 'tk  lost  again  ^ 
Thii  dull  ooofiMd  pain— 

[A  jMvss,  tU  gtaet  at  Alvak. 
Mysterieus  man! 
Methinks  I  can  not  fear  thee :  for  thine  eye 
Doth  swim  with  love  and  pily— Well!  Ordcmio—     ^ 
Oh  my  foreboding  heart !  and  he  subom'd  thee, 
AAd  thou  didst  spare  his  life?  Bleanngs  shower  on 

thee, 
As  many  as  the  drops  twice  counted  o'er 
In  the  fond  fidthful  heartof  his  Teresa ! 

ALVAft. 

I  can  ehdure  no  more.    The  Moorish  Soroeier 
Exists  but  in  the  stain  upon  his  ftce. 
Thai  picture-* 

TKRBSA  (odixmoes  tomarda  Mm). 
Ha!  speak  on! 

ALVAR. 

Beloved  Teresa! 
It  told  but  half  the  truth.    O  let  this  portrait 
Tell  alt — ^that  Alvar  Uvea— that  he  is  here ! 
Thy  much  deceived  but  ever  ftidiiul  Alvar. 

[TbAsi  her portrttk  from  hit  nedb,  and  gtoet  tt  her, 

TXRESA  (receive'}^  the  portraiO. 
Th»  same— it  is  the  same.    Ah!  who  art  thouT 
Nay  I  will  call  thee,  Alvah!    [ShefaOe  on  hii  netk. 

ALVAll. 

O  joy  nnultemhie ! 
Bat  hark!  a  sound  as  of  removing  bars 
At  the  dungeon's  outer  doM'.    A  brieC  brief  whiia 
Conceal  thyself,  my  love !  It  is  Ordonia 
For  the  honor  of  our  race,  for  our  dear  fother; 
O  for  himself  too  (he  is  still  my  brothei) 
Let  me  recall  him  to  his  nobler  nature. 
That  he  may  wake  as  fimn  a  diieam  of  moider! 
O  let  me  reconcile  him  to 


Open  the  sacied  soiuce  of  pemttot  toan^ 
And  be  once  more  his  own  beloved  Alvar. 


O  my  all  virtuous  love !  1  fear  to  leave  thee 
With  that  obdurate  man* 

ALVAB. 

Thou  dost  not  leave  ne ! 
But  a  brief  while  retire  into  the  darkness : 
O  that  my  joy  could  spread  its  sunshine  round  thee 


Alvaa. 


The  soond  of  thy  voice  shall  be  my 
[Retiring,  eke  rdume  hatlUtf  and 
Alvar!  my  Alvar!  an  I  Sure  I  hold  theet 
Is  it  no  dream  7  thee  in  my  arms,  my  Alvar!    {ExU 
[A  mnee  at  the  Dungeon  doer.    M  qpsMW  ^»d 
OftOONio  snfert,  wiUk  a  gdtlBt  in  kU  hand 


ORDoma 
Hafl,  potent  wizard !  in  my  gayer  meed 
I  poured  forth  a  libation  to  old  Pluto, 
And  as  I  brimm'd  the  bowl,  I  diought  on  thee; 
Thou  hast  conspired  against-my  life  and  honor. 
Hast  Irick'd  me  foully;  yet  I  hate  thee  not. 
Why  diould  I  hate  thee  7  this  same  world  of  ours, 
T  is  but  a  pool  amid  a  storm  of  rain, 
And  we  the  air-bladders  that  ecmrse  up  and  down. 
And  joust  and  lilt  in  nieny  tournament;     . 
And  when  one  bubble  runs  fool  of  anocherr 

[Watring  hia  hand  to  Ai.ta& 
The  weaker  needs  most  break. 

ALVA^ 

I  see  thy  heart ! 
lliere  is  Ji  frightful  glittor  in  thine  eye 
Which  doth  betray  thee.    Inly-tortuied  man! 
This  is  the  revelry  of  a  drunken  anguish. 
Which  foin  wpuld  scoff  away  the  pang  of  guilt. 
And  quell  each  human  feeling. 

oanomo. 

Feeling!  feeling! 
Ilie  death  6f  a  man — the  breaking  of  a  babbi»— 
'TIS  true  I  cannot  sob  for  such  misfbrCunes ; 
But  ihintness,  cold  and  hunger— curses  on  me 
If  willingly  I  e'er  inflicted  them ! 
Come,  take  die  beverage ;  this  chill  place  demands  it 

[OftDONio  pr^ftn  the  goUeL 

ALVAR, 

Yon  insect  on  the  wall, 
Which  moves  this  way  and  that  its  htmdred 
Were  it  a  toy  of  mere  mechonie  craft, 
It  were  an  infinitely  curious  thing! 
But  it  has  life,  Ordonio !  life,  er\joyment ! 
And  by  the  power  of  its  miracnkKis  will 
Wields  all  the  complex  movemeats  of  its 
Unerringly  to  pleesurable  ends ! 
Saw  I  that  insect  on  this  goblet's  brim, 
I  would  fomove  it  with ananzious  pity ! 


What 


thou? 


ORDONIO. 
ALVAR. 

There's  poison  in  the  wuMb 


ORDONIO. 

Thou  hast  gueas'd  right ;  there's  poison  in  the  vrine 
There's  poison  in 't— which  of  us  two  shall  drink  it? 
For  one  of  us  must  die ! 

ALVAR. 

Whom  dost  thou  diink  me  7 
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RKKOK8B. 


» 


IM|IIOII|0» 

lie  aeoonqiliee  and  mwni  fiiieiid  I)!*  Iwkra. 

ALfMau 

I  know  hSm  not 
And  yet  mefifaiiilDi  I  bsre  bend  the  name  but  lately. 
Means  he  the  huaband  of  the  Mooriih  'wonan  7 
?  laidoref 


oBDomo. 
Good !  good !  that  lie !  by  heaTan  it  baa  netorad  me; 
Noir  1  ana  tliy  oMMteri  ViUain!  Ikm  thaU  drink  it. 
Or  die  a  b&ttefec  death. 

ALTAI. 

What  ithuige  adlvtion 
Hot  dwa  fimnd  oat  to  ntkfy  diy  ftaia, 
And  drag  thiam  to  nnnatmal  deep? 

[Alyak  takes  tJ^g6SUt,an^  throwing  iit9^grmmd 

Uymaater! 
oiooino. 
Thoa  moontebankr 

ALVAR. 

-    Mountebank  and  TiOain ! 
What  then  ait  thoa  f  For  ihane,  pat  up  thy  iword ! 
What  boota  a  weapon  in  a  witber'd  ann  f 
I  fix  mine  eye  apoD  thee,  and  thoa  trerableBt! 
I  speak,  and  lear  and  wander  croih  thy  laga, 
And  torn  it  ta  a  motionlefli  distraction ! 
Thoa  blind  aelf-wonhipper !  thy  pride,  thy  cunning, 
Thy  faith  in  anivenal  Tiilaiiy, 
Thy  ihaUow  ■ophinna,  diy  pretended  toom 
For  all  thy  bmnan  brediren— oat  upon  them ! 
What  have  they  done  fi»rthee  f  have  they  given  thee 

peabe? 
Cared  thee  of  Harting  in  thy  sleep  f  or  made 
The  darkness  pleasant  when  thou  wakatt  at  midnight  f 
Art  happy  idien  akme  ?  Canst  walk  by  thyaalf 
W'ith  even  step  and  quiet  cheerfulness  X 
Tet,  yet  thon  mayest  be  saved 

ORDOifio  ivaecm&g  repeating  the  words). 

Saved?  saved! 

ALVAR. 

One  pang* 
Coold  I  can  up  one  pang  of  true  Kemone! 

ORDONIO. 

He  told  me  of  the  babes  that  prattled  to  him. 

His  &iherleas  little  ones !  Remorse !  Remorse! 

Where  gorfst  thoa  that  ibors  word  1  Cane  on  Remorse ! 

Can  it  give  ap  the  dead.'  or  reeompact 

A  mangled  body  f  mangled — dash'd  fo  atoma ! 

Not  ail  the  blessings  of  a  host  of  angels 

Can  blow  away  a  deaolate  widow's  curse ! 

And  though  thoa  spill  ifay  heart's  blood  foratonement, 

It  will  not  weigh.against  an  orphan's  tear ! 

ALVAR  (a2sioi£  overcome  hf  his  /eeSi^i). 
BatAlvar^ 

ORDOHIO. 

Ha !  it  chokea  thee  in  the  throat, 
£ven  thee ;  and  yet  I  pray  thee  speak  it  oat! 
Soil  Alvar!  Alvarf^ — ^howl  it  in  mine  eaiv 
Heap  it  like  teals  of  fire  upon  my  heart, 
And  shopt  it  lussiog  dumigh  my  brain ! 


ALVAR. 


How  aweet  and  musieal  the  same  of  Alvmr! 
Then,  then,  Ordonio,  he  wsa  dear  to  thee. 
And  thou  wert  dear  to  him  ;'Heaven  only  knows 
How  very  dear  thoi^  wert !  Why  didst  thou  hate Umt 
O  heaven !  how  he  would  ML  upon  thy  neck. 
And  weep  Ibtgiveneis ! 

ORiwino. 
Spirit  of  the  dead ! 
Metfainks  I  know  Ihee !  ha!  my  brain  turns  vrild 
At  ila  own  dreams  !^-off— <]fi)  faatastio  shadow  I 


ALVAR. 

I  fiun  would  tell  thee  what  I  am  I  bat  dare  not! 

ORDOlflO. 

Cheat!  yjQQain !  traitor!  whataoevar  dioa  ba^- 
I  fear  thee,  man ! 

TRRiBA  {jmshiMg  oat  and  faUing  om  ALVAR'a  aaol). 
Ordonio!  'tis  thy  brother. 

[Ordonio  will  fraidie  wiUaess  nau  tqwn  Alvak 
wM  Ms  sword,  Trrha  JUags  ktrss^  am 
OuMuao  and  arrests  kis 

Stoft 

'   ALVAR. 

Does  th^  this  thin  disguisie  impeoetrebly^ 
Hide  Alvar  from  thee  f  Toil  and  painfol  wounds 
And  long  imprisonment  in  onwholeaome  dungeons^ 
Have  marr'd  perhaps  all  trait  and  linesiment 
Of  what  I  was !  But  chiefly,  chiefly,  brother, 
My  anguish  fi>r  diy  goilt ! 

Ordonio— Brother ! 
Nay,  nay.  Uiou  shalt  embrace  me. ' 

ORDOMiQ  {drawing  back  and  gating  at  Alvar  ipiA  a 
countenance  qf  at  once  awe  and  terror). 

Touch  me  not! 
Touch  not  poUalioa,  Alvar!  I  will  die. 

[ffe  attesipto  tofaU  on  his  sword:  Alvar  and  Thudm 

ALVAR. 

We  win  find  means  to  Mve  year  honor.    live. 
Oh  live,  Ordonio !  for  oar  father's  sake ! 
Spare  hia  gray  haiia ! 

TRRS8A. 

And  you  may  yet  be  hap^. 

ORDONIO. 

O  horror !  not  a  thousand  years  in  heaven 

Could  recompose  this  miserable  heart, 

Or  make  it  capable  of  one  brief  joy ! 

live !  live !  Why  yes !  't  were  well  to  live  with  yoa: 

For  is  it  fit  a  villain  shoald  be  proud  f 

My  brother!  I  vnll  kneel  toTou,  my  brother! 

[Kneeling. 
Fbigive  me,  Alvar  l^~Curss  me  with  fbrgiveiiesB! 

ALVAR. 

CaU  back  thy  atvd*  Ordonip,  and  look  round  llwa: 
Now  is  the  time  for  greatness!  Think  that  HeaveiH*- 


Alas! 


That  day  when  dioa  didst  leap  from  off  the  roek 
Into  the  wavea.  and  gnsp'd  thy  sinking  brother, 
And  bore  him  to  (ha  strmid :  then,  son  of  Valde^ 

K 


O  mark  hia  eye !  he  bean  not  what  yon  say. 

ORDomo  {pointing  at  the  vacancy). 
Tea,  mark  his  ^e !  there's  fascination  in  it ! 
Thou  saidst  thou  didst  not  know  him— Tliat  ii  ha! 
Ha  comes  upon  me ! 

ALVAR. 

Heal,  O  heal  him,  Heavan* 

ORDONIO. 

Nearer  and  nearer!  and  I  cannot  stir! 
Win  no  one  hear  these  stifled  groans,  and  wake  maf 
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H9  would  have  died  to  wKve  me,  and  I  kill'd  him — 
A  hiubaod  and  a  father!^ 

Soitae  secret  poinn 
Drinks  up  his  spiritsl  ^  ^ 

OJU>ONio  (fiercely  recollecting  Jdmtdf). 
Let  the  eternal  Justioe 
Prepare  ray  punishment  in  the  obscure  world — 
I  will  not  bear  to  live— rto  live — O  agony ! 
And  be  myself  abne  my  own  sore  torment ! 

[The  doors  of  the  dungetm  '«re  broken  open^  and  in 
ruA  Alhaorji,  and  the  band  of  MoRESCOEft: 

ALHADRA. 

Seiae'first  that  man ! 

[Alvas  preseet  onward  to  defend  OaDOiao. 

OEDONIO. 

OflC  niflians !  I  faave  flung  away  my  sword. 
Woman,  my  life  is  thikie !  to  thee  I  give  it! 
Offl^he-  that  loaches  me  with  his  hand  of  flefth, 
III  rend  his  limbs  asunder!  I  have  strength 
•With  this  bare  arkn  to  scatter  you  like  ashes. 


My  husband^ — 


O  hoirible ! 


ALHADkA. 
ORDONIO. 

Y^  I  murder'd  him  most  ibully. 

ALiVAft  and  TEfiBRk. 


ALHADIIA. 

Why  didit  thou  leave  his  children  ? 
Demon,  thou  shouldst  have  sent  diy  dogs  of  hell 
To  lap  their  blood !  Then,  then  I  might  have  harden'd 
My  soul  in  misery,  and  have  had  comibrt 
I  would  have  stood  far  ofl^  quiet  though  dark,      > 
And  bade  the  race  of  men  raise  up  a  mourning 
For  a  deep  horror  of  desolation, 
Too  great  to  foe  one  soul's  particular  lot ! 
Brother  of  Zagri !  let  me  lean  upon  thee. 

yStruggUng  to  tupprete  her  fedaigt. 
The  time  is  not  yet  come  for  woman's  angnish. 
I  have  not  seen  kis  blood — Witl^  an  hour 
Those  little  ones  will  crowd  around  and  ask  me. 
Where  is  our  fiither  7  I  shall  curse  thee  then ! 
Wert  thou  in  heaven,  my  curse  would  pluck  thee 
thence ! 

TERESA. 

He  doth  repent!  See,  see,  I  kneel  to  thee! 
O  let  him  live !  That  aged  man,  his  fiither 

AUtADRA  {eUndy) 
Why  had  he  such  a  son  f 

[ShouU  from  the  distance  qf^  Rescue !  Rescue ! 
Alvar !  Alvar !  and  the  wAoe  <ff  Valdks  heard^ 

ALHADRA. 

Reseoef— and  Isidore's  Spirit  unavenged  f 
The  deed  be  mine !  [Suddenly  etabe  Qeoonio. 

Now  take  my  life ! 

OROONio  (elaggermg  from  the  woimd^ 

Atonement! 

Alvar  (while  with  Teresa  eapporlxng  Ordonio). 
Arm  of  avenging  Heaven, 

Thou  hast  snatch'd  from  me  ray  most  cherished  hope. 
But  fo !  my  word  was  pledged  to  thee. 

ORIkONIO. 

Away! 
Brave  not  my  &ther*s  rage !  I  thank  thee!  Thou — 
[Then  turning  his  eyes  languidly  to  Alvar. 


She  hath  avenged  the  blood  of  Isidore ! 

I  stood  in. silence  like  a  slave  Ifefiire  her. 

That  I  might  taste  the  wormwood  and  the  gall. 

And  satiate  this  seli^ccusing  heart 

With  bitterer  agonies  than  death  can  give. 

Forgive  me,  Alvar !  • 

Oh !  couldst  thou  fiMigec  me !  [Bits 
[Alvar  and  Teresa  bend  over  the  body  of  Ordoiuo 

alHadra  (to  the  Moors). 
I  thank  thee,  Heaven !  tlioa  hast  oidain'd  it  wis^, 
That  still  extremes  bring  their  own  core.  •That  pomt 
In  miseiy,  which  makes  the  oppffujsscd  Man 
Regardlesp  of  his  own  life,  makes  him  loo 
Lord  of  the  Oppressor's — Knew  I  a  hmdred  men 
Despairing,  but  not  palsied  by  despair. 
This  arm  should  shake  the  Kingdoms  of  the  World , 
The  deep  fbundaliouB  of  iniquity 
Should  sink  away,  earth  groaning  from  beneath  them ;: 
The  strong-holds  of  the  cruel  men  should  fall. 
Their  Temples  and  their  mountainous  Towers  should. 

fall; 
Till  Desolation  seem'd  a  beautiful  thing. 
And  all  that  were,  and  had  the  Spirit  of  life. 
Sang  a  new  song  to  her  who  had  gone  fi»th. 
Conquering  and  still  to  conquer ! 

[Alhadra  hurries  of  with  the  Moore ;  the  stage  fiU 
uijth  armed  PfBOsards  and  Servants,  Zclimex 
,  and  Valdez  at  their  hfod,    Valdez  rushes  i»t» 
Alvar's  arms. 

ALVAR. 

Turn  not  thy  &ce  that  way,  my  &theri  hide. 
Oh  hide  it  f>om  his  eye!  Gh  let  thy  joy 
Fbw  in  unmingled  stream  through  thy  fint  blessing 

[Bath  hned  to  Valdez 
valdez. 
My  Son!  My  Alvar!  bless.  Oh  bless  him.  Heaven! 


Me  too^  ray  Father  T 

VALDEZ. 

Bless,  Oh  bless  my  ohildren ! 

[BoeArur. 

ALVAR. 

Delights  so  full,  it  unalloy'd  with  grieC 
Were  ominous,  l  In  these  strange  dretfd  events 
Just  Heaven  instructs  us  with  an  awfid  voice. 
That  Conscience  rules  us  e'en  against  our  choice. 
Our  inward  moniiress  to  guide  or  wurn. 
If  listened  to ;  but  if  repelled  with  scorn. 
At  length  as  dire  Remorse,  she  reappears. 
Works  in  our  guilty  hopes,  and  selfish  fears  f 
Still  bids,  Remember!  and  still  cries.  Too  late ! 
And  while  she  scares  us,  goads  us  to  our  &te. 


APPENDIX. 

Note  1,  page  81,  ooL  1    , 

Toa  srs  a  paiotar 

The  following  lines  I  have  preserved  in  this  place, 
not  so  much  as  explanatory  of  the  picture  of  the 
assassination,  as  (if  I  may  say  so  without  disrespect 
to  the  Public)  to  gratify  my  ovsrn  feelings,  the  passive 
being  no  mere  fancy  portrait ;  but  a  alight,  yet  not 
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miiaithfiil  profile  of  one,*  -who  «t31  lives,  nobilitate 
feiii,  arte  cluripr,  yJA  colendiwamia. 

zuuxxz  (i^pedkifig  o/Ahar  in  fhe  third  pericn). 
Soch  was  the  noMe  Spaniavd*a  own  relation. 
He  lold  me,  too,  bow  in  hia  early  youtli, 
And  bis  flrat  travels,  'twas  hia  choice  or  ebanco 
T^  make  long  sojourn  in  lea-wedded  Venice ; 
Tbcre  won  the  love  of  that  divine  old  man, 
Coorted  by  mightiest  kings,  the  ftmoos  Titian  1 
Wbo,  like  a  aecond  and  more  lovely  Natun, 
Bf  the  sweet  mystery  of  lines  and  colors, 
Cbuised  ths  blank  canvas  to  a  magic  mirror, 
Tbat  made  the  Absent  present ;  and  to  Bbadowv 
tiave  light,  depth,  aubatance,  Uoom,  yea,  thought  and 

motion. 
He  loved  the  old  man,  and  revered  his  art : 
And  tboogh  of  noblest  birth  and  ample  fortune, 
Tbe  jroung  enthustast  thought  it  no  scorn 
But  this  inalienable  ornament,' 
To  be  his  pupil,  arid  wHh  fllial  seal 
B7  praetioe  to  appropriate  the  aags  leasons. 
Which  Che  gay.  smiling  old  man  gladly  gave. 
The  Art,  hehonor*d  thus,  requited  him : 
Asd  hi  the  following  and  ealamltooa  yeara 
Beguiled  the  hours  of  his  captivity. 

ALHADRA. 

And  then  he  framed  this  picture?  and  maided 
Bf  arta  nnlawCal,  spsll,  or  talisman  1 

ALVAB. 

A  potent  spell,  a  mighty>Ulisman  I* 

Tbe  imperishable  nMmory  of  the  deed 

9«fltain*d  by  love,  and  grief,  aad  indignationl 

80  vivid  were  tlie  forma  within  his  brain, 

His  veiy  eyes,  when  shut,  made  pictures  of  tbsm ! 

Note  2,  page  89,  coL  1. 

The  ibtiowmg  Scene,  as  unfit  for  the  stage,  was  taken 
ftm  the  Tragedy,  in  the  year  1797,  and  published 
in  the  Lyrical  Ballads.  But  this  work  having  been 
kag  out  of  print,  I  have  been  advised  to  reprint  it, 
tt  a  Note  to  the  second  Scene  of  Act  the  Fourth,  p. 
89. 

Enter  TsuteA  €md  Svlma. 

TBRK8A. 

Til  laid,  he  spake  of  you  fomiliarly, 

Aa  mine  and  Alvar's  common  foster-mother. 

BKLMA. 

Kow  Ueasings  on  the  man,  wl|oe*er  be  be. 

That  Join'd  your  names  with  mine  I  O  my  sweet  Lady, 

Ai  often  sa  I  think  of  those  dear  limes. 

When  you  two  little  ones  would  stand,  at  eve, 

On  each  side  of  my  chair,  and  make  me  learn 

AO  you  had  learnt  in  the  day ;  and  bow  to  talk 

In  lentle  phrase ;  then  bid  me  sing  to  you— 

Til  more  like  heaven  to  come,  than  what  Ass  beeni 

TERESA. 

Bat  that  entranee,  Selma  ? 

8ELMA. 

Can  no  one  hear  Y  It  ia  a  perilens  talel 


Ko 
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8KIJIA.. 
My  husband's  (ktber  told  it  mt^ 
Poor  old  Sesina— angels  rest  his  soul  t 
He  was  a  woodman,  and  could  fell  and  saw 
With  lusty  arm.    Tou  know  that  huge  round  beam 
Which  props  the  hanging  wall  of  the  old  Chapel  f 
Beneath  that  tree,  while  yet  it  was  a  tree. 
He  found  a  baby  wrapt  in  moeses,  lined 
With  thistle-beards,  and  such  small  locks  of  wool 
As  hang  on  brambles.    Well,  he  brought  him  home. 
And  reared  him  at  the  then  Lord  Vaides*  cost. 
And  so  the  babe  grew  up  a  pretty  boy, 
A  pretty  boy,  but  most  unteadiable— 
Ha  never  learnt  a  prayer,  nor  told  a  bead, 
But  knew  the  names  of  birds,  and  mocked  their  notes. 
And  whistled,  as  he  were  a  bird  himself: 
And  all  the  autumn  *t  was  his  only  play 
To  gather  seeds  of  wild  How.ers,  and  to  plant  then 
With  earth  and  water  mi  the  stumps  of  trees. 
A  Friar,  who  gathet*d  similes  in  the  wood, 
A  gray-hair*d  man,  he  loved  this  little  boy : 
The  boy  loved  him,  and,  when  the  friar  taught  him, , 
He  soon  could  write  with  the  pisn ;  and  ttom  that  tisM 
Lived  chiefly  at  the  Convent  or  the  Castle^. 
Bo  he  became  a  rare  and  learned  youth: 
But  O I  poor  wretch !  he  read,  and  read,  and  read. 
Till  ilia  brain  turned ;  and  ere  his  twentieth  year 
He  had  unlawftil*  thoughts  of  many'thinga; 
And  though  he  pray'd,  he  never  loved  to  pray 
With  holy  men,  nor  in  a  holy  place. 
Bui  yet  hia  speech,  it  was  so  soft  and  snreSt, 
The  late  Lord  Valdea  ne'er  was  wearied  with  hiiL 
Ai)d  once,  as  by  the  north  side  of  the  chapel 
They  stood  together,  ebain'd  in  deep  discoaiw. 
The  earth  lieaved  under  them  with  such  a  groan. 
That  the  wall  totter'd,  and  had  well-nigh  foUen 
Right  on  their  heads.    My  Lord  was  sorely  frightened ». 
A  (%ver  seised  him,  and  he  made  confession 
Of  all  the  heretical  and  lawless  talk 
Which  brought  this  Judgment :  so  the  youth  was 
And  cast  into  that  hole.    My  husband's  father 
SobbM  like  a  ctaild^it  almost  broke  his  heart: 
And  once  as  he  was  working  near  this  dungeon. 
He  heard  a  voice  distinctly;  'twas  the  youth's, 
Who  sung  a  doleful  song  about  green  'fields. 
How  sweet  it  were  on  lake  or  wide  aavanna 
To  hunt  for  food,  and  be  a  naked  man. 
And  wander  up  and  down  at  liberty. 
He  always  doted  on  the  youth,  and  now 
His  love  grew  desperate ;  and  ttefying  death, 
He  made  that  cunning  entrance  I  described, 
And  the  young  man  escaped. 

*    TXREBAk 

Tts  a  sweet  tale: 
Such  as  would  lull  a  listening«hild  to  sleep, 
His  rosy  foce  besoil'd  with  unwiped  tears. 
And  what  became  of  him  1 

SKLMA. 

He  went  on  shipboard 
With  those  bold  voyagers  who  made  discovery 
Of  golden  lands.    Seaina's  younger  brother 
Went  likewise,  and  when  he  returned  to  Spain, 
He  told  Sesina,  that  the  poor  mad  youth. 
Soon  after  they  arrived  in  that  new  world. 
In  spite  of  his  dissuasion,  sehmd  a  boat^ 
And  all  alone  set  sail  by  silent  moonlight 
,  Up  a  great  river,  great  as  any  sea. 
And  ne'er  was  heard  of  more :  ^>ut  'tis  supposed, 
He  lived  and  died  among  the  savage  men. 
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Z9miv»; 


A  CHRISTMAS  TALE. 


Of  TWO  PAST& 


ADVluRTISEMENT. 

Ths  tbrm  of  the  IbUowing  dranuitie  poem  i*  in  hum- 
Me  imitaiion  of  tbe  Winter's  Tale  of  Shakipeare, 
«xcepc  ihat  I  have  called  the  fint  part  a  Ptelude  in- 
■lead  of  a  fint  Act,  at  a  aomewhat  nearer  reiem- 
blance  to  the  plan  of  the  andenta,  of  which  one 
apedmen  is  left  ut  in  the  iEschylian  Tcilogy  of  the 
AgamemnoB,  the  Qreatea,  and  the  Enmenidea.  Though 
a  matter  ef /orm  merely,  yet  two  plays,  on  difieient 
periods  of  the  oame  tak,  might  teem  leas  held,  than 
an  inlerval  of  twenty  years  between  the  first  and 
second  act  Thia  is,  however,  in  mere  obedience  to 
custom.  The  eflect  does  not,  in  reality,  at  all  de- 
pend on  the  Time  of  the  interval ;  but  on  a  very  diP 
ferent  principle^  There  are  cases  in  which  an  inter- 
▼ai  of  twen^  hours  between  the  acts  would  have  a 
Yvorseeflfoct  (i.e.  render  the  imagination  less  disposed 
te  t^  the  position  required)  than  twenty  yean  in 
other  cases.  For  the  reat,  I  shall  be  well  cootent  if 
asy  raaden  will  take  it  up^  read  and  judge  it»  as  a 
Christmas  tale. 


CftAEACTERa 


BfiEN. 
Ehkrick,  vtwpUig  KtHg  qf  IByria, 
Raab  Kiupmiu,  an  I&ynan  Cki^fimm, 
CAflmift,  iSon  of  Kh^priiL 
Chkf  Raoozzi,  a  iffifr'fgry  CkHHHundet 

WOMAN. 
Zapolta,  Qaeoi  ^ 


ZAPOLYA. 


PART  L 

THE  PRELUDE,  ENTITLED,  «  THE  USURP- 
ER'S FORTUNE.** 

SCENE  L 
F^wd  (^  the  Pdilaee  wUh  a  magn^heni  ColoimadA  On 
one  aide  a  mUiiary  Guard-Hmue,  Sentriee  pacing 
backward  and  forward  before  the  Palace.  Chxf 
RAGOtzr,  at  the  door  <f  the  Gvard-Hoaee,  <ts  looking 
/onoard§  at  eome  dbjed  in  the  dielanoe. 

OHKF  KAOOSCI 

If  T  eyes  deceive  me  not,  it  must  be  he ! 
Who  but  our  chieC  nqr  mors  than  fiuher,  who 


But  Raab  Kiuprili  movea  with  sh^  a  fsitf 
Lo !  e'en  this  eager  and  unwonted  faaate 
But  agitates,  not  qikells,  its  mijieaty. 
My  patron!  nyoomniander!  yea,'tiahef 
Call  out  die  gimrds.    TTie  Loid  Kiuprili 

Brume  beat,  dc  Iki  Qmrd  teru  oeL    Enter  UuM 

Kiumix 

EAAB  KmrEiLi  {moikmg  a  eignal  fo  step  Aedlmau.  ctc4 
Silence !  enough!  Thia  is  no  tnne,  young firiend! 
For  ceremonious  dues.    This  summomng  dram, 
Th'  airehattering  trumpet,  and  the  honeman*s  clatter, 
Are  insults  to  a  dying  sovereign's  ear. 
Soldiers,  'tis  well !  Retire !  your  general  greets  you, 
His  loyal  feUow<^Pvanion.  [Charde  nfvt. 

OHKP  EAGOSSl. 

PtedoQ  my  surprise. 
Thus  sudden  from  die  carap^  and  unattended ! 
What  may  theae  wonden  prophesy? 

RAAB  EIUPEILL 

Ten  me  first, 
How  fioes  die  king?  Ifis  msjestyiMiU  Uves? 

CBKF  RAAOXa. 

We  know  no  odierwise ;  but  Emerick's  friends 
(And  none  but  diey  approach  him)  aooff  at  hope. 

RAAB  RIUTRIU. 

RagoBi!  I  h«ve  rear'd  thee  from  a  <^d. 
And  as  a  child  I  have  rtar*d  dtee.    Whence  diis  sir 
Of  mystery  ?  Hiat  face  was  wont  lo  open 
Clear  as  the  morning  to  me,  diowix^  all  ikdnff. 
Hide  nothing  from  me^ 

CRlPRAOOStL 

0  most  loved,  most  hooor'd. 

The  myeleiy  dial  straggles  in  my  looha, 
Betimy'd  my  whole  tale  to  diee,  if  it  i(4d  thee 
That  I  am  ignorant;  but  fear  the  worst 
And  mystery  is  contagious.    All  things  here 
Are  fuU  of  motion :  and  yet  all  is  silent  : 
And  bad  men's  hopes  infect  the  good  with  feaia. 
RAAB  KiuPRiu  (Au  hand  fo  Hb  AeorO- 

1  have  trembling  proof  within,  how  true  thou  speakttt 

CHIP  RAGOZZL 

That  the  prince  Emerick  ftaats  the  soldieiy, 
Gives  splendid  arma,  pays  the  commanders'  debts, 
And  (it  is  whisper'd)  by  swuni  promises 
Makes  hinvelf  debtor-hearing  diia,  dion  hast  heard 

All {ITkn  in  a  eubdued  and  eaddemd  voiced 

But  what  my-Loid  will  leam  loo  soon  himseiC 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Ha  .^— Well  then,  let  it  come  !   Worts  acarco  ess 

come.        ^ 
This  letter,  written  by  the  trembling  hand 
Of  woyil  Andrea^  caUs  me  from  the  camp 

10« 


ZAPOLYA. 


«t 


Td  his  iminediate  presence.    It  appointi  me. 
The  Queen,  end  fimerick,  guai^fiane  of  the  realm, 
And  of  the  royal  inftn^    Dayby  day, 
Bofab'd  of  Zapo1ya*8  aoothing  oarea,  the  king 
YeaixM  only  to  behold  one  preckme  boon, 
And  with  hii  life  breathe  forth  a  iather\i  Weminf 

CHKF  RAOOZCL 

Remember  you,  my  Lord,  that  Hebrew  leech, 
WhoM  Ace  so  much  dioteinper^d  you  t 

iUab  ucteill 

Banomi! 
I  held  him  6r  4  apy:  bat  die  praof  lailing 
(More  oomteiNiBly,  I  own,  than  pleaaed  mj^aalOi 
1  ieot  han  fiom  the  camp. 

OHIF  KAOOZai. 

To  him  in  chief 
Fkinee  Emaridt  imaii  hia  royal  bppthar'i  heahk 

luutB  Kiuruu. 
Hide  DodHOfr  I  coi\iiu«  yon !  What  of  himf 

CBKT  RAGOZZI. 

With  pamp  of  words  bej^ond  a  aoTdier^a  cannmg, 
And  ihrugi  and  wiidkled  brow,  he  imileB  and  wfaie- 

pen! 
Ttlhi  in  dark  words  of  women's  fimdea ;  hmii 
That  'twere  a  useless  and  cruel  leal 
Tb  rob  a  dying  nuHtk  of  any  hope. 
However  vain,  that  soothes  him :  and,  in  fine, 
Denies  all  chance  of  ofllpring  from  the  Queen. 

SAAB  KIUPUU. 

The  venomoos  snake !  My  heel  was  on  ili  head* 
And  (fool !)  I  did  not  crush  it ! 

OHXr  RAGOZZt 

Nay,  he  foars 
Zapolya  will  not  long  survive  her  husband. 

BAAB  KlUPlULl.  ^ 

Manifest  treason !  Even  this  brief  delay 

Half  makea  me  an  accomplice— (If  he  live), 

[It  moving  toward  ihepalaee. 
If  he  but  live  and  know  me;  all  may 

CUSr  KAOOEZL 

Halt!  [SkipMim, 
On  pain  of  death,  my  Lord !  am  I  commended 
TV)  stop  all  ingress  to  the  palace. 

KAABKIUnUU. 

Tbaal 

CBV  BAGOZZI. 

No  place,  no  lume,  no  rank  excepted—  ^ 

BAiAB  KJRIPBUJ. 

Thmai  . 

CHSM  RAiOOlZl. 

This  file  0^  mine,  O  take  it.  Lord  JCinprili ! 

I  give  it  aa  a  weapon  to  My^iamls, 

Mioe  own  no  longer.    Guardian  of  lUyiia, 

Uielem  to  thee,  'tis  worthless  to  mysel£ 

Tboo  art  the  fiamer  of  my  noUer  being : 

Nor  doea  tfaeio  live  one  virtue  in  aogr  soul. 

One  honorabLe  hope,  but  calls  thee  fiithoR 

Tet  ere  thou  dost  resolve,  know  that  yoa  palaoe 

Is  guarded  fonn  vnihin,  that  each  acceas 

Is  throng'd  by  ann'd  conspiraton,  watch'd  by  rafltan 

Pismper'd  with  giAs,  and  hot  upon  the  i|mil 

Which  that  false  promiser  still  trails  befosa  dien. 

I  ask  but  thia  one  booo— reserve  my  liie 

Till  I  caa  lose  it  for  the  realm  and  thee! 

BAAB  Kturaiu. 
Vf  heait  is  rent  asunder.    O  my  comay, 
0  ftDen  niyxia!  atond  I  here  apelUMrndd  f 

8  K9 


Did  my  King  love  me?  Did  I  earn  his  lovef 

Have  we  embmeed  as  brotbem  would  emfaraoef 

Was  I  hii  arm,  his  thunder-bolt?  And  now 

Must  I,  hag-ridden,  pant  as  in  a  dream  ? 

Or,  like  an  eagle,  whose  sinmg  viings  presi  up 

Against  a  coiling  serpent* i  folds,  can  I 

Strike  but  for  mocfceiy,  and  vrith  restless  beak 

Gore  Bfiy  owmfareast  f-^Ragoazi,  thou  art  foithful  f 

CHtF  BAOOZZI. 

Here  before  Heaven  I  dedicate  my  foith 
To  the  nyd  line  of  Andraes. 

BAArsioniu. 

Hark,  Ragoczi! 
GuHt  is  a  thnopona  thiQg.ere  perpetralioo : 
Despair  alone  makes  wicked  men  be  bold. 
Come  thou  with  me!  They  have  heard  ray 

flight, 
Have  foced  round,  tenror^truok,  and  fear'd  no 
The  whistling  javelinrof  their  foil  pursooBa 
Ha!  what  is  this? 

[Black  Flag  displayed  fnm  the  Tower  <f  ObPO- 
ac^ :  a  death-bdl  toBe,  etc 

Vengeance  of  Heaven!  He  is  dead. 

CHEF  BAOOBZI. 

At  length. then  'tis  announced.    Alas!  I  fear. 
That  these  black  death-flags  are  but  traason*^  signab. 

BAAB  KiDPBii,!  {looking  forwardt  aamtmAyy. 
A  prophecy  too  soon  Ailfill'd!  See  yonder! 

0  rank  and  ravenous  wolves !  the  death-bell  echoef 
Still  ia  the  doleful  air— and  see !  they  come. 

CHSF  RAOOZBI. 

Preciae  and  foithful  in  their  villany. 

Even  to  Am  ntoment,  that  the  master  tniior  - 

Had  preordain'd  them. 

BAAB  KTITfRlLI. 

Was  it  over-hatte, 
X>r  is  it  scom,  that  in  fliis  race  of  treason 
Uleir  gmlt  thns  di^  its  mipsk,  and  blaions  foith 
Their  inforaous  plot  even  to  an  idiot* s  sense. 

CHXF  BAOOZZL 

Doubfless  they  deem  Heaven  too  usurp'd !  HeavflB'a 

juatice 
Bought  like  themselves ! 

[During  tki$  coimermUian  mumc  is  kaari,  ml  JkM 
ademn  and  funeretd,  wad  tJkea  chnigimg  U 
tpuited  xtM  trtumphoL 

Being  equal  all  in*crima, 
Do  yoa  press  on,  ye  spotted  parricides ! 
For  the  one  sole  pra^eminence  yet  doubcfiil. 
Hie  prise  of  foremost  impudence  in  guilt  f 

&AAB  KUTPBILL 

The  bad  man's  cunning  still  prepares  the  way 
For  its  ovim  outwittiog.    I  applaud,  Ragoaxi ' 

[iMiMuy  to' 
Baguoi!  I  applaud. 
In  thee,  dm  virtuous  hope  that  dares  look  onwaid  . 
And  keeps  the  UfMpark  warm  of  future  aotioii 
Beneath  the  cloak  of  patient  suflbrance. 
Act  and  appear  aa  time  and  prudence  prompt  thee ; 

1  shall  nM  misconoeive  the  part  thou  {Gayest 
Mine  is  an  easier  part— to  brave  die  Usurper. 

[filler  a  proeestuM  of  Emerick'b  AdkerenU, 
NoUes,  Chte/bmu,  and  Sddiera,  with  Mutie, 
They  adfoance  toward  the  Jront  qf  the  Stag4, 

KmniumakmlkeeignalfirUiemtotttf^^ 
T%e  Mhuic  ceaees. 
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LKADEK^F  THX  FftOCESSlON. 

The  Loid  Kiuprili ! — Weloame  fzoi^  the  camp. , 

■    BMKB  KlUmU. 

Grave jnagiitratef  «nd  chieflaio*  of  'Illyria !      i 

In  good  time  come  ye'  hither,  if  ye  godm 

As  loyal  men  with  hoDurahle  purpoee. 

To  mouni  what  can  alone  be  moarn'd  f  hut  chiefff 

To  enfi>rce  the  last  oonmi^dB  of  royal  Andreas, 

And  shield  thd  queen,  Zapolya  :  hapl^  making 

The  mother's  joy  light  up  the  widow's  te^n. 

LEAOKR. 

Our  purpoee  demands  speed.    Grace  our  procenan ; 
A  warrior  best  will  greet  a  ivarlike  king. 

XAAB  KH7PRILI. 

Vbi»  patent,  written  by  your  laiefid  king 
(Lo .'  his  own  seal  and  signature  attesting) 
Appoints  9k  guardians  of  hn  realm  and  offipring. 
The  Queen,  and  the  Frince  Emerick,  and  myself. 

[  Vwxt  of  JUve  King  Emerick  !  an  Emerick  !  an 
Emeridc! 

What  means  this  clamor  ?  Are  these  madmen's  voices  ? 
Or  is  some  knot  of  riotouv  slanderen  leagued 
To  infamise  the  name  of  the  king's  brother 
With  a  lie  black  as  Hell  ?  unmanly  cruelty, 
Ingratitude,  and  most  unnatural  treason !   [Munmtrt. 
What  mean  these  munnurs  I  Dare  then  any  hero; 
PK)claim  Prince  Emerick  a  spotted  traitor  ? 
One  that  has  taken  from  you  your  sworn  fiuth. 
And  given  you  in  return  a  Judas'  bribe. 
Infamy  now,  cppression  in  reversion. 
And  Heaven's  inevitable  curro  hereafter  f 

[Loud  murmurtt  followed  by  cries — Emerick  !  No 
Baby  Prince  !  No  Ckangdingjt  I 

Yet  bear  with  me  awhile !  Have  I  for  this 

Bled  fbr  your  safety,  conguer'd  for  your  honor! 

Was  it  for  ^s,  Illyrians !  that  I  ibided 

Your  thaw-swoln  torrents,  when  the  shouldering  ioe 

Fought  with  the  fiie,  and  stain'd  its  jagged  points 

yfiih  gore  from  wounds,  I  f^lt  not  7  Did  the  blast 

Beat  on  this  body,  frost-and-famine-numb'd, 

Till  my  hard  flesh  distinguish'd  not  itself 

From  the  insensate  mail,  its  fellow-warrior  7 

And  lutve  I  broi^ght  home  with  me  Victory, 

And  with  her,  hand  in  hand,  firm-£>oted  Peace, 

Her  countenance  twice  lighted  up  with  glory. 

As  if  I  had  chamr'd  a  goddess  down  from  Heaven  T 

But  these  will  flee  abhorrent  from  the  throne 

Of  usurpation! 

[Murmure  increase— ~and  cries  bf  Onicard  !  onward  ! 

Have  you  then  throwA  off  shame, 
And  shall  not  a  dear  friend,  a  loyal  subject. 
Throw  off*  all  fear?   I  tell  ye.  the  fkir  trophies 
Valiantly  wrested  fiom  a  valiant  foe, 
Love's  natural  oflerings  to  a  rightful  king, 
Will  hang  as  iH  on  this  usurping  traitor. 
This  brother-blight,  this  Emerick,  as  robes 
Of  gold  pluck'd  from  the  images  of  gods 
Upon  a  sacrilegious  robber's  back. 

[Durtn^  ike  last  four  lines,  enter  Lord  CAgmm, 
vfith  expressions  of  anger  and  akuifk 

CABIMIR. 

Who  is  thu  factious  insolent,  that  dares  brand 
The  elected  King,  our  chosen  Emerick  7 

[Starts — then  approaching  vfiih  timid  respecL 
My  father! 


KAAB  KJUPRILI  ituming  away)» 

Casimir !  He,  he  ^  traitor ! 

Too  ioon  indeed,  Ragozzi !  have  I  leant  it.    'AsOs^ 

CAamn  (wiA  reimtmoe).    * 
My  &ther  and  my  Lord ! 

RAAB  KltrPRlU. 

I  knaw  diee  not! 

UBADBR. 

Yet  the  reniembraaaing  didf  a6uBd  right  filiaL 

KAAB  KIUPRIU. 

A  holy  name  and  words  of  natund  duty 
Are  faiasted  by  a  thankless  traitoi'B  utterance. 

CABlMtR. 

O  hear  me.  Sire !  not  lightly  have  I  Bwom 

Homage  to  Emerick.   Illyria's  sceptte 

DemandB  a  manly  hand,  a  warrioKs  gratfpi 

The  queen  Zapolya's  aell^xpected  oApring 

At  least  i»  doubtfid :  and  of  aII  our  noUes^ 

The  king  inheriting  hia  brother's  heart. 

Hath  honor'd  us  the  inosL     Voiir  rank,  o^  Lud! 

Already  eminent,  is— all  it  can  be —    . 

Confirmed  :  and  me  the  king's  grace  h^ih  appointed 

Chief  of  his  council  and  the  lord  higb^ward. 

RAAB  KIVPRILf. 

(Bought  by  a  bribe!)  I  know  thee  now  still  less. 

0A81MIR  {struggling  with  his  passion). 
So  much  of  Raab  Kiuprili's  blood  flows  here. 
That  no  power,  save  that  holy  name  of  £ither. 
Could  shield  the  man  who  so  dishonored  me. 

KAAB  KIUPRILI. 

The  son  of  Raab  Kiuprili !  a  bought  bood-alave. 
Guilt's  pander,  treason's  mouth-piece,  a  gay  panot, 
School'd  to  shrill  forth  his  feeder's  usurp'd  titles. 
And  scream,  Long  Kve  king  Emerick ! 

LEAOKR. 

Ay,  King  Emerick ! 
Stand  back,  my  Lord !  Lead  us,  or  let  us 


SOLDIER. 

Nay,  let  the  general  speak ! 

BOLDIKRB. 

Hear  him !  Hear  him ' 

EAAB  KlUPRIlJl. 

Hear  me, 
Assembled  lords  and  warriors  of  Illyria,  .- 
Hear,  and  avenge  me !  Twice  ten  years  have  I 
Stood  in  ypur  presence^  honor'd  by  the  king. 
Beloved  and  trusted.    Is  there  one  among  you, 
Accuses  Raab  Kiuprili  of  a  bribe  7 
Or  one  false  whisper  In  his  sovereign's  ear  7 
Who  here  dare  chaige  me  with  an  ori^um's  rights 
Outfiiced,  or  widow's  plea  lefl  undefended  7 
And  shall  I  now  be  branded  by  a  traitor, 
A  bought  bribed  wretch,  who,  being  called  my  son 
Doth  libel  a  chaste  matron's  name,  and  plant 
Hensbane  and  aconite  on  a  mother's  grave  7 
The  underlmg  accomplice  of  a  robber, 
That  from  a  widow  and  a  widow's  offipring 
Would  steal  their  heritage  7  To  God  a  rebel. 
And  to  the  common  fiither  of  his  country 
A  recreant  ingrate ! 

CASIMIR. 

Sire !  your  words  grow  dangerook 
High-flown  romantic  fancies  ill-beseem 
Your  age  and  wisdom.    *Tui  a  statesman's  virtae, 
To  gusLrd  his  Country's  safety  by  what  means 
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It  b«t  may  be  protected— come  what  will 
Of  theie  moDlu'  morals! 

KAAB  nuraiu  (fldde). 

Ha!  the  elder  Brutu 
Made  hit  aoul  imn«  though  kU  ioqs  repented. 
Tkey  boaeted  xxX  ikar  baaenev. 

[Start*,  and  draw$  his  mpord, 
Infiunous  changeliog ! 
Recant  Ihk  iiHtant,  and  ewear  loyalty. 
And  Btrici  obedience  to  thy  sovereign'!  will ; 
Or.  by  the  apirit  of  departed  Andreas, 

ThoudieaC 

[Ckkftf  etc  ruA  to  tnierpom ;  during  'Ae  Umudt 
enter  Emkuok,  alsrnied. 

XMKRICK. 

Cdl  oat  the  guard !  Ragozzi !  seise  the  tsnsan. 

Khiprifi?  Ha! [With  Uwertd  wee,  (A  ihB  nme 

time  vM'OM  hand  making  eigne  to  the  gruard 

to  retire. 

Ftas  on,  friends !  to  the  palace. 
[Mtmc  retommencee. — The  Proceetion  paeeet  into 
the  Palace, — During  which  time  Emvrick  and 
KiUFRUi  regard  each  other  ttodfasdy. 

EunucK. 
What!  Raab  Kinprili?  What!  a  iaOier's  sword 
Against  his  own  son's  breast? 

KAAB  KlUPmU. 

T  would  be  best  excuse  him. 
Were  he  thy  son.  Prince  Emerick.    I  abjure  him. 

EMSRICK. 

This  is  my  thanks,  then,  that  I  have  ijommenced 
A  reign  la  which  the  free  voice  of  the  nobles 
Bath  call'd  me,  and  the  people,  by  regards 
Of  love  and  grace  to  Raab  Kiuprili's  house  7 

RAAB  xnipaiLi. 
HTiat  right  hadst  thou.  Prince  Emerick,  to  bestow 
tfiemf 

EMKRICK. 

By  what  right  dares  Kiuprili  question  me  f 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

By  a  right  common  to  all  loyal  subjects — 

IV)  me  a  duty  !  As  the  realm  h  co-regent. 

Appointed  by  our  sovereign's  last  free  act. 

Writ  by  himael£ —  [Grasping  the  Patera. 

WKRICK  (toith  a  contemptuotie  nteer). 
Ay  ir-^Wrii  in  a  delirium ! 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

I  likewise  ask,  by  whose  authority 

The  access  to  the  sovereign  was  refused  me  f 

EMKRICK. 

By  whose  authority  dared  the  general  leave 
Hit  camp  apd  army,  like  a  fugitive  7 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

A  fugitiTe,  who,  with  victory  for  his  comrade, 
Ran,  open-eyed,  upon  the  face  of  death ! 
A  fugitive,  with  no  other  fear,  than  bodements 
To  be  belated  in  a  loyal  purpose— 
At  the  command,  Prince !  of  my  king  and  thine, 
Hither  I  came ;  and  now  again  require 
Audience  of  Queen  Zapolya ;  and  (the  Stales 
Forthwith  convened)  that  thou  (fest  show  at  large. 
On  what  gitmnd  of  defect  thou'st  dared  annul 
This  thy  King's  hist  and  solemn  act — hast  dared 
Ascend  the  dirone,  of  which  the  law  had  named, 
And  consdence  should  have  made  thee,  a  protector. 


KHKRICK. 

A  sovereign's  ear  ill  bitwks  a  subject's  questioning! 
Yet  for  thy  past  well-doing— and  because 
Tk  hard  to  erase  at  once  the  fond  belief 
Long  cherisb'd,  that  Illyria  had  in  thee 
No  dreaming  priest's  slave,  but  a  Roman  lover 
Of  her  true  weal  and  freedom — and  for  this,  too. 
That,  hoping  to  call  forth  to  the  brood  day-light 
And  fostering  breeze  of  glory,  all  deserviogs, 
I  still  had  placed  thee  ibremosu 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Prnice !  I  listen. 

EHKRICK. 

Unwillingly  I  tell  thee,  that  Zapolya, 

Madden'd  with  grief;  her  erring  hopes  proved  idle— 

CASIMIR. 

Sra!  speak  the  whole  truth!  SQy,her/rati^«  detected! 

EMKRICK. 

According  to  the  sworn  attests  in  council 

Of  her  physician 

RAAB  KIUPRILI  (aside). 

Yes !  the  Jew,  Bnrzoni 

EMKRICK. 

Under  the  imminent  risk  of  death  she  lies. 

Or  irrecoverable  loss  of  reason, 

If  known  friend's  face  or  voice  renew  the  irensy. 

CASIMIR  {to  KllTPRlLl/. 

Trust  me,  ray  Lord !  a  woman's  trick  has  duped  you — 
Us  too-— but  most  of  all,  the  sainted  Andreas. 
Even  for  his  own  fair  fame,  Jiis  grace  prays  hourly 
For  her  recovery  that  (llie  States  convened) 
She  may  take  comisel  of  her  inends. 

EMERICK. 

Right,  Casimir ! 
Receive  my  pledge.  Lord  General.    It  shall  stand 
In  her  own  will  lo  appear  and  voice  her  claims ; 
Or  (which  in  truth  I  hold  the  wi-ser  course) 
With  all  the  past  pass'd  by,  as  family  quarrels, 
Let  the  Queen-Dowager,  with  unblench'd  honori. 
Resume  her  stale,  our  first  Illyrian  matron. 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Prince  Emerick!  you  Kpcak  fairly,  and  your  pledge  too 
Is  such,  as  well  would  suit  an  honest  meaning. 

CASIMIR. 

My  Lord  I  you  scarce  know  half  his  grace's  goodne^- 

The  wealthy  heiress,  high-bom  fair  Saroita, 

Bred  in  the  convent  of  our  noble  ladies. 

Her  relative,  the  vcnereUe  abbess, 

Hath,  at  his  grace's  urgence,  woo'd  and  won  for  me. 

EMERICK. 

Long  may  the  race,  and  long  may  that  name  flourish, 
Wliich  your  heroic  deeds,  brave  chief,  have  render'd 
Dear  and  illustrious  tu  all  true  lUyrixuiS ! 

RAAB  KIUPRILI  (etemly). 
The  longest  Une.  that  ever  tracing  herald 
Or  found  or  feign'd,  placed  by  a  beggars  soul. 
Hath  but  a  mushroom's  date  in  the  corapari<ion : 
And  with  the  soul,  the  conscience  is  coeval. 
Yea,  the  soul's  essence. 

EMERICK. 

Conscience,  good  my  Lord, 
Is  but  the  pulse  of  reason.     Is  it  conscience. 
That  a  free  nation  should  be  handed  dovm. 
Like  the  dull  clods  beneath  our  feet,  by  chance 
And  the  blind  law  of  lineage  ?  That  whether  infim^ 
Or  man  matured,  a  wise  man  or  an  idiot, 
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Hero  or  natural  coward,  shall  -have  guidance 

Of  a  free  peopIe*8  destiny ;  should  fiiU  out 

In  the  mere  lottery  of  a  reckless  nature, 

Where  few  the  prizes  and  the  blanks  are  oountleasf 

Or  haply  that  a  nation's  fate  should  hang 

On  the  bald  accident  of  a  midwife's  handling 

The  unclosed  sutures  of  an  infiuit's  skull  t 

CASIMIR. 

What  better  claim  con  sovereign  wish  or  need. 
Than  the  free  voice  of  men  who  liV^  their  country  ? 
Those  chiefly  who  have  fought  ibr't  ?  Who,  by  right. 
Claim  fi>r  their  monarch  one|  who  having  obey'd. 
So  hath  best  learnt  to  govern ;  who,  iiaviog  suflbr'd, 
Can  feel  (or  each  brave  sufferer  and  retvadi  him  f 
Whence  sprang  the  name  of  £mperor  ?  Was  it  not 
By  Nature's 'fiat  7  In  the  storm  of  triumph, 
'Mid  warrion*  shouts,  did  her  oracular  voice 
Make  itself  heard :  Let  the  commanding  spirit 
PosMfls  the  itation  of  comnmnd !  . 


KAAB  UOPRILI. 

Prince  Elmerick, 
Your  cause  will  prosper  best  in  your  own  pleading. 

/  EMERiCK  (adde  to  Casihir). 

Ragozad  was  thy  school-mate — a  bold  spirit! 
Bind  him  to  us ! — ^Thy  father  thaws  apace ! 

[Tkeii  aloud. 
Leave  us  awhile,  my  Lord ! — ^Your  friend,  Rag02zi, 
Whom  you  havB  not  yet  seen  since  his  return. 
Commands  the  guard  to-day. 

[Cabiwr  retires  to  the  Ouard'Houte ;  and  after  a 
time  appears  before  it  ujith  Chef  Ragozzl 

We  are  alone. 
What  further  pledge  or  proof  desires  Kiuprili  t 
Then,  with  your  assent 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Mistake  not  for  assent 
The  unquiet  silence  of  a  stem  Resolve, 
Throttling  the  impatient  voice.    1  have  hoard  thee, 

Prince ! 
And  I  have  watch'd  thee,  too ;  but  have  small  faith  in 
A  plausible  tale  told  with  a  flitting  eye. 

[Emerick  tunii  as  about  to  caUfar  the  Ouard. 
In  the  next  moment  I  am  in  thy  power. 
In  this  thou  art  in  mine.     Stir  but  a  step, 
Or  make  one  sign— I  swear  by  this  good  swoid, 
Thou  diest  that  instant. 

EMERICK. 

Ha,  ha! — ^Well,  Sir! — Conclude  your  homil]^ 
RAAB  KI17PRILI  {in  a  somewhot  suppressed  voice,) 

A  tale  which,  whether  true  or  false,  comes  guarded 
Against  all  means  of  proof,  detects  itself 
The  Queen  mew'd  up— this  too  from  anxious  care 
And  love  brought  forth  of  a  sudden,  a  twin  birth 
With  the  discovery  of  her  plot  to  rob  thee 
Of  a  rightful  throne ! — Mark  how  the  scorpion.  False- 
hood,' 
Coils  round  in  its  own  perplexity,  and  fixea 
Its  sting  in  in  own  head ! 

EKERICK. 

Ay !  to  the  mark ! 

Raab  Kiuprili  {ahud):  [he  and  Everick  stamA- 
ing  at  eqtti-distanoe  from  the  Palace  and 
the  Guard-House, 

Hadstthou  believed  tliine  own  tale,  hadst  thou/moed 
Thyself  the  rightful  successor  of  Andreas 


Wouldst  thou  have  piUer'd  fiom  our  adxnUnys 

themes 
These  shallow  sophisms  of  a  popular  choice  t 
What  people  f  How  convened  f  or,  if  convened. 
Must  not  the  magic  power  that  charms  together 
Millions  of  men  in  counpil,  needs  have  power 
To  win  or  wield  them  f  Better,  O  &i  beHer 
Shout  forth  thy  titles  to  yon  circling  mountaiiis» 
And  ^th  a  thousand-fbld  reverberation 
Make  the  rocks  flatter  ibee,  and  the  volleying  air, 
Unbribed,  shout  back  to  thee.  King  Emerick ! 
By  wholesome  laws  to  embank  the  sovereign  powor 
To  deepen  by  restmint,  and  by  prevention 
Of  lawless  will  to  amass  and  guide  the  flood 
In  its  migesiic  channel,  is  man's  task 
And  the  true  patriot's  glory !  In  all  else 
Men  safelier  trust  to  Heaven^  than  to  themselves 
When  least  themselves  in  the  mad  whirl  of  crowds 
Where  folly  is  contagious,  and  too  /oA 
Even  wise  men  leave  their  better  sense  at  home. 
To  chide  and  wonder  ai  them  when  retum'd. 

EMERICK  (aloud). 

Is*t  thus,  thou  scofTst  the  people !  most  of  all. 
The  soldiers,  the  defenders  of  the  people  f 

RAAB  KiUPBILI  (flloud), 

0  most  of  all,  most  miserable  nation. 

For  whom  th'  Imperial  power,  enormous  bubble ! 
Is  blown  and  kept  aloft,  or  hunt  and  shatter'd 
By  the  bribed  breath  of  a  lewd  soldiery ! 
Chiefly  of  such,  as  from  the  fronders  fiu: 
(Which  is  the  noblest  station  of  true  warrion(^ 
In  rank  lioentmus  idleness  beleaguer 
City  and  court,  a  venom'd  tKom  i*  the  side 
Of  virtuous  kings,  the  tyrant's  slfive  and  tyrant. 
Still  ravening  for  fresh  largess !  but  with  such 
What  title  claim'st  thou,  save  thy  birth  ?  What  merits 
Which  many  a  liegeman  may  not  plead  as  well. 
Brave  though  I  grant  thee  7  If  a  life  outlabor'd 
Head,  heart,  and  fortunate  arm,  in  watch  and  war, 
For  the  land's  fiune  and  wealj  if  large  aoquesls. 
Made  hcmest  by  th'  aggression  of  the  foe 
And  whose  best  praise  is,  that  they  bring  us  safety ; 
If  victory,  doubly-wreathed,  whose  under-gariand 
Of  laurel-leaves  looks  greener  and  more  sparkling 
Through  the  gray  olive-branch ;  if  these.  Prince  Eme- 
rick! 
Give  the  true  title  to  the  throne,  not  Aosh^ 
No !  (let  lUyria,  let  the  infkiel  enemy 
Be  judge  and  arbiter  betweeji  us  0  I, 

1  were  the  rightful  sovereign  [ 

EMERICK.  '' 

I  have  fiuth 
That  thou  both  think'st  and  hopest  it   Fair  Zapolya 
A  provident  lady->- 

RAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Wretch,  beneath  all  answer' 

EMERICK. 

Oflfen  at  once  die  royal  bed  anu  thrcMie ! 

RAAB  KIUPRILL 

To  be  a  kingdom's  bulwark,  a  king's  gloij, 
Yet  loved  by  both,  and  trusted,  and  trusUworlhy» 
Is  more  than  to  be  king ;  but  see !  thy  rsge 
Fights  with  thy  fear.    I  will  relieve  thee !  Ho ! 

[TftheOuvd 

EMERICK. 

Not  Ibr  thy  swoid,  but  to  entrap  thee,  nSBan  i 
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Him  kog  I  ha>ye  liitcn'd— Giiaid— bo!  fram  the 

Pdaee. 

T%e  Onard  pott  fro^  the  Quard-HouM  with 

Chxf  Raoozu  iA  Aeir  hmd,  and  Iktn  a 

mtmber  from  the  Palace— CitEW  Raoozzi  de- 

mandM  Kiufrxu's  tword,  ami  appttkettdt  ton. 

CAimiK. 
0  agoojr !  (7b  Emsuck).  Sire,  haar  me ! 

[7b  Kivninj,  «*o  iurmfiam  km. 
Hear  me,  Father! 


Tike  in  ^rreet  that  traitor  and 

Who  pleade  ibr  Au  life,  itrikes  at  mine,  hii  aoyeraign'a 

/ 

KAAB  KIUnilLI. 

Ai  the  co-regent  of  the  realm,  1  stand 

Amenable  lo  none  save  to  the  StateB, 

Met  in  due  coune  of  la^w.    Bat  ye  are  bond'davei, 

Yetwitnem  ye  that  before  God  and  man 

I  here  impeaieh  Lord  Emerick  of  foul  traaton. 

And  on  Strang  grounds  attaint  him  with  sospidon 

Of  muidei^^ 

■MBRICK. 

Hence  with  the  madman! 

KAABKIirP&ILI. 

Tour  Queen's  murder, 
TIm  royal  orphan's  murder:  and  to  the  death 
Defy  him,  as  a  tyrant  and  usurper. 

[Htaried  cf  6y  Raoozzi  amd  As  Gvard. 

MMKRICK. 

Ere  twice  the  sun  hath  risen,  by  my  sceptre 
This  insolence  shall  be  avenged. 

OASIMIIU 

O  banish  him! 
ITuB  hifamy  will  crush  me.    O  for  my  sake, 
fimish  him,  my  liege  lord ! 

■MKUCK  (storn/iiBy). 

Whati  to  the  army? 
Be  calm,  young  friend !  Nought  shall  be  done  in  anger. 
The  chUd  o'erpowen  the  man.    In  this  emergence 
I  must  lake  counsel  for  us  both*    Retire. 

[Exit  Casimie  in  agitation. 

nmucK  (aZone,  2oofo  at  a  Calendar). 
Hie  chai^eful  planet,  now  in  her  decay. 
Dips*  down  at  midnight,  to  be  seen  no  more. 
With  her  shall  sink  the  enemies  of  Emerick, 
Coised  by  the  hist  look  of  the  waning  moon ; 
And  my  bright  desiii^,  with  diarpen*d  horns. 
Shell  greet  me  fearless  in  the  new-bom  crescent 

[Exit 
Seme  ekangee  to  another  view,  namely^  the  back  of  the 
Wooded  Park,  and  MounUdnM. 


Enter  Zafolta,  toiCA  on  Infant  in  her  amu. 

ZAPOLYA. 

Hash,  dear  ono !  hush !  My  trembling  aim  disturbs 

thee! 
IVki,  the  Protector  of  the  helplese!  thou. 
Hie  widow's  Husband  and  the  orphan's  Father, 
Direct  my  steps!  Ah  whither?  O  send  down 
Thy  angel  to  a  bouseleas  babe  and  mother, 
Driven  forth  into  the  cruel  widemess ! 
Hush,  twfet  one!  Thou  art  no  Hagar's  ofiquhig: 

thouart 
*ThB  rightful  heir  of  an  anointed  king ! 
What  squads  are  those  ?  It  is  the  vesper  chant 
Of  laboring  men  retaining  to  iheir  home ! 
Hieir  queen  has  no  home!  Hear  me,  heavenly  Father! 


And  let  this 

Be  as  the  shadow  of  thy  outspread  wings 

To  hide  and  shield  us.'  Stort'st  thou  in  thy  slumberaf 

7'Ao«  canst  not  dream  of  savage  Emerick.    Hush ! 

Betray  not  thy  poor  mother !  For  if  they  seize  thee, 

I  s|iall  grow  mad  indeed,  and  they'll  believe 

Thy  wicked  uncle's  lie.    Ha !  what?  A  soldier? 

[She  ttarte  back — and  enter  Chef  Raoozzi. 
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<;hbp  raoozzi. 
Sure  Heaven  befriends  us.   Well !  he  hath 

0  rare  tune  of  a  tyrant's  promises 
That  can  enchant  the  serpent  treacheiy 

From  forth  its  lurking-hole  in  the  heart     "  Ragoexi  f 

*'  O  braoe  Ragozti!  Count!  Commander f  What  nUf 

And  all  this  too  for  nothing !  a  poor  nothing ! 

Merely  to  play  the  underling  in  the  murder 

Of  my  best  friend  Kiuprili !  Hie  own  son— monslroui! 

lyrant !  I  owe  thee  thanks,  and  in  good  hour 

Will  I  repay  thee,  for  that  thou  thought'st  aie  too 

A  serviceable  villain.    Could  I  now 

But  gain  some  sure  intelligence  of  the  queen ; 

Heaven  bless  and  gtiard  her ! 

ZAPOLYA  iconang  fearfuUy  forward). 

Art  thou  not  Ragooif 

CHZr  RAOOZZI. 

Tlie  Queen !  Now  then  the  mira6Ie  is  full ! 

1  see  Heaven's  wisdom  in  an  over-match 

For  the  devil's  cunning.    This  way,  madam,  haala ! 

ZAPOLYA. 

Stay !  Oil,  no !  forgive  me  if  I  wrong  thee ! 

This  is  thy  sovereign's  child :  Oh,  pity  i|s^ 

And  be  not  treacherous!  [Kneding 

CHEF  RAOOZZI  (ratting  her). 
Madam !  For  mercy's  sake ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

But  tyrants  have  a  hundred  eyea^and  arms! 

CHRP  RAOOZtt 

Take  courage,  madam !  Tvrere  too  horrible, 
(I  can  not  do*t)  lo  swear  I'm  not  a  monster!— 
Scarce  had  I  barr'd  the  door  on  Raab  Kiuprili-^ 


ZAPOLTA. 


Kiuprili!  how? 


CHEF  RAOOZZt 

There  is  not  time  to  tell  it 
The  tyrant  call'd  me  to  him,  praised  my  zeal 
(And  be  assured  I  overtopt  his  canning 
And  seem'd  right  zealous).  But  time  wastes :  in  fina 
Bids  me  diqxitch  my  trustiest  friends,  as  couriers 
With  letters  to  the  army.    The  thought  at  onca 
Flash'd  on  me.    I  disguised  my  prisoner — 

ZAPOLTA. 

What!  Raab  Kiupnli? 

CBSr  RAOOZZL 

Yes!  my  noUe  general! 
I  sent  Atsi  ofi!  with  Emerick's  own  packet. 
Haste,  and  post  haste — Prepared  to  follow  him 

ZAPOLYA. 

Ah,  how?  U  it  joyor  fear?  My  Umbs  seem  sinking!— 

CHEP  RAOOZZI  {jntppOTting  htr\ 
Heaven  still  befriends  us.    I  have  left  my  chnifar» 
A  gentle  beast  and  fleet,  and  my  boy's  mule, 
One  that  can  shoot  a  precipice  Uke  a  bird. 
Just  where  the  wood  begins  to  climb  the  mountamsk 
The  coune  we'll  thread  will  mock  the  tjrrant's  guesses 
Or  scare  the  followers.    Ere  we  reach  the  main  road 
Tlie  Lord  Kiuprili  will  have  sent  a  troop 
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To  escort  me.    Oh,  thrice  happy  when  he  findi 
The  treasore  which  I  convoy ! 

ZAPOLYA. 

One  brief  moment, 
ThiU,  praying  for  strength  I  may  hoxtt  strength.  Thia 

babe, 
Heaven*B  eye  ia  on  it,  and  its  innocence 
Ji,  as  a  prophet's  prayer,  strong  and  prevailing ! 
Through   thee,   dear   babe!   the   inspiring  thought 

possess'd  me, 
When  the  loud  clamor  rose,  and  all  the  palace 
Emptied  itself^— (They  sought  my  life,  Ragozzi !) 
like  a  swifl  shadow  gliding,  I  made  way 
To  the  deserted  chamber  of  my  Lord. — 

\Then  to  ihe,infanL 
And  thou  didst  kiss  thy  father*s  lifeless  lips, 
And  in  thy  helpless  hand,  svvcei  slumberer ! 
Still  plosp'st  the  signet  of  thy  royalty. 
As  I  removed  the  seal,  the  heavy  arm 
Dropt  from  the  couch  aslant,  and  the  stiff  finger 
Seem'd  pointing  at  my  feeL     Provident  Heaven ! 
Lo,  I  was  standing  on  (he  secret  doof, 
Which,    through   a   long  descent  where  all  sound 

perishes. 

Let  out  beyond  the  palace.    Well  I  knew  it 

But  Andreas  fiamed  it  not!  He  was  no  tyrant ! 

CHZF  XAOOZZI. 

Haste,  madam !  Let  mo  take  this  precious  burden ! 

[He  kned*  <u  he  takes  the  chUd. 

ZAPOLYA. 

Take  him !  And  if  we  be  pursued,  I  chai^ge  thee. 
Flee  thou  and  leave  me  !  Flee  and  save  thy  king ! 

[Then.  a$  going  qff^  she  looks  back  on  the  palace. 
Thou  tyrant's  den,  be  call'd  no  more  a  palace ! 
The  orphan's  angel  at  the  throne  of  Heaven 
Stands  up  against  thee,  and  there  hover  o*er  thee 
A  Queen's,  a  Mother's,  and  a  Widow's  cune. 
Henceforth  a  dragon's  haunt,  fear  and  suspicion 
Stand  sentry  at  thy  portals !  Faith  and  honor. 
Driven  from  the  throne,  shall  leave  the  attainted  na- 
tion: 
And,  for  the  iniquity  that  houses  in  thee. 
False  glory,  thirst  of  blood,  and  lust  of  rapine 
(Fateful  coi\junction  of  malignant  planets), 
Shan  shoot  their  bla.stmcnts  on  the  land.  The  &thers 
Henceforth  shall  have  no  joy  in  their  young  men, 
And  when  they  cry.  Lo!  a  male  child  is  bom ! 
The  mother  shall  make  answer  with  a  groaiL 
For  bloody  usurpation,  like  a  vulture. 
Shall  clog  its  beak  within  iHyria's  heart. 
Remorseless  slaves  of  a  remorseless  tyrant! 
They  shall  be  mock'd  with  sounds  of  liberty. 
And  Uberty  shall  be  proclaimed  alone 
To  thee,  O  Fire !  O  Pestilence !  O  Sword ! 
Till  Vengeance  hath  her  fill. — And  thou,  snalch'd 

hencei. 
Again  to  the  infant.)  poor  friendless  fugitive !  with 

Mother's  wailing, 
Oflspring  of  Royal  Andreas,  shalt  return 
With  trump  and  timbrel  clang,  and  popular  shout 
In  triumph  to  the  palace  of  thy  fathers !       [Exeunt 


PART  n. 


THE  SEQUEL,  ENTITLED  "  THE  USURPER'S 

FATE." 


ADDITIONAL  GRARACTEIS.  . 

MEN. 

Old  Bathort,  a  Motmlaineer. 

Bktiiusn  Bathory,  the  Young  Prince  Ast^tas,  9Sf> 

posed  Son  of  Old  Bathory. 
Lord  Rudolph,  a  Courtier^  but  friend  to  the  Queen's 

party. 
Laska,  Steujard  to  Casimiry  befrolhed  to  Glycine, 
Pestalutz,  an  Assassin,  in  Emerick^s  en^oy. 

WOMENw 
Ladt  Sarolta,  Wife  of  Lord  Casimir, 
Glycine,  Orphan  Daughter  of  Chef  RagoezL 

Between  the  flight  of  the  Queen,  and  the  civil  vni 
which  immediately  followed,  and  in  which  Emerick 
remained  the  victor,  a  apaoe  of  twenty  years  is  sap* 
posed  to  have  elapsed. 


ACT  L 
SCENE  |. 

A  Mountainous  Country.    Batrory^s  Dwelling  st 
the  end  of  ike  Stage. 

Enter  Lady  Sarolta  and  Gltcinx. 

glycinr. 
Well,  then !  our  round  of  charity  is  fmiah'd. 
Rest,  Madam !  You  breathe  quick. 

sarolta. 

What*  tired,  Glydoar 
No  delicate  court  dame,  but- a  mountaineer 
By  choice  no  less  than  birth,  I  gladly  use 
The  good  strength  Nature  gave  me. 


GLTCXNK. 


That  last  oott^g* 


Is  built  as  if  fui  eagle  or  a  nven 
Had  chosen  it  for  her  nett 

SAROLTA. 

So  many  are 
The'suf!eringi  which  no  human  aid  can  reach. 
It  needs  must  be  a  duty  doubly  swtot 
To  heal  the  few  we  can.     Well !  let  ns 


GLYCINR. 

There  ?    [Pointing  to  Bathory's  dweOing  Sarolta 
answering,  points  to  lehere  she  then  stands 
sarolta. 
Here !  For  on  this  spot  Lord  Casimir 
Took  his  last  leave.    On  yonder  mountain  ridge 
I  lost  the  misty  image  which  so  long 
Linger'd  or  seem'd  at  least  to  linger  on  it. 

GLTCTNE. 

And  what  H*  even  now,  on  that  same  ridge, 

A  speck  should  rise,  and  still  enlarging,  longthsmng 

As  it  clomb  downwards,  shape  itself  at  last 

To  a  numerous  cavalcade,  and  spurring  foremost, 

Who  but  Sarolta's  own  dear  Loid  retnm'd 

From  his  high  embassy  f 
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8AROLTA. 

Thou  haat  hit  my  thought! 
All  die  long  day,  from  yester-mom  to  evening, 
The  restlen  hope  fluttered  about  my  heart. 
Oh,  we  are  quenilous  creatures !  Utde  leai 
Than  all  things  can  niffice  to  make  us  happy ; 
And  little  more  than  nothing- is  enough 
To  discontent  us. — Were  he  come,  then  riiould  I 
Repine  he  had  not  arrived  josTone  day  earlier 
To  keep  his  tiirth-day  here,  in  his  own  hirth-place. 

OLYCtNE. 

Bat  our  beat  sports  belike,  and  gay  processions 
Woald  to  n^  Lord  have  seem'd  bat  work-day  sights 
Compared  with  those  the  royal  court  aflbrds. 

8AR0LTA. 

I  have  small  wish  to  see  them.    A  spring  morning, 

With  its  wild  gladsome  minstrelsy  of  birds. 

And  its  bright  jeweliy  of  flowers  and  dew-drops 

(Each  orbed  drop  an  orb  of  glory  in  it), 

Woald  put  them  all  in  eclipse.  This  sweet  retirement 

Lord  Casimir's  virish  alone  would  have  made  sacred : 

But  in  good  truth,  his  loving  jealousy 

Did  but  command,  what  I  had  else  entreated. 

GLYCINE. 

And  yet  had.  I  been  bom  Lady  Sarolta, 
Been  wedded  to  the  noblest  of  the  reahut 
So  beautiful  besides,  and  yerso  stately  ■ 

SAROLTA. 

Hash!  innocent  flatterer ! 

GLYCDne. 

Nay !  to  my  poor  fancy 
The  royal  court  would  seem  an  earthly  heaven. 
Made  fer  suefa  stars  to  shine  in,  and  be  giacioos. 

SAROLTA. 

So  doth  the  ignorant  distance  still  delude  us ! 

Thy  fimded  heaven,  dear  girl,  like  that  above  thee. 

In  its  mere  self,  a  oold,  drear,  colorless  void» 

Seen  from  below  and  in  die  large,  becomes 

The  bright  blue  ether,  and  the  seat  of  gods ! 

Well !  but  this  broil  that  scared  you  finrni  the  dance  ? 

And  was  not  Laska  there :  he,  your  betrothed  ? 

OLYcnnE. 
Tes,  madam !  he  was  there.    So  was  the  maypole, 
i^or  we  danced  round  it 

SAROLTA. 

Ah,  Glycine !  why, 
Why  did  you  then  betroth  yourtolf  7 

GLYCINE. 

Because 
My  own  deair  kdy  wish*d  it !  'twas  you  a|k'd  me ! 

SAROLTA. 

Tea,  at  my  Lord's  request,  but  never  vrish*d, 
}Ay  poor  aflectionate  girl,  to  see  thee  vtrretched. 
Tlion  know'st  not  yet  the  dudes  of  a  wife. 

GLYCINJe. 

Oh,  yes !  It  is  a  wife's  chief  duty,  madam. 
To  stand  in  awe  of  her  husband,  and  obey  him ; 
And,  I  am  sure,  I  never  shall  see  Laska 
Bui  I  shall  trem>>le. 

SAROLTA. 

Not  with  fear,  I  think. 
For  yon  still  mock  him.  Bring  a  seat  from  the  cottage. 
[Exit  Glycine  into  the  coUagCj  Sarolta  conftauef 
her  ttpetch,  looking  after  her. 
Something  above  thy  rank  there  hangs  about  thee. 
And  in  thy  countenance,  thy  voice,  and  motion. 


Yea,  e'en  in  thy  simplicity.  Glycine, 
A  fine  and  feminine  grace,  that  makes  roe  feel 
More  as  a  mother  than  a  mistress  lo  thee ! 
Thou  art  a  soldier's  orphan  !  that — the  courage. 
Which  rising  in  thine  eye,  seems  ofl  to  give 
A  new  soul  to  its  gentlenete,  doth  prove  thee 
Thou  art  sprung  too  of  no  ignoble  blood, 
Or  there 's  no  fkith  in  instinct ! 

[Angry  voicea  and  cUmwr  toithin,  re-enter  Glycmb 

GLYCINE. 

Oh,  madam !  there's  a  party  of  your  servants. 
And  my  Lord's  steward,  Laska,  at  their  head. 
Have  come  to  search  for  old  fiathory's  son, 
Bethlen,  that  brave  young  man .'  'twas  he,  my  Uu^, 
That  toc^  our  parts,  and  beat  oflf  the  intruders ; 
And  in  mere  spile  and  malice,  now  they  charge  him 
With  bad  words  of  Lord  Casimir  and  ihe  king. 
Pray  don't  believe  them»  madam!  This  way!  Ilus 

way! 
Lady  Sarolta 's  here.  [Calling  taihout 

SAROLTA. 

Be  calm.  Glycine. 
Enter  Laska  and  Sertante  with  Old  BathokTk 

LASKA  (to  BaTIIORY). 

We  have  no  concern  with  you !  What  needs  your 
presence  ? 

OLD  BATRDRT.' 

What!  Do  you  think  I'll  suflfer  my  brave  boy 
To  be  slander'd  by  a  set  of  coward-roffians,- 
And  leave  it  to  their  malice, — ^yes,  mere  malice  !— 
To  tell  iis  own  tale  f 

[Laska  a$id  ServanU  hoto  to  Lady  Saroi/ta 

SAROLTA. 

Laska!  What  may  this  mean f 
LASKA  {^pompoudyt  ae  commencing  a  mt  epeeeh). 
Madam !  and  may  it  please  your  ladyship ! 
This  old  man's  son,  by  name  Bethlen  Bathory, 
Stands  charged,  on  weighty  evidence,  that  he. 
On  yester^eve,  being  his  lordship's  birth^iay, 
Did  traitorously  defame  Lord  Cammir : 
The  Ifud  high-steward  of  the  realm,  moreover 

SAROLTA. 

Be  brief!  We  knew  his  titles ! 

LASKA. 

And-  moreover 
Raved  like  a  traitor  at  our  liege  King  £meridc< 
And  furthermore,  said  witnesses  make  oath. 
Led  on  the  assault  upon  his  lordship's  servants ; 
Yea,  insolently  lore,  from  this,  your  huntsman* 
His  badge  of  livery  of  your  noble  house, 
And  trampled  it  in  scorn. 

SAROLTA  (to  the  ServanU  who  cffer  to  jrpetfA). 

You  have  had  your  spokesman . 
Where  is  the  young  man  tlius  accused  7 

oij>  bathory. 

.    I  know  not : 
But  if  no  ill  betide  him  on  the  mountains. 
He  will  not  long  be  absent! 

SAROLTA. 

Thou  art  his  father  t 

OLD  BATHORY. 

None  ever  with  more  reason  prized  a  son : 
Yet  I  hate  falsehood  more  than  I  love  him. 
But  more  than  one,  now  in. my  lady's  presence, 
Wimess'd  the  afTrny,  besides  these  men  of  malice  , 

And  if  I  swerve  from  truth 
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GLTCINK. 

Yei !  good  old  man ! 
My  lady !  pray  believe  him ! 

BAROLTA. 

Bxuh,  Glycine ! 
Be  iilent.  I  command  you.  [Then  to  Bathort. 

Speak!  we  hear  you! 

OLD  BATHORT. 

My  tale  it  brie£    During  our  feative  dance, 
Your  servants,  the  aociueis  of  my  son, 
Ofifer'd  gross  insults,  in  unmanly  sort, 
To  our  village  maidens.    He  (coald  he  doleMf) 
Rose  in  defence  of  outraged  modesty,    > 
And  so  persuasive  did  his  cudgel  prove 
(Your  hectoring  sparks  so  over  brave  to  women 
Are  always  cowards),  that  they  soon  took  flight. 
And  now  in  mere  revenge,  like  baffled  boasters. 
Have  fhuned  this  tale,  out  of  some  hasty  words 
Which  their  own  threat!  provoked. 

8AR0LTA. 

Old  man !  you  talk 
Too  bluntly!  Did  your  son  owe  no  respect 
TV)  the  lively  of  our  house  f 

OLD  BATSORT. 

Even  such  respect 
As  the  sheep's  skin  should  gain  ibr  the  hot  wolf 
That  hath  begun  to  wony  the  poor  lambs ! 


(Md  insolent  ruffian ! 

OLYCIIOE. 

Pftrdon !  pardon,  madam ! 
I  saw  the  whole  affi«y.    The  good  old  man 
Means  no  oflence,  sweet  lady! — ^You,  yourself^ 
liBska  I  know  well,  that  these  men  were  the  ruffians ! 
Shame  on  you! 

8AR0LTA  {tpeakt  with  tfmiied  anger). 
What !  Glycine !  Go,  retire ! 

[Etk  Gltcink,  sioiini/vffy. 
Be  it  then  that  these  men  ftulted.  Yet  yourself 
Or  better  still  belike  the  maidens'  parents, 
fiifight  have  oomplain'd  to  us.    Was  ever  access 
Denied  you  ?  Or  free  audience  f  Or  are  we 
Wedk  and  unfit  to  punish  our  own  servantsf 

OLD  BATHORT. 

So  then!  So  then!  Heaven  grant  an  old  man  patience ! 
And  must  the  gardener  leave  his  seedling  plants. 
Leave  his  young  rases  to  the  rooting  swine. 
While  he  goes  ask  their  master,  if  perohance 
His  leisure  serve  io  scouige  them  fiom  their  ravage  f 

LABKA. 

Ho !  Take  the  rude  clown  from  yo«r  lady's  presence ! 
I  will  report  her  further  will ! 

BAROLTA. 

Wait,  then. 
Till  thou  hast  learnt  it !  Fervent,  good  old  man ! 
Foifive  me  that,  to  try  thee,  I  put  on 
A  &ce  of  sternness,  alien  to  my  meaning ! 

[Then  epeaikt  to  the  SenmUt. 
Hence!  leave  my  prssence!  and  you,  Laska!  mark 

me! 
Those  rioters  are  no  longer  of  my  household ! 
If  we  but  shake  a  dew-drop  from  a  rose, 
In  vain  would  we  replace  it,  and  as  vainly 
Restore  the  tear  of  woiuided  modesty 
To  a  maiden's  eye  familiarized  to  liceDse.-— 
But  these  men,  laska  >- 


LASKA  (atide). 

Yes,  now  'tiB  oomn^ 

BAROLTA. 

Brutal  aggreasois  first,  then  baffled  dastards. 
That  they  have  sought  lo  piece  out  their  revenge 
With  a  tale  of  words  lured  from  the  lips  of  ange. 
Stamps  them  most  dangerous ;  and  till  I  want  . 
Fit  means  for  wicked  ends,  we  shall  not  need 
Their  services.     Discharge  them!  You,  Batfaoiy! 
Are  henceforth  of  my  household !  1  shall  place  yov 
Near  my  own  person*    When  your  son  retorus, 
Present  him  to  us. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Ha !  what,  struigers*  here ! 
What  bosineas  have  they  in  an  old  man's  eye  t 
Your  goodness,  lady— «nd  it  came  so  sudden — 
I  cannot — must  nol^— let  you  be  deceived. 
I  have  jret  another  tale,  bu^—  [Then  to  Sarolta  adde. 

Not  for  all  ears ! 

BAROLTA. 

I  oft  have  pass'd  your  cottage,  and  still  praised 
Its  beauty,  and  that  trim  orchard-plot,  whose  blossomi 
The  gusts  of  April  shower'd  ariant  its  thatch. 
Come,  you  shall  show  it  me !  And  while  you  bid  it 
Farewell,  be  not  ashamed  that  I  should  witnett   " 
The  oil  of  gladness  glittering  on  tfa^  water 
Of  an  ebbing  grie£ 

[Bathort  bowing,  ahoiot  her  into  hie  eoOage 
LABKA  (tdon^. 

Vexation!  baffled!  schoofd! 
Ho!  Laska !  wake !  why  ?  what  can  all  this  mtianf 
She  sent  away  that  cockatrice  in  anger ! 
Oh  the  folse  witch !  It  is  too  plain,  she  loves  him 
And  now,  the  oM  man  nearmy  lady's  peraoo. 
She'll  see  this  Bethlen  hourly! 

[Labka  JUngM  khnadf  into  the  seat    Gltcwb 
pe^  tfi  timidly, 

OLTCmB. 

Laska!  Laska! 
b  my  lady  gone  t 

LABKA  <siirli73f). 
Gone. 

OLTOtlfB. 

Have  yon  yet  aeen  him? 
bharetom'df   . 

[Labka  sftvff  tqf  from  hia  mA 
Has  the  seat  stung  you,  l«ska7 

LABKA. 

No!  serpent !  no ;  'tis  you  that  sting  me ;  you ! 
What!  you  would  cling  to  him  again! 

GLYC9NS. 

Whomf 


Bethlen!  Bethlsa. 
Yes;  gate  as  if  your  very  eyes  embraced  him! 
Ha !  you  forget  the  scene  of  yesterday ! 
Mute  ere  he  came,  but  then--Ottt  on  your  screonu. 
And  your  pretended  fears ! 

OLTOTNE. 

Your  fears,  at  least. 
Were  real,  Laska !  or  your  trembling  limbs 
And  white  cheeks  play'd  the  hypocrites  most  vilely! 


*  ReAn  to  thslesr,  which  he  ft»m  utartms  io  hii  «fe.   Tba 
fonowinf  teiw  WM  boiTowed  uneomeioiMlj  frcMii  Mr.  Wor 
worth*!  ISsieiirvMB. 
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Iftv!  wiMmt  Wltttr 

GLTOINS. 

I  kiww.  wfaat  I  dMiuld  imr. 
Wen  I  in  Lnka'f  place. 

LASKA. 

Whatf 

OLTOUfS. 

My  own  ooiiicienoo» 
For  Imving  led  mj  jeakufjr  and  envy 
With  a  plot,  made  out  of  other  men's  reyengea* 
Againtt  a  faraye  and  kmooent  yoong  man'a  Oft ! 
Yet,  yBt,  pcay  leQ  me ! 

i«UKA  (aM%Mmtf y)k 

You  w^  know  loo  kwo. 

OLTCINB. 

Would  I  oonld  find  my  lady !  though  ahe  chid  me— 
Tet  ihia  enapenee  [Chmig. 


Slop!  atop !  one  qneation  only— 
I  am  qmta  calat— 

OLTCniB. 

.    Ay»  aa  the  old  iong  aaya, 
Calm  aa  a  tiger,  valiant  as  a  dove. 
Nay  new,  I  have  manr'd  the' verse:  well!  thja  one 


LIBRA. 

Aie  yon  not  bound  to  me  by  your  own.pnMniae  T 
And  ia  it  pot  as  plain — 

OLTCINX. 

Halt!  diet's  two  qnestions. 

Maw!  Ia  it  not  as  plain  as  impudence. 

That  you're  in  love  with  this  young  swaggering 

.beggar, 
Bethlen  Bathoiy  ?  When  he  was  accused. 
Why  preas'd  yoic  forward  7  Why  did  you  defend  him  f 

GLYGXm. 

Qoestion  meet  question :  that 's  a  woman's  privilege. 

Why,  I^aka,  did  you  urge  Lord  Casimir 

To  make  my  lady  fiwoe  that  promiae  from  me  f 

LA8XA. 

So  then,  you  say.  Lady  Sarolta  forced  yon  ? 

GLTCINB. 

Could  I  look  up  to  her  dear  countenance. 

And  say  her  nay  ?  As  far  back  as  I  wot  of^ 

Ail  her  commands  were  gracious,  sweet  requeatL 

How  could  it  be  then,  but  that  her  requests 

Most  needs  have  sounded  to  me  as  commands  f 

And  as  for  love,  had  I  a  score  of  loves, 

I'd  keep  them  all  fbr  my  dear,  kind,  good  mistress. 


I.A8KA. 


Not  one  for  Bethlen! 


GLTCINK. 

Oh !  that's  a  dtflerent  thing. 
To  be  sure  heViwrnve,  and  handsome,  and  so  pious 
Tf|  his  good  old  faiher.    Bat  for  laving  him — 
Nay,  there,  indeed  you  are  mistaken,  Laska ! 
Poor  youth !  I  nther  think  I  griehe  tor  him ; 
Fur  1  sigh  so  deeply  when  I  ^nk  of  him ! 
And  if  I  see  hinu  the  tears  come  in  my  eyes, 
Af id  my  heart  beats ;  and  all  because  I  dreamt 
riuit  the  war*wolf*  had  gored  him  as  he  hunted 
in  the  haunted  forest ! 


*  For  the  bert  aceiHint  mC  the  Werewolf  or  Lrcentbropus,  tee 
hTKfUnea  MtnrMlf,  CUlwurt*  EmgUsk  PmU,  toL  ir.  ^ 

L 


LASKA. 

You  dare  own  all  thist    • 
Toor  lady  wdl  not  warrant  promise-breach. 
Mine,  pomper'd  Miss!  you  shall  be ;  and  111  make 

you 
Grieve  ftr  him  with  a  vengeance.   Odds,  my  fmgers 
Tingle  already !  [Makee  Ikrealenmg  tignM, 

GLTCINK  {adie). 
Ha!  Bethlen  coming  this  way ! 
[Gltgiivk  (ken  eriee  oulaeif  afraid!  of  being  beaUn 
Oh,  save  me !  save  me !  Pny  don't'kill  me,  Laska! 

Mnier  Bkthlxii  in  a  Hunting  Dreee, 

BKTHLKN. 

What,  beat  a  woman!    . 

LASKA  (to  GlTCINK). 

O  you  cockatrice  ! 

BXTULKN. 

Unmanly  dastard,  hold ! 

LASKA.  [pampoi^dy). 

Do  you  chance  to  know 
Who    I    am.  Sir  ^-(S'deadi  how  Uack  he  kioks*) 

BKTHLKN. 

I  have  started  many  strange  beasts  in  my  time,       ^ 
But  none  less  like  a  man,  than  this  before  me 
That  lifls  hii  hand  against  a  timid  female. 

LA8KA. 

Bold  youth !  she's  mine. 

GLTCINB. 

No,  not  my  maaler  jret. 
But  only  it  to  be ;  and  all  because 
Two  jrears  ago  my  lady  ask'd  me,  and 
I  promiied  her,  not  him  f  and  if  sAs'U  let  me, 
I  'U  hate  you,  my  Lord's  steward. 

BKTHLKN. 

Huah,  Glycine* 

GLTCINK. 

Tea,  I  dOk  Bethlen ;  for  he  just  now  brought 
Falae  witnesses  to  swear  away  your  life : 
Yotir  lift,  and  old  Bathor/s  too. 

BKTHLKN. 

Badiory's! 

Where  is  my  ftther  f  Answer,  or ^Ha!  gone ! 

[Laska  during  this  time  alinka  of  ihe  Stage,  uetng 
threatening  geeturee  to  GltcinK. 

GLTCINK. 

Oh,  heed  not  Aim  /.  I  saw  you  pressing  onward. 
And  did  but  feign  alarm.  Dear  gallant  youth. 
It  is  yoar  life  they  seek ! 

BKTHLKN. 

My  life? 

GLTCINK. 

Alas! 
Lady  Sarolta  even—* 

BKTHLKN. 

She  does  not  know  me ! 

GLYCINK. 

Oh  that  she  did !  she  could  not  then  have  spoken 
With  such  stem  countenance.  But  though  she  spun 

me, 
I  win  kneel,  Bethlen — 

BKTHLKN. 

Not  for  me.  Glycine ! 
What  have  I  done?  or  whom  have  1  oilended? 

GLYCINE 

Rash  words,  'tis  said,  and  treasonous,  of  the  king. 
[Bkthlkn  muMen  to  himedf  indignantly 
GLYCINK  (asidt^. 
So  looks  the  statue,  in  our  hall,  o*  the  god. 
The  shaft  just  flown  that  kUled  the  serpent! 
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BBTHLXN  (mvtimng  adde). 

King! 

aLTClNE. 

Ah«  of\en  have  I  ivish'd  ytnt  were  a  king. 
You  woald  protect  the  helpless  everywhere,  - 
As  yon  did  ub.     And  I,  too,  should  not  then 
Grieve  for  you,  Bethlen,  as  I  do ;  nor  have 
The  tears  come  in  my  eyes ;  nor  dream  bad  dreanw 
That  you  were  kill'd  in  the  forest;  and  then  Laska 
Would  have  no  right  to  rail  at  me,  nor  soy 
(Yes,  the  base  man,  he  says)  that  I — I  love  3^011. 

BCTHLEN. 

Pretty  Glycine !  weft  thou  not  betrothed — 
But  in  good  truth  I  know  not  what  I  speak. 
This  luckless  morning  I  have  been  so  haunted 
With  my  own  fancies,  startii^  up  like  omens. 
That  I  feel  like  one,  who  w^ng  from  a  dream 
Both  a«ks  and  answers  wildly — But  Bathory? 

GLYCINE. 

Hiit.'  'tit  my  lady's  step]  She  must  not  see  you ! 

[BxTHLKN  retirei. 

I      Enter  from  fke  Cottage  Saxolta  and  Bathokt. 

8AR0LTA. 
Go,  seek  your  son !  I  need  not  add,  be  speedy — 
You  here,  Glycine  ?  [Exil  Bathort. 

GLYCINK. 

Pardon,  pardon.  Madam ! 
If  you  but  saw  the  old  man's  son,  you  would  not, 
You  could  not  have  him  harm'd. 

8AK0LTA. 

Be  calm,  Glycine ! 

OLTCUri. 

No^  I  shall  break  my  heart  [Sotiing. 

8AROLTA  {faking  her  hand). 
Ha!  is  it  sof 
O  strange  and  hidden  power  of  sympathy, 
That  of  like  fates,  though  all  unknown  to  each. 
Dost  make  blind  instincts,  orphan's  heart  to  orphan's 
Drawing  by  dim  disquiet ! 

GLYCINE. 

Old  Bathory-* 

8AROLTA. 
See{Di  his  brave  son.    Come,  wipe  away  thy  team. 
Yes,  in  good  truth.  Glycine,  this'same  Beihlen 
Seems  a  most  noble  and  deserving  youth. 

OLTCINR. 

My  lady  does  not  mock  me  7 

8AROLTA. 

Where  18  Laska? 
Has  he  not  told  thee  ? 

GLYCINE. 

Nothing.    In  his  fear — 
Anger,  I  mean — stole  oflP— I  am  so  flutter'd— 
Left  me  abruptly — 

BAROLTA, 

His  shame  excuses  him ! 
He  is  somewhat  hardlv  task'd ;  and  in  discharging 
His  own  tools,  cons  a  lesson  for  himselfl 
Bathory  and  the  youth  henceforward  live 
Safe  in  my  Lord's  protection. 

GLYCINE.  ■ 

The  saints  Uees  you ! 
Shame  on  iny  gmceless  heart !  How  dared  I  fear 
Lady  fittolta  could  be  cruel ' 


■ABOLTA. 

Be  yoonelf,  girl ! 

OLiYCINB. 

O,  'tis  so  liiU  Aem      [At  her 
And  now  it  cannot  harm  him  if  I  teU  you. 
That  the  old  man's  son— • 

BAROLtA.      . 

Is  not  that  old  mans  son! 
A  destiny,  not  unlike  thine  own,  is  his. 
For  all  I  know  of  thft  is,  that  thou  art 
A  soldier's  orphan :  lefl  when  rage  inlestiMP 
Shook  and  ingulf'd  the  pillars  of  lUyria. 
This  other  fragment,  thrown  back  by  that  same  earth- 

quake, 
This,  so  mysteriously  inscribed  by  Nature, 
Perchance  may  piece  out  and  interpret  thine. 
Command  thyself!  Be  secret !  His  true  father      ' 
Hear'st  thou  ? 

GLYCINE  {eagerljf), 
OteU— 

BETHLEN  (lofto  had  ODerheord  the  lout  fern  wordsj  iunb 

ruehee  oufy 

Tes,  tell  moi  Shape  from  Heaven  * 
Who  is  my  lather? 

BAROLTA  igating  wUk  turprim/), 

Thme 7 ^Ay  father?  Rise! 

OLYCIICE. 

Aks!  He  hath  alarm'd  you,  wf  dear  lady ! 

BAROLTA. 

ICs  countenance,  not  his  act ! 

GLYCINE. 

.  Rise,  BetUen!  Ban! 

BETHLEN. 

No ;  kneel  thou  too !  and  with  thy  orphan's  tongue 

Plead  for  me !  I  am  rooted  to  the  earth. 

And  have  no  power  to  rise !  Give  me  a  fiuher ! 

There  is  a  pmyer  in  those  oplifled  eyes 

That  seeks  high  Heaven !  But  I  will  overtake  i^ 

And  bring  it  back,  and  make  it  plead  for  me 

In  thine  own  heart!  Speak!  spoak!  Restore  to  me 

A  name  in  the  world ! 

BAROLTA, 

By  that  blest  Heaven  I  gaied  at 
I  know  not  who  thou  art.    And  if  I  knew, 
Dared  I— But  rise ! 

BETHLEN. 

Blest  spirits  of  my  parents. 
Ye  hover  o'er  me  now !  Ye  shine  upon  me ! 
And  like  a  flower  that  coils  forth  from  a  ruin, 
I  feel  and  seek  the  light,  I  cannot  see ! 

SABOLTA. 

Thou  see'st  yon  dim  spot-  on  the  mountain's  ridge^ 
But  what  it  is  thou  know'st  not     Even  such 
Is  all  I  know  of  thee— haply,  bnve  youth. 

Is  all  Fate  makes  it  safe  for  thee  to  know ! 

« 

BETHLEN. 

Safe  ?  safe  ?  O  let  me  then  inherit  danger, 
And  it  shall  be  my  birth-right ! 

8AROLTA  (aside). 

That  look  again!— 
The  wood  which  fint  incloses,  and  then  skirts 
The  highest  track  that  leads  across  the  mountains* 
Thou  know'st  it,  Bethlen  7 

BETHLEN. 

Lady,  'twaa  my  wont 
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To  roam  there  in  my  childhood  oft  alonet 
And  mutter  lo  nywlf  the  name  of  father. 
For  still  Bathory  (why.  4iU  now  I  gtMH'dnol) 
Would  neTor  hear  it  from  my  lipa,  but  lighing 
Gazed  upward.  Yet  of  late  an  idle  tenor 

OLTCUfE. 

Madam,  that  wood  is  haunted  by  the  war^wolTes,    . 
Vampires,  and  monstrous—— 

BAXOLTA  (pfiiha  tmHe). 

Mooh-calves,  credulous  girl 
Haply  some  o'ergrown  savage  of  the  fbreet 
Haih  his  lair  there,  and  fear  hath  framed  the  rest 

[Then  speaking  again  to  BetUen. 
After  that  last  great  battle  (O  young  man ! 
Thou  wakest  anew  my  life's  'aole  anguish),  that 
Which  fizM  Lord  Eraerick  on  his  throne,  Bathory 
Led  by  a  cry,  iar  inward  fiom  the  track. 
In  the  hollow  of  an  old  oak,  as  in  a  nMt, 
Did  find  thee,  Bethlen,  then  a  helpless  babe : 
The  robe,  that  wrapt  thee,  was  a  widow*s  mantle. 

BETHUCN. 

An  infiuit^B  weakness  doth  relax  my  frame. 

0  ay— I  ftar  to  ask 

8AR0LTA. 

And  I  to  tell  thee. 

BETRLXN. 

Strike!  O  strike  qnickly!  See,  I  do  not  shrink.     ' 

m     [Striking  his  hnatL 

1  im  stone,  cM  stone. 

SAHOLTA. 

Hid  in  a  brake  hard  by, 
Scarce  by  both  palms  supported  from  the  oar^, 
A  Mp-oanded  lady  lay,  whose  life  fast  waning 
Seem'd  to  survive  itself  in  her  fixt  eyes, 
Thai  strain'd  towards  the  babe.    At  length  one  arm 
Painfully  from  her  own  weight  disengaging, 
%e  pointed  firat  to  Heaven,  then  ih>m  her  bosom 
Drew  forth  a  goldto  casket    Thtis  entreated 
Thy  fester^iather  took  thee  in  his  arms,      % 
And,  koeeling,  spake :  If  aught  of  this  worM's  com- 
fort 
Can  reach  thy  heart,  receive  a  poor  man*s  troth, 
That  at  my  life's  risk  I  will  save  thy  ehild ! 
Her  countenance  worked,  as  one  that  seem'd  pre- 
paring 
A  lottd  voice,  but  it  died  upon  her  lips 
In  a  iaint  whisper,  **  Fly !  Save  him !  Hide— hide 
all!" 

BXTRLKN. 

And  did  he  leave  her  ?  What !  Had  I  a  mother  7 
And  left  her  bleeding,  dying  ?  Bought  f  vile  life 
With  the  desectioa  of  a  dying  mother  7 
Oh  agony ! 

GLTCIN& 

Alaa!  thou  art  bewildered. 
And  dost  forget  thou  wort  a  helpless  infontl 

BKTHUBN. 

What  else  can  I  remember,  but  a  mother 
Mangled  and  left  to  perish? 

■ABOLTA. 

Hush,  Glycine! 
h  ii  the  ground-swell  of  a  teeming  instinct : 
^  it  but  lift  itself  to  air  and  sunshine. 
And  it  will  find  a  mhrpor  in  the  waters, 
now  makes  boil  above  it    Check  him  not! 

BBTHLSN. 

0  that  I  were  diffused  among  the  waters 
I'hat  pierce  into  the  secret  depths  of  earth. 
And  find  their  way  ui  darkness  I  Would  that  I 
^oald  suread  avself  uoon  the  homeless  winds ! 


And  I  would  seek  her !  for  sh*  Is  not  dead ! 
She  flsift  iu<  die !  O  pardon,  gracious  lady , 
You  were  about  to  say,  that  he  retuni'd-— 

8ABOLTA.  ' 

Deep  Love,  the  godlike  in  us,  still  believes 
Its  otgeds  as  immortal  as  itself! 

BXTHLBN. 

And  found  her  atillr- 

8ABOLTA. 

Alas!  he  did  return: 
He  left  DO  epot  unsearch'd  in  all  the  forest, 
But  she  (I  trust  me  by  some  ftiendly  hand) 
Had  been  borne  off 

BXTHLSN. 

O  whither  7 

OLTCINB. 

Dearest  BetUan! 
I  would  that  ]rou  'could  weep  like  me !  O  do  not 
Gaxe  sa  upon  the  air! 

8ABOLTA  {continuing  Ike  ator^ 

While  he  was  absent, 
A  friendly  troop,  't  is  certain,  ecourM  the  wood. 
Hotly  pursued  indeed  by  Emerick. 

Bmujw. 

Emerick! 
Oh  Hell! 

GLYCINE  (Co  eHence  Mm)' 
Bethlen! 

BETHLEN. 

Hist !  I  *11  curse  him  in  a  whisper . 
This  gracious  ]ady  must  hear  blessingB  only. 
She  hath  not  yet  the  glory  round  her  head, 
Nor  those  strong  eagle  wings,  which  made  swift 

way 
To  that  appointed  place,  which  I  must  seek : 
Or  else  the  were  my  mother ! 

toAKOLTA. 

Noble  youth ! 
From  me  fear  nothing !  Long  time  have  I  owed 
Ofierings  of  expiation  for  mkdeeds 
Long  pass'd  that  weigh  me  down,  though  innocent. 
Thy  foster-father  hid  the  secret  from  thee. 
For  he  perceived  thy  thouglits  as  th^  expanded. 
Proud,  restless,  and  ill-sorting  with  thy  state ! 
Vain  was  his  care !  Thou  *st  made  thyself  sospectecl 
E  'en  where  Susincion  reigns,  and  asks  no  proof 
But  its  own  fears !  Great  Nature  hath  endow'd  thae 
With  her  best  gifts !  From  me  thou  shalt  receive 
All  honorable  aidonce !  But  haste  hence ! 
Travel  will  ripen  thee,  and  enterprise    , 
Beseems  thy  years !  Be  thou  henceforth  my  soldier ! 
And  wliatsoe'er  betide  thee,  still  believe 
That  in  each  noble  deed,  achieved  or  sufier'd. 
Thou  sol  vest  best  the  riddle  of  thy  .birth ! 
And  may  the  light  that  streams  from  thine  own 

honor 
Guide  thee  to  that  thou  seekest! 

GLYCINE. 

Must  he  leave  usT 

BETHLEN. 

And  for  such  goodness  can  I  retiun  nothing. 

But  some  hot  tears  that  sting  mine  eyes?  Some  sigha 

That  if  not  breathed  would  swell  my  heart  to  sti* 

fling? 
'  May  Heaven  and  thine  own  virtues,  high-bmn  ]adj 
Be  as  a  shield  of  fore,  far,  far  aloof 
To  scare  all  evil  from  thee !  Yet,  if  fate 
Hath  destined  thee  one  doubtful  hour  of  danger, 
From  the  uttermost  region  of  the  earth,  methinks. 
Swift  as  a  soirit  invoked.  T  «hotild  b^  with  that! 
16  J17 


108 


COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


And  then,  perchance,  I  might  have  power  to  anboKMn 
These  thanks  ihat  struggle  here.    £yes  fair  as  thine 
Have  gaaed  on  me  ^iih  tears  of  love  and  anguish. 
Which  these  eyes  saw  not,  or  beheld  mioooscioiis ; 
And  tones  of  anxious  fondness,  passionate  prayers, 
Have  been  talk'd  to  me !   But  this  tongue  iie*er 

soothed 
A  mother's  ear,  lisping  a  molher's  name ! 
O,  at  how  dear  a  price  have  I  been  loved. 
And  no  love  oouM  return .'  One  boon  then,  lady ! 
Where'er  thoU  bidd'st,  I  go  thy  fiuthful  soldier. 
But  first  must  trace  the  spo^  where  she  lay  bleeding 
Who  gave  me  life.    No  more  shall  beast  of  ravine 
•  Afihmt  with  baser  spoU  that  sacred  forest! 
Or  if  avengen  more  than  human  haunt  there, 
TUe  they  what  shape  they  list,  savage  or  heavenly, 
They  shall  make  answer  to  me,  though  my  heart's 

blood 
Shoald  be  the  spell  to  bind  diMn.   Blood  calls  for 

blood! 

[£si(  Bethuen. 

BAKOLTA. 

Ah !  it  was  this  I  fear'd.    Ta  ward  off  this 
Did  I  withhold  from  hint  that  old  Baihory 
Retuming,  hid  beneath  the  selfsame  oak. 
Where-  the  babe  lay,  the  mande,  and  some  jewel 
Bound  oo  his  in&nt  arm. 

OLTdNK. 

Oh,  let  me  fly 
And  stop  him !  Mangled  limbs  do  there  lie  wcfiijiefd 
Till  the  lured  eagle  bears  them  to  her  nest 
And  voices  have  been  heard !  And  there  the  plant 

grows 
That  being  eaten  gives  the  inhuman  wizard 
Power  to  put  on  the  fell  hyena'a  shape. 

BAKOLTA. 

What  klle  tongue  hath  witch'd  Aee,  Glycine  f 
I  hoped  that  thou  hadst  learnt  a  nobler  fitith. 

OLTOINX. 

O chide  me  not,  dear  lady!  question  I^ska, 
Or  the  old  maik 

8AR0LTA. 

Forgive  me,  I  spake  hanhly. 
It  ia  indeed  a  mighty  sorcery 
That  doth  enthnl  tfiy  young  heart,  my  poor  girl : 
And  what  hath  Lsska  told  theef 

OLYCINK. 

Three  days  past 
A  courier  from  the  king  did  cross  that  wood ; 
A  wilful  man,  that  arm'd  himself  on  purpose : 
And  never  hath  been  heard  of  from  that  time ! 

[SSoimcl  rf  korng  wUhouL 

SAaOLTA. 

Haik!  dort  fbiaa  hear  it? 

OLTCINK. 

Tis  the  soimd  of  htfnii ! 
Oiar  huntsmen  are  not  out! 

BAAOLTA. 

Lord  Caaimir 
Would  not  come  this !  [Hcm$  again. 

OLYClNE. 

Still  louder 

BAROLTA^ 

Haste  we  hence ! 
For  I  believe  in  part  thy  tale  of  terror.' 
Boi,  trust  me.  't  is  the  inner  man  transfoio'd : 

in  the  shape  of  men  are  worse  tlun  war* 
wolves. 


[Sarolta  awf  Gltodix  exeunL  !IViaNp8li  eCc.  ioHdler 
Enter  Emkricr,  Lord  Rudolth,  Laska.  ad 


RtmoLrB. 
A  galkm  chase,  Sue. 

XMKRICK. 

Ay,  but  this  new  qoany 
lliat  we  last  starlad  spems  worth  aU  the  resL 

[TVafoLABK* 
And.  you— excuse  me— what 's  your  name  t 

LABKA. 

Whatever 
Your  Majesty  may  please, 

XMKRICE. 

Nay,  that  *s  loo  late,  maa 
Say,  what  |hy  mother  and  thy  godfather 
Were  pleaaed  te  call  thee  f 

hABKA» 

Laska,  my  liege  Sovereigib. 

■MKRICK. 

Well,  my  liege  sulgect  Lsska!    And  you  are 
Lord  Casimir's  steward  ? 

LASKA. 

And  your  migesty's  creators 


Two  gentle  dames  made  off  at  our  appioadi. 
Which  was  your  lady  ?  ^ 


My  liege  lord,  the  tsller 
llie  other,  please  your  grace,  is  her  poor  handmaid 
Long  since  betrothed  to  me.    But  die  maid's  fio* 

ward — 
Tet  would  your  grace  but  speak — 


Hum,  maater  ataward 
I  am  hoQor'd  with  thia  sudden  confidence. 
Lead  on.  [7b  LA8KA,4Aai  to  Rudolth 

Lord  Rudolph,  you  '11  announce  our  coming 
Greet  iair  Sarolta  from  me,  and  entreat  her 
To  be  oitf  gentle  hostess.    Mark,  you  add 
How  much  we  grieve,  that  business  of  the  state 
Hath  forced  us  to  delay  her  lord's  return. 

LORD  R0DOLPR  (OJlde). 

Lewd,  ingrate  tyrant!  Yes,  I  will  announce  thee. 


Now  onward  alL 
1 


lEsemU  aUmittiiU 


BIRRICK  (solas). 

A  ftir  one,  by  my  foidi! 
If  her  fiioe  rival  but  her  gait  uid  stature. 
My  good  friend  Caaimir  had  kit  reasons  toa 
**  Her  tender  heaUk,  ker  tow  cf  ttriet  itiiiemaU, 
Made  early  ta  lAs  eon«eiif-~ffiff  word  pledged^"'* 
All  fictions,  all !  fictions  of  jealousy. 
Well !  if  the  mountain  move  not  to  the  prophet. 
The  prophet  must  to  the  mountain !  In  this  Laska 
There 's  somewhat  of  the  knave  mix'd  up  with  dolt 
Through  the  transparence  of  the  fbol,  methought 
I  saw  (as  I  could  lay  my  finger  en  it) 
The  crocodile's  eye,  that  peer'd  up  from  the  honon 
This  knave  may  do  us  service.    Hot  ambitioQ 
Won  me  the  husband.    Now  let  vani^ 
And  die  resentment  for  a  foreed  seclusion 
Decoy  the  wife !  Let  him  be  deen'd  the  aggresMT 
Whose  Running  and  distntst  began  the  game ! 

[ExiL 
18 


ZAPOLYA. 
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'  ACT  n. 

SCENE  L 

i  anage  wood,  Ai  one  nie  a  anem,  OBerkuMg  wth 
try.  Zapolta  tmd  Raa»  |liufriu  ducoiered: 
hdh,  hut  npeaa&y  Om  latter,  in  rude  and  tcnage 


KAAB  KItJPmiLL 

lleud  you  then  wa^l  whU«  I  wti  aliimbeiiiig  t 

SATOLTA. 

Nodiing, 
Only  ymir  fern  becwne  oooTulied.    We  miserabla ! 
li  Hetveu**  lart  mercy  fled  ?  !•  iSeep  grown  treach- 
erous f 

KAAB  nunuu. 

0  6r  a  deep,  fcr  deep  itaelf  to  rett  in! 

1  dfeamt  I  had  met  with  fbod  heneath  a  tree,         ^ 
And  I  wu  aeeloDg  yoo,  when  all  at  once 

My  feet  became  entaogied  in  a  net: 

S(21  more  entangled  a*  in  rage  I  loro  it 

Ai  length  I  freed  myaelf,  had  nght  of  you, 

Bat  M I  hastened  eagerly,  again 

I  faood  my  frame  encumbered :  a  huge  aerpent 

Tvinad  round  my  cheat,  but  tighteit  round  my  throat 

lAFOLYA. 

Alai !  'twas  lack  of  ftod .  for  hunger  chokes! 

.  MAAB  KIUFUtt 

And  now  I  saw  you  by  a  shriVell'd  child 
SiKDgely  punued.     You  did  not  fly,  yet  neither 
Tooch'd  you  the  ground  methought,  but  close  above  it 
Did  seem  to  dioot  younelf  along  the  air, 
And  as  you  paas'd  me,  tum'd  your  fiice  and  shriek*d. 

ZAPOLTA. 

I  did  in  truth  send  Ibrth  a  feeble  shriek. 
Scarce  knawing  why.  Perhaps  the  mock*d  sense  craved 
Tb  km-  the  8Crea|pD,  which  you  but  seem'd  to  utter. 
For  your  whole  iaoe  looked  like  a  mask  of  torturo ! 
Yet  a  child's  image  doth  indeed  pursue  me 
Shriyell'd  with  toil  and  penury ! 

'  ILAAB  KIUPRIU. 

Nay!  what  ails  youT 

V'OLTA. 

A  wondrous  ftintaess  there  comes  stteling  o*er  me. 
!•  it  Death's  lengthening  shadow,  who  comes  onward, 
life*i  setting  aun  behind  him  f 

BAAB  KIUFXIU. 

Cheeriy !  The  dusk 
Will  quickly  shroud  us.    Era  the  moon  be  up. 
Trait  me  I  'H  bring  thee  food ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

Hunger's  tooth  has 
<*nawn  itself  blunt.    O,  I  could  queen  it  well 
O'er  ray  own  sorrows  aa  my  rightful  sulgecta 
But  wherefore,  O  revered  Kiuprili !  wherefore 
Did  my  importunate  prayers,  my  hopes  and  ftndes, 
Force  thee  firom  thy  secure  though  sad  retreat? 
Would  that  my  tongue  had  then  cloven  to  my  mouth ! 
But  Heaven  ia  just !  With  tears  I  oonquer'd  thee. 
And  not  a  tear  ia  left  me  to  repent  widi ! 
lladst  thou  not  dene  already — hadst  thou  not 
i^uflei'd— oh,  more  than  e*er  man  ieign'd  of  friend- 
ship t 

RAAB  KIUPRILL 

Tet  be  dion  oomibrted !  What !  hadst  thou  faith 
When  I  turn'd  back  incredutous?  Twas  thy  light 
That  Idndled  mjne.    And  shall  it  now  go  out. 
And  leave  thy  soul  in  darkness  f  Yet  look  up» 


And  think  dion  aee'st  4hy  sainted  lord  oommission'd 

And  on  bis  way  to  aid  us!  Whence  those  late  dnami^ 

Whieh  after  such  long  interval  of  hopeless 

And  silent  resignation,  all  at  once 

Night  after  night  commanded  thy  return 

Hither  7  and  still  presented  in  clear  vision 

This  wood  as  in  a  sc^e  X  this  veiy  cavern  f 

Thou  darest  not  doubt  that  Heaven'a  especial  hand 

Work'd  in  those  signs.  The  hour  of  thy  daliveranoe 

Is  on  the  stroke : — fat  Misery  cannot  add 

Grief  to  thy  grieft,  or  Patience  to  thy  suflbrance ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

Cannot!  Oh,  what  if  thou  wert  taken  Irom  mef 
Nay,  thou  saidst  well :  for  that  and  death  were  UM. 
Li/e's  grief  is  at  its  height  indeed ;  the  hard 
Necessity  of  this  inhuman  state 
Has  made  our  deeds  inhuman  as  our  vestments. 
Housed  in  this  wild  wood,  with  wild  usages. 
Danger  our  guest,  and  fomine  at  our  portal — 
WoU^like  to  prowl  in  the  shepherd's  fold  by  night! 
At  once  for  food  and  safety  to  aflMghten 
The  traveller  from  hia  road — 

[Gltcink  ie  heard  9mgi$ig  tbttibat 


A4i*tantchant! 


KAAB  KIUPBUJ. 

Hark!  heard  yon  not 


80NG,  BT  Gltcinx. 

A  sunny  shaft  did  I  behold. 
From  sky  to  earth  it  slanted ; 


( 


And  poised. therein  a  bird  so  bold— \ 
Sweet  bird,  thou  wer(  enchsnt^j 

He  sunk,  he  rose,  he  twinkled,  he  troU'd 
Within  that  abaft  of  sunny  mist ; 

£Ds  eyes  of  Are,  his  beak  of  gold,        / 
All  else  of  amethyst!  « . 

I 

And  dius  he  song :  **  Adieu !  adieu ! 
Love's  dreams  prove  seldom  true. 
The  blossoms,  diey  make  no  delay : 
The  sparkling  dew-drops  will  not  stay. 
Sweet  month  of  May, 
We  must  away ; 
Far,  for  away ! 
T(Mbiy!  ttKday!" 

ZAPOLTA. 

Sure  'tis  some  Uest  spirit ! 
For  since  thou  slowest  (he  usurper's  emisniy 
That  plunged  upon  us,  a  more  than  lAortal  fear 
Is  as  a  wall,  that  wards  off  the  )[>eleaguerer 
And  starves  the  poor  besieged.  [Seng 

BAAB  KIUPRIU. 

It  IB  a  maiden's  voice !  quick  to  the  cave ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

Hark !  her  voice  fidtera !  [Exit  Zapolta. 

KAAB  KIUPRILL 

She  must  not  enter 
The  cavern,  else  I  vrill  remain  unseen ! 

[KiuPRlu  retires  to  one  side  of  the  slqgt :  Gltcdh 
enters  singing. 

OLTCimt  i/earfttUtf). 
A  savage  place ! -saints  shield  roe!  Bethlen !  Bethlen! 
Not  here  T—There's  no  one  here !  I'll  sing  again. 

[Sings  agaki. 
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If  I  do  not  hear  my  onm  -voice,  I  shaU  ftncy 
Vqioes  in  all  cliance  sounds  {  [StarU. 

T  was  some  dry  brahdi 
Dropt  of  itself  I  Oh,  he  wentiforth  so  rashly. 
Took  no  food  with  him — only  his  arms  and  boaivspear ! 
What  if  I  leave  these  cakes,  this  cruse  of  wine, 
Here  by  this  cave,  and  seek  him  with  Ihe  rest? 

RAAB  KiuPRiu  {uTueen), 
Leave  them  and  flee ! 

GLTClNX  (sftn'eXrs,  (hen  recovering). 
Where  are  you  ? 

KAAB  KIUPRIU  (stSl  untecn), 

Leav9  them  \ 

OLYCXNE. 

Tis  Glycine! 
Speak  to  me,  Bethlen !  speak  in  yotir  own  voice ! 
All  silent ! — ^If  this  were  the  war-wolfs  den ! 
"Fwas  not  his  voice ! — , 

[Glycine  lettve$  the  praoisiong,  and  exit  feajfuUtf. 
fijuPRiu  comes  forward^  seizes  them  and  carriet 
them  into  the  cavern,  Glycinr  returns,  having 
recovered  heradf, 

GLYCINE. 

Shame !  Nothing  hurt  me ! 
If  some  fierce  heast  have  gored  him,  he  must  needs 
Speak  with  a  strange  voice.    Wounds  cause  thirst 

and  hoarseness ! 
Speak.  Bethlen!  or  but  moan.  St— Si— No— Bethlen! 
If  I  turn  back,  and  he  should  be  found  dead  here, 

[She  creept  nearer  and  nearer  to  Vie  cavern. 
J  should  go  mad ! — Again !  T  was  my  own  heart ! 
Hush,  coward  heart !  better  beat  loud  with  fear. 
Than  break  with  shame  and  anguish ! 

[As  she  approadves  to  enter  the  cavern^  Kjuprili 
stops  her.    Glycine  shrieks. 

Saints  protect  me ! 

'  RAAB  KltJPRILL 

Swear  then  by  all  thy  hopes,  by  all  Ifay 

GLYCINB. 

Save  me ! 

RAAB  KlUPRILL 

Swear  secrecy  and  silence ! 

flLYClNS. 

I  swear! 

RAAB  KITTPRILL 

Ten  what  thou  art,  and  what  thou  seekest  f 

OLYCINS. 

Only 
A  hamilesB  orphan  youth,  to  bring  him  food — 

RAAB  KIDPRILL 

Whersfbra  m  this  wood  ? 

•    GLYCINE. 

Alas!  it  was  his  pu]pos»— 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

With  what  intention  came  he  ?  Wooldst^tfaon  save  hi™, 
Hide  nothing! 

GLYCINE. 

Save  him !  O  ibigive  his  rashness! 
He  is  good,  and  did  not  know  that  thou  wert  hcunan ! 

RAAB  KiiTPRiu  (repeats  the  toortf). 
BwadBOkt 

[Thenslemly. 
With  what  design  f 

GLYCINE. 

To  kill  thee,  or 
V  iIms  thou  wert »  spirit,  to  compel  thee 


By  prayers,  and  with  the  shedding  of  his  Mood, 
To  make  disclosure  of  his  parentage* 
But  most  of  all — 

ZAPOLYA  {rushing  out  from  the  catem). 

Heaven's  blosing  on  thee !  Speak 

GLYCINE. 

Whether  his  Mother  live,  or  perish'd  here ! 

ZAPOLYA. 

Angel  of  Mercy,  I  was  perishmg 
And  thou  didst  bring  me  fixxi :  and  now  thou  bring'st 
llie  sweet,  sweet  food  of  hope  and  consolation 
To  a  mother's  fomish'd  heart!  His  iwme,  sweet 
maiden! 

GLYCINE. 

E*en  till  this  momiug  we  were  wont  to  name  him 
Bethlen  Bathoiy !      . 

ZAPOLYA. 

Even  till  this  monung  ? 
This  morning?  when  my  weak  faith  fiul'd  me  wholly 
Pardon,  O  thou  that  portion'st  out  our  sufierance. 
And  fiirst  again  the  widow's  empty  cruse ! 
Say  on ! 

GLYCINE. 

The  fidae  ones  charged  the  valiant  jEOOth 
With  treasonous  words  of  Emerick— 

ZAPOLYA. 

Ha!  my  son! 

OLYCIML 

And  of  Lord  Casimir — 

RAAB  KIUPRIU  (OSUfe). 

O  agony)-  my  son! 

GLYCINE. 

But  my  dear  lady — 

ZAPOLYA  and  raab  kiuprill 
Who? 

GLYCINE. 

Lady  Sarolta 
Frown'd  and  discharged  these  bad  mcQ. 

RAAB  KIUPRIU  {turning  of  and  to  Umadf). 

Righteous  Heaven 
Sent  me  a  daughter  once,  and  I  reixned 
That  it  was  not  a  son.     A  son  was  given  me. 
My  daughter  died,  and  I  scarce  shed  a  tear : 
And  lo!  that  son  became  my  curse  and  infamy. 

ZAPOLYA  {einbraces  Glycine). 
Sweet  innocent!  and  you  came  hero  to  seek  him. 
And  briog  him  food.    Alas !  thou  feor^st  ? 

GLYCINE. 

Not  much 
My  own  dear  lady,  when  I  was  a  chfld 
Embraced  me  ofl,  but  her  heart  nevet  beat  so^ 
For  I  too  om  an  orphan,  BMMherless ! 

RAAB  KIUPRIU  (to  ZaPOLYa). 

O  yet  beware,  lest  hope's  brief  flash  but  deepen 
The  afler  glooip,  and  make  the  darkness  stormy! 
In  that  last  conflict,  following  our  escape. 
The  usurper's- cruelty  had  dogg'd  our  flight 
With  many  a  babe,  and  many  a  childing  mothen 
This  maid  herself  is  one  of  numberieas 
Planks  from  the  same  vast  wreck.     ' 

[Then  to  Glycine  agatK 
Well !  Caaimir's  wife-  • 
glycine. 
She  is  always  gracious,  and  so  piraSsed  the  old  rosn 
That  his  heart  o'erflow'd,  and  made  discovery 
That  in  this  wood — 
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ZAPOLYA. 


Ill 


ZAPOLTA  (is  afikaUmy, 
Ospeek! 

OLTCiNE. 

A  wonnded  lady— 
\ZArohrk/ainU—ikey  both  support  her. 

QLTCUtM. 

J  this  fau  mother  f 

RAAB  KIUnClLL 

S3ie  would  fiun  believe  H, 
Weak  though  the  proofi  be.    Hope  dmwB  towaidi 

iHelf 
The  flame  with  which  it  kindles 

[Horn  heard  toUhotU. 
To  the  cavern! 
Qoick!  quick! 

GLTCUVK. 

Perehance  aome  huatamen  of  die  kiag'a. 

BAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Eierick? 

iQLYCtNE. 

He  Game  thia  morning — 
[7^  redre  to  the  ooeem,  bearing  Zafolta.    T%en 
enter  Bethlen  armed  with  a  boar-epear, 

BETH]UE.N. 

I  had  a  glimpse 
Of  some  fierce  shape ;  and  biit  that  Fancy  often 
Is  Nature's  intenneddler,  and  cries  halvea 
Hlth  the  outward  sight,  I  should  believe  I  saw  it 
Bear  off  some  human  prey.    O  my  preserver ! 
BiUbory !  Father !  Yes,  thou  deservest  that  name ! 
Tbou  didst  not  mock  me !  These  are  bleesed  findings! 
Ills  secret  cipher  of  my  destiny 

[Looking  at  hit  tignel. 
Stands  here  inseiibed :  it  is  the  seal  of  fiite ! 
^l—iOb$ereing  the  cave).    Had  ever  monster  fitting 

lair, 'tis  yonder! 
Thoa  yawning  Den,  I  weU  remember  thee ! 
Itwe  eyes  deceived  me  not    Heaven  leads  me  on ! 
Now  for  a  blast,  loud  as  a  king's  defiance. 
To  iDose  the  monster  oouchant  o*er  Eis  ravine !  ' 

[Blows  the  horn — then  a  pause. 
Another  Uost !  and  %vith  another  swell 
To  you,  ye  charmed  watchers  of  this  wood ! 
If  haply  I  have  come,  the  rightful  heir 
Of  vengeance :  if  in  me  survive  the  spirits 
Of  those,  whose  guiltless  blood  (lowed  streaming  here ! 

[Blows  again  louder. 
StiUailent?  b  the  monster  gorged?  Heaven  shield  me! 
Thou,  fiiithful  spear !  be  both  my  torch  and  guide. 
[As  BirrHi.KN  is  aboiU  to  enter^  Kiitfriu  speaks 
from  the  cavern  unseen. 

KAAB  KIUPRILI. 

Withdraw  thy  foot!  Retract  thine  idle  spear. 
And  wait  obedient ! 

BETHUQff  (en  amaxemenfy. 

Ha!  What  art  thou?  speak! 
1AAB  JsnuPRiLi  {,stiU  taueen). 


BKTHLCN. 

By  a  dying  mother's  pangi, 
K'es  such  am  I.    Receive  roe ! 

EAAB  KivraiLi  (tfcS  unseen). 

Wait!  Beware! 
At  thy  fiivt  step,  thou  treadest  upon  the  light 
^"thenceforth  most  darkling  flow,  and  sink  in  darkness! 

BETHLEN. 

«4!  see  my  boor-spear  trembles  like  a  reed  !— 


Oh,  fool!  mine  eyes  are  duped  by  my  own  shudder- 
ing— 

Those  piled  thoughta,  built-up  in  solitude. 
Year  following  year,  that  press'd  upon  my  heart 
As  on  the  altar  ef  some  unknown  Ged, 
Then,  as  if  touched  by  fire  from  heaven  descending 
Blazed  up  within  me  at  a  father's  name — 
Do  they  desert  me  now ! — at  my  last  trial  t 
Voice  of  command!  and  thou,  O  hidden  light ! 
I  have  obey'd !  Declare  ye  by  what  name 
I  dare  invoke  jrou !  Tell  what  aocrifioe 
Will  make  you  gracious. 

KAAB  KIUPRILI  (sftZZ  vnaofli). 

Patience!  Truth!  Obedience. 
Be  thy -whole  soul  transparent !  so  the  light 
Thou  seekest  may  enshrine  itself  within  thee! 
Thy  name? 

BETHLEN. 

Aak  rather  the  poor  roaming  savage. 
Whose  infancy  no  holy  rite  had  blest 
To  him,  perchance  rude  spoil  or  ghastly  tiopiiy. 
In  chase  or  battle  won,  have  given  a  name. 
I  have  none— but  like  a  dog  have  answer'd 
To  the  chance  sound  which  he  that  fed  me  oall'd  me. 

RAAB  KitTFRiLi  (stiU  unsasn). . 
Thy  birth-place  ? 

BRTHLKN. 

Deluding  spirits,  do  ye  mock  me^ 
Question  ihe  Night!  Bid  Darkness  tell  its  birth-pbtcet 
Yet  hear!  Within  yon  old  oak's  hollow  trunk. 
Where  the  bats  cling,  have  I  survey 'd  my  cradle! 
The  mother-falcon  hath  her  nest  above  it. 

And  in  it  the  wolf  litters ! 1,  invoke  you. 

Tell  me,  ye  secret  ones !  if  ye  beheld  me 
As  I  stood  there,  like  one  who  having  delved 
For  hidden  gold  hath  found  a  talisman, 
O  tell !  what  rites,  what  oflices  of  duty 
This  cygnet  doth  command  7  What  rebel  apuiti 
Owe  homage  to  its  Lord  ? 

RAAB  KiirrRiLi  (Still  unseen). 

More,  guiltier,  mightier. 
Than  thou  mayest  summon!  Wait  the  destined  hour! 

BETHLEN. 

0  yet  again,  and  with  more  cl^orous  pmyer, 

1  importune  ye !  Mock  me  no  more  with  shadows ! 
This  sable  mantle — tell,  dread  voice !  did  thia 
Enwrap  one  fiitlierleas? 

ZAPOLTA  {unseen). 

One  fatherless ! 

BETHLEN  (Starting). 

A  sweeter  voice !— A  voice  of  love  and  pity ! 
Was  it  the  soAen'd  echo  of  mine  own? 
Sad  echo !  but  the  hope  it  kill'd  wna  sickly, 
And  ere  it  died  it  had  been  moum'd  as  dead ' 
One  other  hope  yet  lives  within  my  soul ; 
Quick  let  me  ask ! — while  yet  this  stifling  fear, 
liiis  stop  of  the  heart,  leaves  utterance ! — ^Aro—aro 

these 
llie  sole  remains  of  her  that  gave  me  life  ? 
Have  I  a  mother? 

[Zapolya  rushes  out  to  embrace  him.  Bethlen  ttai1« 

Ha! 

ZAPOLYA  (embracing  him). 

My  son !  my  son ! 
A  wretched — Oh  no,  no !  a  bleat — a  happy  mother. 
[They  embrace.  Kiuprili  and  Glycine  corns  forwird 
and  the  curtain  drops. 
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ACT  in. 

SCENE  I. 

A  ttaidy  Room  in  Lord  CASXiini'B  Ckude. 

Enter  Embrick  and  Labka. 

EHSRIjCK. 

I  do  perceive  thou  hast  a  tender  oomcience, 
Laaka,  in  all  thinga  that  oonoera  thine  own 
Interaat  or  aafet^. 

LASKA. 

In  tfaia  aovereign  preaenoe 
I  can  fear  nothing,  but  your  dread  dispieaaura. 

nnRioK. 
Perchance,  thou  think'st  it  atrenge,  that  J  of  ail  men 
Should  covet  thus  the  love  of  &ir  Sozalta, 
Diahonoring  Caaimir  ? 

LA8KA. 

Far  be  it  from  me ! 
Yoor  M^ieaty'a  love  and  choioe  bring  honor  with  them. 

KMCRICK. 

Perchance,  diou  hast  heard,  thait  Casimir  ia  my  friend, 
Fought  for  me,  yea,  for  my  sake,  set  at  nought 
A  parent's  blessing;  braved  a  fiither's  cune? 

LASKA  (flside). 
Would  I  but  knew  now,  what  his  Majesty  meant! 
Ok  yea,  Sire !  'tis  our  common  talk,  how  Lord 
Kiuprili,  my  Lord's  fitther — 


Tisyour  talk,. 


Is  it,  good  stBtmmah  Laska  f 


No,  not  nune. 
Nell  mine,  an  please  your  Majesty ! .  There  are 
Some  insolent  malcontents  indeed  that  talk  thi 
Nay  worse,  mere  treason.    As  Bathoi/s  sen, 
The  6ol  that  ran  into  the  monster's  jawi^ 

KIUERICK. 

Wen,  'tis  a  loyal  monster  if  he  rids  us 

Of  tnilors!  But  art  sure  the  youth's  devouredf 

LA8KA. 

Not  a  limb  left,  an  please  your  Miyesty ! 
And  that  unhappy  girl — 


Thou  fbflowed'st  her 
Into  the  woodf  [Labka  bom  oiteni. 

Hencdbrtfa  then  I'll  believe 
lliat  jealoufey  can  n^e  a  haie  a  lion. 

LABKA. 

Scarce  had  I  got  the  fust  glimpse  of  her  veil. 
When,  with  a  horrid  roar  that  made  the  leaves 
Of  the  wood  yhake— 


Made  thee  ahake  like  a  leaf! 

'  LABKA. 

The  iK-ar-wolf  leapt;  at  the  first  plunge  he  aeiaed  her; 
Forward  I  rush'd ! 


Hold  constant  to  thy  exploit  with  this  monster. 
And  leave  untou^h'd  your  cortbnon  talk  aforesaid. 
What  your  Lord  did,  or  should  have  done. 

LABKA. 

MytaSk 
The  saints  forbid !  I  always  said,  for  my  part, 
"IVos  nUtk^kmg  Lord  Cadmirt  deareti/riendt 
Wat  not  Ihat  friend  a  king  t  Whatever  Jie  did 
*Twu  qHfivm  pure  lone  to  hie  Meetly/* 

EVKRICK. 

And  this  then  was  Ay  talk?  While  knave  and  coward, 

Both  strung  within  thee,  WTestle  for  the  uppermoM, 

In  slips  the  fool  and  takes  the  place  of  both. 

Babbler !  Lord  Casimir  did,  as  thou  and  all  men. 

He  loved  himself^  loved  honors,  wealth,  dominion. 

All  these  were  set  upon  a  fhther's  head: 

Geoc!  tmdi !  a  most  unlucky  accident ! 

For  he  but  wish'd  to  hit  the  prise ;  not  grsxa 

The  head  that  bore  it :  so  with  steady  ejre 

Off*  flew  the  parricidal  arrow. — Even 

As  Casimir  loved  Emerick,  Emerick 

Loves  Casimir,  intends  kxm  no  didionor. 

He  wink'd  not  then,  for  Ipve  of  tne  forsooth ! 

For  love  of  me  now  let  him  wink !  Or  if 

The  dame  prove  half  as  wise  as  she  is  foir. 

He  may  still  pass  his  hand,  and  find  all  smooth. 

[Paeaing  hie  hand  acroee  hi*  hram 

LABKA. 

Your  Majesty's  reasoning  has  convinced  me. 

niZRKV  (tpi^A  a  digM  sfoff,  ae  one-  who  had  been 
talking  aloud  to  hinueff:  Ihen  with  acorn). 

Thee! 
'TIS  well !  and  more  than  meant  For  by  my  fiuth 
I  had  half  forgotten  thee. — ^Thou  hast  the  key  ? 

[Laska  bowt. 
And  in  your  lady's  chamber  there's  full  space  7 


Most  marvelloos! 


Huil'd  my  javelin; 
Which  fiom  his  dragon-acales  recoiling — 

KMKRICK. 

Enoogh! 
And  take,  fiiend,  this  advice.    When  next  thou 
tongueatit,   . 


Between  the  wall  and  arras  to  conceal  yon. 

KmRlCK. 

Here!  This  purse  is  but  an  earnest  of  thy  fortune. 
If  thou  provest  faithful    But  if  thou  betrayest  me, 
Hark  you!^the  wolf  that  shall  drag  Aee  lo  his  den 
Shall  be  no  fiction. 

[Exit  Emerick.  Labka  manet  with  a  key  mom 
handf  and  a  puree  in  the  other, 

LABKA. 

Well  then!  Here  I  aland, 
like  Hercules,  on  either  side  a  goddess. 
Callthia  [Looking  at  the  purm 

Preforment ;  this  (HoUt^^r  «p  the  key).  Fidelity ! 
And  first  my  golden  goddess :  what  bids  she  ? 
Only  >-^Thia  way,  your  MigeAy  !  AvsA.     The  haam 

hold 
Are  all  aafe  fod^."— -Then,  pot  Fidelity 
Within  her  proper  wards,  just  turn  her  round — 
So — the  door  opens— and  for  all  the  rtat, 
'TIS  the  king's  deed,  not  Laska'a    Do  but  this. 
And — ^'J'm  the  mere  eameat  if  your  frUwre  fortimea^ 
But  what  says  the  other  (— Whisper  on !  I  hear  you 

[Putting  the  key  to  hie  ear 
All  very  true !— but,  good  Fidelity! 
If  I  refuse  kipg  En^nck,  will  you  promise. 
And  swear,  now,  to  unlock  the  dungeon<loor. 
And  aave  me  from  the  hangman?  Ay!  you're  silent' 
What!  not  a  word  in  answer?  A  clear  nonsuit' 
Now  fhr  one  look  U>  see  that  all  are  lodged 
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At  the  due  dwrmco    then — ^yonder  Ue»  the  ned      * 
For  Tnrtt  and  his  roy«l  IHend  king  Emerick ! 
{Exit  Laska.   Then  enter  Bathoky  and  Bkthucn. 

BCTULKN. 

He  kwk'd  em  if  he  were  lome  God  diegnifead 
In  an  old  wwnor's  venerable  ahape. 
To  guard  and  guide  my  mother.    la  there  noi 
Chapel  or  oralory  in  thia  manaion  f 


Efen  aOk 


OLD  BATHOET. 


BCTHLKN. 

From  that  place  then  am  I  to  take 
A  helm  and  breastplate,  both  inlaid  with  gold. 
And  the  good  sword  that  onoe  was  Raab  Kiuprili'Sk 

OLD  BATHORr. 

Ilioae  very  arms  this  day  Sarolta  showed  .me^ 
Wiih  willful  kwk.    I'm  lost  in  wild  oot^jectiiraB! 

BKTHLEN. 

0  tempt  me  not,  e'en  with  a  wandering  gueas, 
To  break  the  fint  command  a  mother'a  will 
Impoied.  a  moiher'B  voice  made  known  to  me ! 
'AJA  uoU  my  son,'*  aaid  ahe,  **  our  naahee  or  tkine^ 
Tke  tkadow  of  ike  ecHpae  is  pa$aing  of 
Tkafua  orb  ^  Ay  dtiUny  !  Already 

Tke  victor  Creoeent  glUtere/ordk,  ami  ahed$ 
(frr  At  yet  Ungermg  haze  apkauUim  hgkL 
Than  caad  mot  hatUtn  it!  Leave  then  to  Heaven 
Tke  mrk  of  HeoMxn:  and  with  a  siiefU  ignrtf 
Sympathize  with  tke  powers  that  work  m  silenoe!** 
TiuiB  tpake  ahe,  and  ahe  look'd  as  she  were  then 
Fmfa  from  some  heavenly  vision ! 

[Re-enter  Laska,  not  perctiving  them, 

LASKA. 

All  asleep! 
[Tien  ohoerting  Bcthljen,  stands  m  idiotiffright. 

1  mint  speak  to  it  fiist^Put — ^put  the  queation ! 

Ill  ooDfeaa  all!  [Stammering  wiih  fear. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Laaka !  what  ails  thee,  man  f 
LA8KA  (pointing  to  Bethlrn). 


Then! 


OLD  BATHORT. 

nodiing!  wheref 


LA8KA. 

HedoeanoCsflAit! 
fttUcB,  tonaent  me  not! 

BSniLEN. 

Soft!  Ronse  him  gent^f 
Re  hath  OQtwatchM  his  hour,  and  half  asleep, 
Willi  eyes  half  open,  mingles  sight  with  dreams. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Ho!  Lsaka!  Don't  you  know  usi  *tk  Badmy 
AodBethlen! 

LASSA  (lecwwtiy  himseff). 

Good  now!  Ha!  ha!  an  excellent  trick. 
Alraid!  Nay,  no  oAenoe;  but  I  must  laugh, 
^t  are  you  sore  now,  that  'tie  you,  yoai«el£ 

RTiiLRif  (AoUw^  np  his  hatd  as  if  to  strike  him). 
Woukbt  be  coDvinced  t 

LABKA. 

No  neerer,  pray!  ooosider ! 
If  it  ahimli  prove  his  ghost,  the  touch  would  fieese  me 
1V> a  iooiib«loD&    No  nearer! 


ThelboliBdmnk! 


LA8KA  (stm  more  recovering). 
Well  now !  I  love  a  brave  man  to  my  heart  • 
I  myself  braved  the  monster,  and  would  fidn 
Have  saved  the  falae  one  fitim  the  fate  ahe  templed 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Fo«,Laskar 

BKTHLEN  '(tO  BaTHORT). 

Mark!  Heaven  grant  it  may  be  so! 
Glycine  T 

LA8KA. 

She !  I  traced  her  by  the  voice. 
Too  11  scarce  believe  me,  when  I  say  I  heard 
The  dose  of  a  song:  the  poor  wretch  had  been 

ringing; 
As  if  she  wish'd  to  ooranUroent  the  war*wo1f 
At  oooe  with  music  ana  a  meal ! 

BXTHLIN  {to  BaTHORT). 

Mari^that! 

LASKA. 

At  the  next  moment  I  beheld  her  running,    - 
Wripging  her  hands  with,  BethltH !  OpoorMdin! 
I  almost  fear,  the  sudden  noise  I  made. 
Rushing  impetuous  through  the  bmke,  alaim'd  her. 
She  stopt,  then  mad  with  fear,  tum'd  round  and  nn 
Into  the  monster's  gripe.    One  piteous  scream 
I  heard.    There  was  no  second~^l — 

BKTHLRN. 

Stop  there! 
Well  spare  your  modesty !  Who  dares  not  honor 
Laska's  bravd  tongue,  and  high  heroic  fimcy  ? 

LABKA. 

You  loo,  Sir  Knight,  have  come  back  safe  and  sound. 
You  play'd  the  hero  at  a  cautious  distance ! 
Or  was  it  that  you  sent  the  poor  girl  forward 
To  stay  die  monster's  stomach  f  Dainties  quickly 
Ptoll  on  the  taste  and  cloy  the  appetite ! 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Laska,  bevrare !  Forget  not  what  thou  art ! 
Shouldst  thou  but  dream  thou  'rt  valiant,  cross  thyBalT 
And  ache  all  over  at  the  dangeroup  fancy! 

LASKA. 

What  Jihen!  you  swell  upon  my  lady's  &vDr, 
High  lords,  and  peiilous  of  one  day's  growth* 
But  other  judges  now  rit  on  the  bench ! 
And  haply,  Laska  hath  found  audience  there, 
Where  to  defend  the  treason  of  a  son 
Might  end  in  lifting  up  both  Son  and  Father 
Still  higher;  to  a  height  from  which  indeed 
You  both  may  drop,  ^t,  spite  of  fitte  and  fbrtime; 
Will  be  secured  fhxm  fidling  to  the  ground. 
Tis  posrible  too,  young  man !  that  royal  Emerick 
At  Laska's  rightfid  suit,  may  make  inquiiy 
By  whom  seduced,  the  maid  so  strangely  missing — 

BKTHLXlf. 

Soft !  my  good  Lsska !  might  it  not  suffice, 
If  to  yourself  being  Lord  Casimir'a  steward, 
I  should  make  record  of  Glycine's  fate  7 

LA8KA. 

Tis  well!  it  shall  content  me !  though  your  fear 
Has  all  the  credit  of  these  lower'd  tones. 

[l%en  very  pampesidy 
First,  we  demand  the  manner  of  her  death  ? 

BRTHLSN. 

Nay!  that's  superfluous!  Have  you  not  just  told  ill 
That  you  yourself  led  by  ilnpetuous  valor,  ^ 
Witneas'd  the  whole  f  My  tale's  of  later  due. 
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After  the  fate,  fiom  which  your  valo^  strove 
fn  vain  to  reecue  the  rash  maid,  I  saw  her! 


Glycine  ? 


LASKA. 


BETHLRV. 

Nay!  Dare  I  accuse  wise  Laska, 
Whose  wonis  find  access  to  a  monarch's  ear» 
or  a  base,  braggart  lie  ?  It  must  have  beea 
Her  spirit  that  appear'd  to  me.    But  haply 
I  come  too  late  ?  It  has  iiself  delivered 
Its  own  commission  to  you? 

OLD  BATHOKT. 

Tis  roost  likely! 
And  the  ghost  doubtless  vanish'd,  when  we  enter^ 
And  found  brave  Leska  staring  wide-— at  nothing  I 

LASKA. 

Tis  well!  YeuVe  ready  wits!  I  shall  report  them, 
With  all  due  honor,  to  his  Miyesty ! 
Treasure  them  iip«  I  pray !  a  certain  person. 
Whom  the  king  flatten  with  his  confidence, 
Tells  you,  his  royal  friend  aslcs  startling  questions ! 
Til  but  a  hint!  And  now  what  says  the  gluist? 

BETHLE.V. 

Listen!  for  thus  it  spake :  **Sarf  thou  to  Lcuka, 
Glyanty  knowing  all  thy  ihougJUs  engrossed 
In  thy  new  qfice  of  king*$fo^  asid  knave, 
Foreaeeifig  thou*U  forget  wlh  ihine  own  hand 
To  make  due  penance  for  the  wr&nge  tkou*H  caiaed  her. 
For  thy  somT^  $afeiy,  doth  coneent  to  take  it 
From  Bethlen's  Ott^rf"— thus.  [BeaU  him  of 

Off!  scoundrel!  off! 
[Laska  rtm$  away, 

■  OLD  BATHOKY. 

The  sadden  swellmg  of  this  shallow  dastaid 

Tells  of  a  recent  storm :  the  first  disruption 

Of  the  black  cloud  that  hangs  and  threatens  o*er  us. 

BETHLEN. 

£'en  this  rapBoves  my  loitering.    Say  wher^  lies 
'The  oratory  f 

OLD  BATH0R7. 

Ascend  yon  flight  of  stain! 
"Midway  the  corridor  a  silver  lamp 
Hangs  o*er  the  entrance  of  Sarolta's  chamber, 
And  facing  it,  the  low-arch'd  oratory ! 
Me  thou 'It  find  watching  at  the  outward  gate : 
For  a  petard  might  bunt  the  bars,  unheard 
By  the  drenched  porter,  and  Sarolta  Hourly 
Expects  Lord  Casimir,  spite  of  Emerick's  message ! 

BKTHLEN. 

There  I  will  meet  you!  And  till  theiTgoed  night! 
Dear  good  old  man,  good  night ! 

OLD  BATUORT. 

O  yet  one  moment ! 
What  I  repell'd,  when  it  did  seem  my  own, 
f  cling  to,  now  'tis  parting-~call  me  father! 
It  can  not  now  mislead  thee.     O  my  son, 
Ere  yet  our  tongues  have  learnt  another  name, 
BetMen ! — say — ^Father  to  me ! 

BETHLEIf. 

Now,  and  for  ever 
My  &ther!  other  sire  than  thou,  on  earth 
I  never  had,  a  dearer  could  not  have ! 
From  the  base  earth  you  raised  me  to  your  arms, 
And  I  would  leap  from  off  a  throne,  and  kneeling, 
A»k  HeavRn't*  hlnsning  from  thy  lips.    My  fiuher! 


BATH6ar. 
Go!Go! 

[Bbthlen  breeze  off  and  exit    BtATBOET  loth 
qffeetionaldy  after  him. 
May  every  star  now  shining  over  as, 
J^  as  an  angel's  eye,  to  watch  and  guard  him . 

[ExU  Bathokt 

Scene  change*  to  a  splendid  Bed-Chanber,  hvn^ 
with  tapestry.  Sarolta  in  an  elegant  Nigkt 
Dress,  and  an  AUendanL 

ATTENDANT. 

We  all  did  love  her,  Madam ! 

sarolta. 

She  deserved  it! 
Luckless  Glycine !  rash,  unhappy  girl ! 
T  was  the  firtt  time  she  e'er  deceived  noe. 

ATTENDANT. 

She  was  in  love,  and  had  she  not  died  thns. 
With  grief  for  Bethlen's  loss,  and  fear  of  Laska, 
She  would  have  pined  herself  lo  death  at  home. 

SAROLTA. 

Has  the  youth's  father  come  bock  fhnn  his  search  ? 

ATTENDANT. 

He  never  will,  I  fear  me,  O  dear  lady ! 

"Riat  Laska  did  so  triumph  o'er  the  old  man — 

It  was  quite  cruel — **You*tt  be  sure,**  said  he, 

^'To  meet  with  part  at  least  of  your  eon  Bethlen, 

Or  the  war-wolf  must  hone  a  quick  digestion  ! 

Croi  Search  the  wood  by  aU  meant!  Go!  I  pray  yon!' 

SAROLTA. 

Inhuman  wretch ! 

ATTENDANT. 

And  old  Bathory  answer'd 
With  a  sad  smile,  **It  is  a  witch* e  prayer, 
And  may  Heaven  read  it  backwards."    Though  ^e 

was  rash, 
'T  was  a  small  fruit  for  such  a  punishment ! 

SAROLTA. 

Nay!  'twas  my  grief,  and  not  my  anger  spoke. 
Small  fault  indeed !  but  leave  me,  my  good  girl ! 
I  feel  a  weight  that  only  prayer  can  lighten. 

[Exit  Attendani 
O  they  were  innocent,  and  yet  have  perish'd 
In  their  May  of  life ;  and  Vice  grows  old  in  triuiopb 
Is  it  Mercy's  hand,  that  for  the  bad  man  hdds  I 

Life's  closing  gate  ? 

Still  passing  thence  petitionary  houra 

To  woo  the  obdurate  spirit  to  repentance  ? 

Or  would  this  chillness  lell  me,  that  ther«  is 

Guilt  too  enormous  to  he  duly  punish'd. 

Save  by  increase  of  guUt  ?  The  Pbwera  of  Evil        i 

Aro  jealous  claimants.     Guilt  too  hath  its  ordeni,       I 

And  Hell  its  own  probation !— Merciful  Hoavcm 

Rather  than  this,  pour  down  upon  thy  suppliant 

Disease,  and  agony,  and  comfortless  want ! 

O  send  us  forth  to  wander  on,  unsbelter'd !  , 

Make  our  food  bitter  with  despised  tean! 

Let  viperous  scorn  hiss  at  us  as  we  pasa! 

Yea,  let  us  sink  down  at  our  enemy's  gate. 

And  beg  forgiveness  and  a  morsel  of  bread ! 

With  all  the  heaviest  worldly  visitations. 

Let  ihe  dire  faihor's  curse  thai  hovers  o'er  us 

Work  out  its  dread  fulfilment,  and  the  spirit 

Of  wrong'd  Kiuprili  be  appeased.    But  only. 

Only,  O  merciful  in  vengeance !  let  not 
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That  plqgae  turn  inward  oft  my  Caaimir's  toul  t 
Scale  Uience  the  fiend  Ambition,  and  reatoro  him 
To  his  own  heart!  O  aave  kim !  Save  my  husband ! 
[During  Ike  latter  part  <f  (Mm  ipetch,  Ehkmick 
comes  forward  from  hu  hiding-piact,  Sarolta 
meing  km,  vfUkotU  reccgmiing  kim. 
In  such  a^pe  a  father's  curse  ahoiud  comA. 

EMXSICK  i(advamemg)>. 
Fear  not! 

8AR0LTA. 

Whoartthout  Robber!  Traitor! 


Friend! 
Who  in  good  hour  hath  startled  these  dark  fancies, 
Rapaciooa  traiion,  that  would  lain  depose 
Joy,  bve,  and  beauty,  from  their  natural  thrones: 
Those  lips,  those  angel  eyes,  that  regal  forehead. 

BAROLTA. 

Strengthen  me.  Heaven !  I  n^ust  not  seem  afraid ! 

[Aside. 
The  king  to-night  then  deigns  to  play  the  masker. 
What  seeks  jrour  Majesty  ? 

KMEKICK. 

Sarolta's  love ; 
And  Emerick's  power  lies  prostrate  at  her  feet 

SAROllTA. 

Heaven  guard  the  soverngn's  power  from  such  de- 
basement ! 
Far  rather,  Sire,  let  it  descend  in  vengeance 
On  the  base  ingrate,  on  the  feithless  slave 
Who  dared  unbar  the  doors  of  these  retirements ! 
For  whom  ?  Has  Casimir  deserved  this  insult? 
0  my  misgiving  heart!  11^-— if^from  Heaven 
Yet  not  fjom  you*  Lord  Emerick ! 


Chiefty  from  me. 
Hat  he  not  Uke  an  ingrate  robb*d  my  court 
Of  Beauty's  star,  and  kept  my  heart  in  darkneas ! 
Fint  then  on  him  I  will  administer  justice — 
If  not  in  mercy,  yet  ialove  and  rapture.  [Seizes  her. 

SAROLTA. 

Help!  Treason!  Help! 

EMKRICX. 

Call  louder!  Scream  again! 
Bore's  none  can  hear  you ! 

8AR0LTA. 

Hear  me,  hear  me,  Heaven ! 

KMERICK. 

Nay,  why  this  rage  7  Who  best  deserves  you  ?  Casimir, 
Eioerick's  bought  implement,  the  jealous  slave 
Tlat  mews  yon  up  with  bolts  and  ban  ?  or  Emerick, 
Who  profiera  you  a  throne  I  Nay,  mine  you  ahall  be. 
Hence  with  this  fond  resistanoe !  Yield ;  then  live 
This  month  a  widow,  and  the  next  a  queen ! 


\StryggUng. 


SAROLTA. 

Vet,  for  one  brief  moment 
Unhand  me,  I  conjure  yon. 

[She  thrcws  Idm  ^  and  rvehes  towarde  a  toSeL 

Emerick  f6doms,  and  as  she  takes  a  dagger ^ 

kegnsp^ii  inker  kand. 

EMERICK. 

Ha!  ha!  a  dagger; 
A  aeemly  ornament  for  a  lady*s  casket ! 
Tie  held,  devotion  is  akin  to  love. 


But  yours  is  tragic !  trOve  in  war!  It  charms  me. 
And  makes  your  beauty  worth  a  king's  ettbraeee ! 

{During  this  speech^  Bkthlen  enters  armetfy, 

BETIIL.EN. 

Ruffian,  forbear^  Turn,  turn  and  front  my  sword ! 

EMERICK 

Pish!  whoiathisf 

BAROLTA. 

O  sleepless  eye  pf  Heaven! 
A  blest,  a  blessed  spirit !  Whence  camest  thou  / 
May  I  still  call  thee  Bethlen  f 

BETIUJBN. 

Ever,  lady. 
Your  faithful  soldier! 

EMERICK. 

Insoleut slave!  Depart! 
Know'sl  thou  not  me  f 


I  know  thou  art  a  villain 
And  coward!  That,  thy  devilish  purpose  marks  thee! 
What  else,  this  lady  must  instruct  my  sword ! 

BAROLTA. 

Monster,  retire !  O  touch  kim  not,  thou  blest  one ! 
This  is  the  hour,  that  HoikIs  and  damned  spiritB 
Do  walk  the  earth,  and  take  what  form  they  list ! 
Yon  devil  hath  assumed  a  king's ! 

BETNLEN. 

Usurp'd  it! 

EMERICK. 

The  king  will  play  the  devil  with  thee  indeed ! 
But  that  I  mean  to  hear  thee  howl  on  the  rack, 
I  would  debase  this  sword,  and  kiy  thee  prostrate, 
At  this  thy  paramour's  feet ;  then  drag  her  forth 
Stain'd  with  adulterous  blood,  and  [Then  to  Sarolta 

— Mark  you,  traitress ! 
Strumpeted  first,  then  tum'd  adrift  to  beggary ! 
Thou  prayed'st  fbr't  too. 

BAROLTA. 

Thou  art  so  fiendish  wicked. 
That  in  thy  blasphemies  I  scarce  hear  thy  threats. 

BETHLEN 

Lady,  be  calm !  fear  not  this  kinf^  of  the  buskin ! 
A  king?  Oh  laughter!  A  king  Bajozet! 
That  from  some  vagrant  actor's  tyring-room, 
Hath  stolen  at  once  his  8i)ecch  and  crown ! 

EMERICK. 

Ah!  treasQo! 
Thou  hast  been  lesson'd  and  trick'd  up  for  this ! 
As  surely  as  the  wax  on  thy  death-warrant 
Shall  take  the  impression  of  this  royal  Mgnet, 
So  plain  thy  face  hath  ta'en  the  mask  of  rebel !     ' 
[Emerick  paints  kin  hand  ha*>phlUy  towards  Bet»> 
LEN,  who  catching  a  sight  of  iite  signet,  seixes 
kis  hand  and  eagerly  observes  the  signet,  then 
flings  the  hand  back  wUk  indignant  joy. 

'  BETHLEN. 

It  must  be  so!  T is  e'en  the  counterpart! 

But  with  a  foul  usurping  cipher  on  it ! 

The  light  hath  flash'd   from  Heaven,  and  I  mtM 

follow  it ! 
O  curst  usurper !  O  thou  brother-murderer ! 
That  madest  a  star-bright  queen  a  fugitive  widow! 
Who  fill'st  the  land  with  cunies,  being  thyself 
All  curses  in  one  tyrant !  see  and  tremble ! 
This  ia  Kiuprili's  sword  that  now  hangs  o'er  thee! 
Kiuprili's  blasting  curse,  that  from  its  point 
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Sho0ta  lightning!  at  diee!  Hark !  in  Andreas*  name. 

Heir  of  his  vengeance  f  hell-hound  !  I  defy  thee. 
[They  fghl*  and  jutl  tu  Cmerick  is  dimrmed,  in 
rush  Casimir,  Old  Bathory,  and  aUtndanls, 
Casimir  runs  in  bettoeen  the  combalanis,  and 
parts  ihem :  in  the  struggle  Bethun's  tword 
is  thrown  down. 

CASIMIR. 

The  king  disarm'd  too  i)y  a  stranger!  Speak! 
What  may  this  mean  7 

EMERICK. 

Deceived,  dishonofd'Iord ! 
Ask  thou  yon  fair  adultress !  She  will  tell  thee 
A  tale,  which  wouldst  thou  be  both  dupe  and  traitor, 
Thou  wilt  believe  against  thy  friend  and  sovereign ! 
Thou  art  present  now,  und  a  friend's  duty  ceases : 
To  thine  own  justice  leave  1  thine  own  wrongs. 
Of  half  thy  vengeance,  I  perforce  must  rob  thee. 
For  that  the  sovereign  claims.    To  thy  allegiance 
I  now  commit  this  traitor  and  assassin. 

[7*hen  to  the  AUendants. 
Hence  with  him  te.the  dungeon !  and  t04M»rrow, 
Ere  the  sun  rises, — ^hark !  your  heads  or  his! 

BETHLBN. 

Can  Hell  work  miracles  to  mode  Heaven's  juslioer 

El^RRICK. 

Who  Speaks  to  him  dies !  The  traitor  that  has  menaced 
His  king;  must  not  pollute  the  breathing  air, 
£ven  with  a  word ! 

CASIMIR  (to  Bathory). 

Hence  wiih  him  to  the  dungeon! 

[Exit  BETtiLKN,  hurried  off  hy  Baihory  and 
Attendants. 

.F.MKR1CK. 

We  hunt  to-morrow  in  your  upland  (brest : 

Thou  (to  Casimir)  wilt  aiiend  us:  and  wilt  then 

explain 
This  sudden  and  most  fortunate  arrival. 

[Exit  EuERiCK  ;  manent  Casimir  and  Sa&olta. 

SAROLTA. 

My  lord !  my  husband !  look  wliose  sword  lies  yonder! 
[Pointing  to  the  moord  which  Bkthlen  had  been 

difarmed  of  by  the  Atlendants. 
It  is  Kiuprili's;  Cnfimir,  'tis  Ihy  father's! 
And  wielded  by  a  niripling's  arm,  it  baffled. 
Tea,  fell  like  Heaven's  own  lightnings  on  that  Tar^ 

quin. 

•  CASIMIR. 

Hush !  hush !  [In  an  under  toice. 

I  had  detected  ere  liefl  the  city 
The  tyrant's  curst  intent.     I^owd,  damn*d  ingrate ! 
For  him  did  I  bring  do\vn  a  father's  curse ! 
Swifl,  swifl  must  be  our  means !  To-morrow's  sun 
Sets  on  Ills  fate  or  mine !  O  blest  Saroltat 

[Embracing  her. 
No  other  prayer,  late  |)enitent,  dare  I  ofler, 
But  that  ihy  spotless  virtues  may  prevail 
O'er  Casimir's  crimes  and  dread  Kiuprili's  cun&l 

[Exeunt  cone^lting. 


Enter  Lord  Rupolpb. 

Well  met.  Lord  Rudolph! 

Your  whisper  was  not  lost  vpoo  my  ear. 
And  Idare  tniA — 

LORD  ^UDOLPB. 

Enough!  the  time  is  precious ! 
You  left  Temevwar  late  on  yester-eyet   ' 
And  sqjoum'd  there  aoroe  houiat 

CABIMIR. 

I  did  so! 

LORD  R17D0LPB. 

,    Heard  yoD 
Aught  of  a  hunt  preparing! 

CA8IMIR. 

Yes ,'  and  met 
The  asaembled  huntsmen  I 

LORD  RUDOLPH. 

Was  there  no  word  giTent 

CASIMIR. 

The  word  for  me  was  this  ;-r-The  royal  Leepard 
Chases  thy  ndOtHwhite  dedicated  Hind. 

LORD  RtTDOLPH. 

Your  answer  t 

CASIMIR. 

As  the  word  proves  fidae  or  tme. 
Will  Casimir  cross  the  hunt,  or  join  the  huntsmen! 

LORD  RtTDOLPH. 

The  event  redeem'd  their  pledge  f 

Casimir. 

It  did.  and  (faerdora 
HaTe  I  sent  back  both  pledge  and  invitation. 
The  spotless  Hind  hath  fled  to  them  for  shelter. 
And  bears  with  her  my  seal  of  fellowship! 

[They  take  han^  etc. 

LORD  RUDOLPH. 

But  Emerick !  how  when  you  reported  to  him 
Sarolla's  disappearance;  and  the  flight 
Of  Bethlen  with  his  guards? 

CABIMIR. 

0  he  received  it 
As  evidence  of  their  mutual  guilt :  in  fine. 
With  cozening  warmth  condoled  with,  and  dismisi^d 
me. 

LORD  RUDOLPH. 

I  enter'd  as  the  door  was  closing  on  you : 

His  eye  was  fix'd,  yet  seem'd  lo  follow  yoo. 

With  such  a  look  of  hate,  and  acorn  and  triumph. 

As  if  he  had  you  in  the  toils  already, 

And  were  thon  chooaing  where  to  stab  you  first 

But  hush !  draw  back ! 

CASIMIR. 

This  nook  iaat  tfao  &zlhcat 
FVom  any  beaten  track. 

LORD  RUDOLPH. 

*niefe!  maik  them! 
[Pomis  to  where  Labka  amd  FmrrAum  crost 
IkeSlage. 

CAIIHIR. 


ACT  rv, 

SCENE  I. 

A  Glade  m  a  Wood, 

Enter  Casimjh,- looking  anxiously  around. 

CASIMIR. 

Thia  needs  must.bc  the  spot !  O,  here  he  comea ! 


LORD  RUDOLPH. 

One  of  the  two  I  recognized  this  moraiiig ; 
His  name  is  Pestalutz :  a  trusty  ruffian. 
Whose  ftco  is  prologue  still  to  some  dark  mtuoet 
Beware  no  stratagem,  no  trick  o^'  message. 
Dispart  yoii  from  your  servants. 

CA81MIR  \aside). 

I  deserve  it 
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Tie  comrade  of  that  ruffian  is  my  •ervant ; 
The  one  I  tniated  moat  and  moat  preferr'd. 
But  we  miwt  port.     Wliat  makea  the  fdng  so  laCe  t 
li  waa  hia  wont  to  be  an  eaf-iy  stirrer. 

I^RD  KUDOI^H. 

And  hia  main  policy 
Tu  enthral  the  sluggard  nature  in  ourBelvea 
b,  in  good  truth,  the  better  half  df  (he  iecret 
To  enthral  the  world  :  for  the  will  governs  all. 
See,  the  aky  lowen  f  the  croea-winda  way wardly 
Chase  the  iiantastie  masses  of  the  clouds 
With  a  wild  mockery  a€  the  coming  himt ! 

Ci^SIMIl. 

Mark  yonder  mass!  I  make  it  wear  the  shape 
Of  a  huge  ram  that  butta  with  head  depneas'd. 

UOMD  RUDOLPH  (tmiling). 
Belike,  some  stray  sheep  of  the  oozy  flock. 
Which,  if  herds  Ue  not,  the  Sea-abepherds  tend, 
Giaueua  or  Proteus.     Bat  my  fiuicy  shapes  it 
A  monster  oouchuit  on  a  rocky  ahelf. 

CASIMIIL 

Mark  too  the  edgea  of  the  lurid  maas — 
Restleaa.  as  if  aome  idly-vexing  Sprite, 
Oa  swift  wing  coasting  by,  wiih  techy  hand 
Pluck'd  at  the  ringlets  of  the  vaporous  Fleece. 
These  are  sure  signs  of  conflict  nigh  -at  hand, 
And  elemental  war ! 

[A  tingle  Trumpet  heard  at  a  distance, 

LORD  RUDOLPH. 

That  single  blast 
Araioancea  that  the  tyrant's  pawing  courier 
Neigha  at  the  gate  [A  valhy  of  Trumpets. 

Hark !  now  the  king  cvinea  forth .' 
For  ever  midst  this  crssh  of  horns  and  clarions 
He  mounts  his  steed,  which  proudly  rears  an-end 
While  h«  lo^ks  pound  at  ease,  i^nd  scans  the  crowd, 
Vain  of  his  stately  form  and  hocsemanship ! 
I  must  away !  my  absence  may  be  noticed. 

CA8IMIR. 

Oft  as  thot)  canst,  essay  to  lead  the  hunt 
Hard  by  the  forest  skirts ;  and  ere  high  noon 
Expect  our  sworn  confederafes  from  Temeswar. 
I  tnist,  ere  yet  this  clouded  sun  slopes  westward. 
That  £merick's  death,  or  Casimir's,  will  appease 
The  manes  of  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili ! 

[Exit  RuDouPH  and  manet  Casimir. 
The  traitor,  Lsaka! 


And  yet  Saioka,  simple,  inexperienced. 

Could  see  him  as  he  waa,  and  often  wam*d  me. 

Whence  leam'd  she  this  ? — O  sbe  was  innocent ! 

And  to  be  iniiocent  is  nature's  wiadom '. 

The  fledge-dove  knows  the  prowlers  of  the  air, 

FeaKd  soon  as  seen,  and  flutters  back  to  shelter. 

And  the  young  steed  recoils  upon  his  haunches. 

The  never-yet-seen  adder's  hiss  first  heard. 

0  surer  than  Suspicion's  hundred  eyes 

la  that  fine  sense,  which  to  the  pure  in  heart, 

By  mere  oppugnancy  of  their  own  goodness. 

Reveals  the  approach  of  evil.    Casimir ! 

0  fool !  O  parricide!  through  yon  wood  didst  thou, 

With  fire  and  sword,  punue  a  patriot  father, 

A  widow  and  an  orphan.     Daresi  thou  then 

<Cane-laden  wretch),  put  forth  these  hands  to 

llie  ark,  all  sacred,  of  thy  eomitry's  cause! 

look  down  in  pity  on  thy  sen,  Kiuprili ; 

And  let  this  deep  abhorrence  of  his  crime, 


Unstain'd  with  selfish  fears,  be  his  atonement ! 

0  strengthen  him  to  nobler  compensation 
In  the  deliverance  of  his  bleeding  country ! 

[Exit  Casimik. 

Seeneekangeaiotiemoutkof  a  Cmfem,  as  in  Act  XL 
Zapolya  and  Glycine  discovered. 

ZAPOLYA« 

Our  friend  is  gona  to  seek  some  safer  cave. 
Do  not  then  leave  me  long  alone,  Glycine ! 
Having  enjoy'd  thy  commune,  loneliness. 
That  but  oppressed  me  hitherto^  now  scares. 

GLYCINE. 

1  shall  know  Bethlen  at  the  furthest  dismnce. 
And  the  same  moment  I  descry  him^  bidy, 
I  will  return  to  you.  [ExU  Glycini. 

Enter  Old  Bathory,  qteaking  as  he  enters. 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Who  hears?  A  friend.' 
A  messenger  from  him  who  bean  the  signet ! 

[Zapolya,  who  had  been  gazing  affectionately  after 
Glycine,  starts  at  Bathgry's  voice. 
He  hath  the  wateh-word  !— Art  thou  not  Bathoiy? 

OLD  bathory. 

0  noble  iRdy !  greetings  from  youx  son ! 

[Bathory  huils 

EAPOLYA. 

Rise  •  rise!  Or  shall  I  rather  kneel  beside  thee» 
And  call  down  blessings  from  the  wealth  of  Heaven 
Upon  thy  honor'd  head  ?  When  thou  last  saw'st  me 

1  would  full  &in  have  knelt  to  thee,  and  could  not. 
Thou  dear  old  man !  How  oA  since  then  in  dreoma 
Have  I  done  worship  to  thee,  as  an  angel 
Bearing  my  helpless  babe  upon  thy  wings! 

OLD  bathory. 
Q  he  was  bom  to  honor !  Gallant  deeds 
And  perilous  hath  he  wrought  since  ycster^ve. 
Now  from  Temeswar  (for  to  him  was  Irtisted 
A  life,  save  thine,  the  dearest)  he  hastes  hither— 

ZAPOLYA. 

Lady  Sarolta  mean'st  thou  7 

oux  bathory. 

She  is  safe. 
The  royal  brute  hath  overleapt  his  prey. 
And  when  he  tuni'd,  a  sworded  Virtue  faced  htm, 
My  own  brave  boy— O  pardon,  noble  lady ! 
Your  son— — 

zapolya. 
Hark!  Is  it  her 

OIJ>  BATHORY. 

I  hear  a  voice 
Toohdarse  for  Belhlen's!  T  was  his  scheme  and  hopeb 
I/mg  ere  the  hunters  could  appnwch  the  forest. 
To  have  led  you'  hence. — Retire. 

ZAPOLYA.    . 

0  life  of  terrors! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Tn  the  cave's  mouth  we  have  such 'vantage-ground 
That  even  this  old  arm — 

[Exeunt  Zapolya  and  Bathory  into  tie  Cam. 

Enter  Labka  and  Psn  alutz. 

LASKA. 

Not «  step  further! 

PEffPALITPZ. 

DoBtard !  was  this  your  promise  to  the  kingt 
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I  have  falfiird  his  orders ;  have  walk'd  with  ynu 
As  with  a  friend  ;  have  pointed  out  Lord  Caaimir : 
And  now  I  leave  yoa  to  t^ke  care  of  him. 
For  the  king's  purpoies  are  doubtleai  friendly. 

PE8TALUTZ  {ofecUng  tb  «tarO« 
Be  (m  your  guard,  man ! 

LASKA  (m  affright^ 

Ha!  what  now f 

rSBTALITTZ. 

Behind  yon 
Twafl  one  of  Satan's  imps,  that  grinned,  and  threat- 

enM  you 
For  your  most  impudent  hope  to  cheat  his  master ! 

LA8KA. 

^Iriiaw !  What,  you  think-  'tis  fear  that  makes  me 
leave  you  f 

FESTALUTZ. 

fs't  not  enough  to  play  the  knave  lo  others, 
Bat  thou  must  lie  to  thine  own  heart  t 

LAfiKA  {pompcudy). 
Friend !  Laska  will  be  found  at  his  Own  post, 
Watching  elsewhere  for  the  king's  interest 
There 's  a  rank  (dot  that  Laska  must  hunt  down, 
Twixt  Bedilen  and  Glycine ! 

nsTALiTTZ  {with  a  sneer). 

Whift!  the  giri 
Whom  Laska  eaw  the  war-wolf  tear  in  pieces  t 

LA9KA  '{throwing  down  a  haw  and  arrows). 
Well !  there's  my  arms !  Hark!  shotld  your  javelin 

(kil  you, 
These  points  ane  lipt  with  vcnoo;i. 

[Sfarfs  and  seeg  Gltcine  wiihouL 
By  Heaven !  Glycine ! 
Now«  as  yoiu  kive  the  king,  help  me  to  seize  her! 

\Thtii  run  out  o/^er  Glycine,  and  she  akridcs  wiOi- 
out :  then  enter  Bathort  from  the  Caxerru 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Rest,  lady,  rest!  I  ieel  in  every  sinew 

A  yonng  man's  strength  returning !  Which  way  went 

they! 
The  shriek  came  thence. 

[Clash  of  twordst  and  Bicthlen's  voice  heard  from 
behind  the  Scenes ;  Glycine  enters  alarmed  ; 
then,  OB  seeing  Laska'b  bow  and  arrows. 

glycine. 
Ha !  weapons  here  ?  Then,  Bethlen,  thy  Glycine 
Will  die  with  thee  or  save  thee ! 

[She  seizes  ihem  and  rushes  out  Bathort /oOoiou^ 
her.  lAvdy  and  irregular  Music,  and  Peasants 
with  hunting-^iears  cross  the  stage,  singing  cho- 
rally. 

CHORAL  SONG. 

Up,  up !  ye  dames,  ye  lasses  gay ! 
To  the  meadows  trip  away.  ^ 

Tis  you  must  tend  the  flocks  this  mora, 
'       And  scare  the  small  birds  from  the  oonL 
Mot  a  soul  at  home  may  stay : 

For  the  shepherds  must  go 

With  lance  and  bow 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  to-day. 

lieave  the  hearth  and  leave  the  houae 
To  the  cricket  and  the  moose : 


Find  grannam  out  a  sunny  seat,' 
With  babe  and  lambkin  at  her  feeL 
Not  a  soul  at  home  may  siay : 

For  the  shepherds  must  go 

With  lance  and  bew 
To  hunt  the  wolf  in  the  woods  Uniay. 

Reenter,  as  the  Huntsmen  passoff,  Bathort,  Bbthlcii 

and  Glycine. 

OLYCiNE  (leaning  on  Bethlbh). 
And  now  onoe  more  a  woman 

BETHLEN. 

Was  it  then 
That  timid  eye,  was  it  those  maiden  hands 
That  sped  the  shafl  which  saved  me  and  avenged  me  f 

OLD  BATHORT  (fo  ^ETRLEN  eguUingl^ 

'Twas  a  vision  blazon'd  on  a  cloud 
By  lightning,  shaped  into  a  passionate  scheme 
Of  life  and  death !  I  saw  the  traitor,  Laska, 
Stoop  and  snatch  up  the  javelin  of  his  comrade ; 
The  point  was  at  your  back,  when  her  shaft  reach  d 

him 
The  coward  tumM,  and  at  the  self-same  instant 
The  bmver  villain  fell  beneath  your  sword. 

Enter  Zapolta. 

ZAPOLYA. 

Bethlen !  my  child !  and  safe  too  f 

BETHLEN. 

Mother!  i^oeen! 
Royal  Zapolya !  name  roe  Andreas ! 
Nor  blame  thy  son,  if  being  a  king,  he  yet 
Hath  made  his  oMm  arm,  minister  of  his  justioe 
So  do  the  Gods  who  lanch  the  thunderbolt! 

ZAPOLTA. 

O  Raab  Kiuprili !  Friend!  Protector!  Guide' 
In  vain  we  trench'd  the  altar  round  with  waters 
A  fUish  from  Heaven  hath  touch'd  the  hidden  incense— 

BETHLEN  {hastily). 
And  that  majestic  form  that  stood  beside  the^ 
Was  Raab  Kiuprili ! 

ZAPOLTA. 

It  was  Raab  Kiuprili ; 
As  cure  as  ibxm  art  Andreas,  and  the  king. 

OLD  BATHORT. 

Hail  Andreas!  hail  my  king!  [Triun^hanAj 

ANDRBAI. 

Stop,  thoa  ravend  susl 
Lest  we  ofiend  the  jealoui  destinies 
By  shouts  ere  victory.    Deem  it  then  thy  duty 
To  pay  this  homage,  when  'tia  mine  to  daim  it 


GLTCINE. 

Accept  thine  iiand-maid's  service ! 


[Knedisg 


ZAPOLTA 

Raise  her,  son! 

0  raise  her  to  thine  arms !  she  saved  thy  life. 
And  through  her  love  for  theei  she  savdd  thy  mother's 
Hereafler  thou  shalt  know,  that  this  dear  maid 
Hath  other  and  hereditary  claims 

Upon  thy  heart,  and  with  Heaven-guarded  insdiiet 
But  carried  on  the  work  her  sire  began ! 

ANDRBA& 

Dear  maid !  more  dear  thou  canst  not  be !  the  nsl 
Shall  make  my  loVe  religion.    Haste  we  heoee; 
For  as  I  reach'd  the  skirts  of  this  high  fbreat, 

1  heard  the  noise  and  uproar  of  the  chase. 
Doubling  its  echoes  from  Ae  moontain  foot 
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GLTCIIfX. 

Bark !  ■ore  the  hunt  approaches. 

[Hiorn  wUkoutt  and  afitrwcadi  diMant  thunder. 

ZAP'OLTA. 

OKiapriU! 

OLD  BATHORT. 

The  demon-hunten  of  the  middle  air 
Are  in  foil  cry,  and  scare  with  arrowy  fire 
The  guilty !  Hark!  now  here,  now  there,  a  horn 
Swelk  singly  with  irregular  blast!  the  tempest 
Has  scatter'd  them! 

{Honu  heard  09  fifm^^itfetafiifieBtAmdutanet, 

ZAPOLTJU 

O  Heavens!  where  staya  Kiuprili? 

OLD  BATHORY. 

The  wood  will  he  sunonnded !  leaTe  me'  here. 

ANDRKA& 

My  mother !  let  ma  see  thtA  once  in  safety, 
I  too  will  hasten  back,  with  lightning's  speed. 
To  seek  the  hero !  . 


rn 


him  safe 


OLD  BATHOET. 

Haste!  niy  life  upon  it, 


ANDRBAB  {fkitnder  agqiny. 

Ha!  what  a  crash  was  there! 
Heaven  seems  to  claim  a  mightier  criminal 

[Pointing  voillund  to  the  body  rf  Pebtalutz. 
Than  yon  vile  subaltern. 

zapolta. 

Your  behest,  High  Powers, 
Low  I  obey !  to  the  appoipted  spirit, 
That  hath  so  long  kept  watch  round  this  drear  cavern. 
In  fervent  faith,  Kiuprili,  I  intrust  thee ! 

[Exeiau  Zapolya,  Andreas,  and  Glycine, 
Andreas  having  in  Jiatie  dropt  hit  itoord. 
Manet  Bathory. 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Ton  bleedipg  corse,  {pointing  to  Pbstalutz*8  hodi/) 

may  worb  us  mischief  still : 
Once  seen,  Hwill  rouse  alarm  and  crowd  the  hunt 
From  ail  ports  towards  this  spot.    Stript  of  its  armor, 
111  drag  it  hither. 

[Eaat  Bathory.    After  a  tehOe  $everdl  Httnters 
arose  the  stage  as  seattered  Some  time  after ^ 
enter  Kiupruli  in  his  disguise,  fainting  with 
,  fatigue^  and  as  pursued. 
RAAB  KIUPRILI  {throwing  €§  his  disguise). 
Since  Heaven  alon^  oon  save  me.  Heaven  alone 
Shall  be  my  trust. 

[lien  speaking  as  to  Zapolya  in  the  Caeem. 
Haste !  haste !  Zapolya,  flee ! 
{Ik  enters  the  Cavern^  and  then  rHUms  in  alarm. 
Gone !  Seized  perhaps  ?  Oh  no,  let  me  not  perish 
Despairing  of  Heaven's  justice !  Faint,  disarmed, 
Each  sinew  powerless,  senseless  rock  sustain  me ! 
T%ou  art  parcel  of  my  native  lond. 

[Then  observing  the  swOrd. 
A  sword!         ^^ 
Ha!  and  my  sword!  Zapolya  hath  escaped, 
The  murderers  are  baffled,  and  there  lives 
An  Andreas  to  avenge  Kiuprili's  fall ! — 
lliere  ivas  a  time,  when  this  dear  sword  did  flash 
As  dreadful  as  the  Btorm-fire  fh>m  mine  arroe : 
I  can  scarce  raise  it  now — yBi  come,  fell  tyrant ! 
And  bring  with  thee  my  shame  and  bitter  anguish. 
To  end  his  work  and  thine !  Kiuprili  now 
Can  Idle  the  death-blow  as  a  soMier  should. 


Reenter  Bathory,  mtk  the  dead  iody  of  Pkbtaldtb. 

old  batho&y. 
Poor  tool  and  victim  of  another's  guilt ! 
Thou  fbllow'st  heavily :  a  reluct^t  weight ! 
Good  truth,  it  is  an  undeserved  honor 
That  in  Zapolya  and  Kiuprili's  cave 
A  wretch  like  thee  should  find  a  burial-place. 

[TTien  observing  KiOPRiu. 
Tis  he! — ^in  Andreas*  and  Zapolya's  name 
Follow  me,  reverend  form  7  Thou  needst  not  ipeok, 
For  thou  canst  be  no  other  thou  Kiuprili ! 

KIUPRILI. 

And  ore  they  safe  f  [Noise  withoML 

old  bathory. 

Ckmoeol  yomaelC  my  liOid. 
I  will  mislead  them! 

KlUPttJLI. 

Is  Zapolya  safe} 

OLD  BATHORY. 

I  doubt  it  not ;  but  haste,  haste,  I  cot^nre  yon! 

[As  he  retiree,  in  rushes  Cabwik. 
CASiMiR  (entering). 

Monster! 
Tlioa  shalt  not  now  escape  me ! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Stop,  Lord  Caaioihr! 
It  is  no  monster. 

CASIMIR. 

Art  thou  too  a  traitor? 
Is  this  the  place  where  Emerick's  murderers  lurk  ? 
Say  where  is  he  that,  trick'd  in  this  disguise. 
First  lured  me  on,  then  scared  my  dastard  followers  f 
Thou  must  have  seen  him.  Say  where  is  th'  assasmn? 
OLD  BATHORY  (pointing  to  the  body  of  Pestalittz). 
There  lies  the  assassin !  slain  by  that  same  sword 
That  was  descending  on  his  curst  employer, 
When  entering  thou  beheld'st  Sarolta  rescued ! 

CASIMIR. 

Strange  providence !  what  then  was  he  who  fled  mef 
[Bathory  points  to  the  Cavern,  whence  Kiupriu 
advances. 
Thy  looks  spealt  fearful  things!  Whither,  old  man ! 
Would  thy  hand  point  me  ? 

OLD  bathory. 

Casimir,  to  thy  fiither. 
CASIMIR  {discovering  Kiuprili). 
The  curse!  the  curse-!  Open  and  swallow  roe. 
Unsteady  earth !  Fall,  dizzy  rocks !  and  hide  me ! 

OLD  bathory  {to  Kiuprili). 
Speak,  speak,  my  Lord ! 

kiuprili  (lidds  out  the  sword  to  Bathory). 

Bid  him  fulfil  his  work! 

.  CASIMIR. 

Thou  art  Heaven's  immediate  minister,  dread  spirit ! 
O  for  sweet  mercy,  take  some  other  form. 
And  save  me  from  perdition  and  despair ! 

OLD  bathory. 
He  lives ! 

CASIMIR. 

Lives !  A  &ther's  curse  con  never  die ! 

KIUPRILI  {in  a  tone  of  pUy), 
OCoaimir!  Casimir! 

OLD  BATHORY. 

Look !  he  doth  forgive  you ! 
Hark!  'tis  the  ^r^'s  voice. 

[Emerick's  voice  wUhm 
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CASIMIR. 

I  kneel,  I  kneel ! 
Retract  thy  cnoe !  O,  by  my  mother's  aahei, 
Have  pity  on  thy  self-abhorring  child ! 
If  not  for  me,  yet  for  my  innocent  wife. 
Yet  for  my  country's  sake,  give  my  am  strength. 
Permitting  me  again  te  call  thee  fiither ! 

KIUPaiLL 

Son,  I  forgive  thee !  Take  thy  lather's  sword ; 
When  thou  shalt  lifl  it  in  thy  countiy's  cauue. 
In  that  same  instant  doth  thy  fiither  bless  thee ! 

[KiuPHiLi  and  Casim ir  embrace ;  they  aU  retire 
to  the  Cavern  euj^mrting  Kiuprili.  Casimir 
as  by  aoddent  drcps  Atf  robe^  and  Bathory 
tkrotot  ii  over  the  body  of  PiSTALtrrz." 
XMBRICK  {entering). 
Fools!  Cowards!  follow— or  by  Hell  1*11  make  you 
Find  reason'  to  fear  EmericlL  more  than  all 
The  mumroer-fiendii  that  ever  masqueraded 
Aa  gods  or  wood-ciymphs ! — 

Then  sees  the .  body  of  Pestalutz,  covered  by 
Casimir's  eioak. 

Ha !  'tis  done  then ! 
Our  necessary  villain  hath  proyed  faithful, 
And  there  lies  Casimir,  and  our  latt  fears ! 

WeU !— Ay,  weU ! 

And  is  it  not  well  ?  For  though  grafted  on  us. 
And  fill'd  too  with  our  sap,  tMe  deadly  power 
Of  the  parent  poiaon-tree  lurk'd  in  its  fibres : 
There  was  too  much  of  Raab  Kiuprili  in  him: 
Hie  old  enemy  look'd  at  me  in  his  face, 
£'en  when  his  words  did  flatter  me  with  duty.  , 

[A$  £merick  moves  towards  the  body,  enter  from 
the  Owem  Casuur  and  Bathory. 

OLD  BATHORY  {poinHng  to  where  the  noise  is,  gnd  aiide 

to  Casimir). 
This  way  they  oome ! 

CASIMIR  {aside  to  Bathory). 

Hold  them  in  check  awhile. 
The  path  is  iumtow  !  Rudolph  will  assist  thee. 

SMKRICK  {aside,  not  perceiving  CkBimK  and  Bathory, 
and  looking  at  the  dead  body). 

And  ere  I  ring  the  alarum  of  my  sorrow, 

1*11  scan  that  face  once  more,  and  raunnur — Here 

lies  Casimir,  the  last  of  the  Kiuprilis ! 

[Uncovers  the  face,  and  starts. 
Hell!  'tisFsslaluiz! 

CASIMIR  {coming  forward). 

Yes,  thou  ingraie  £raerick ! 
Tis  Pestalutz!  *tis  thy  trusty  murderer! 
To  qoeU  thee  mere,  see  Raab  Kiuprili's  sword ! 

KMERICK. 

Cunes  on  it,  and  thee!  Think'st  thou  that  petty  omen 
Dara  whisper  fear  lo  £merick's  destiny  f 
Ho!  Treason!  Treason!. 

CASrHIR. 

Then  have  at  thee,  tyrant! 
[TheyfghL    EMERiCKfaUs. 

KMERICK. 

Betray'd  and  bafflod 

By  mine  own  tool ! Oh !  .  [Dies. 

CASIMIR  {triwi^phandy). 

Hear,  hear,  my  father! 
Thou  shouldst  have  witness'd  thine  own  deed.    O 

father! 
Wake  from  that  envious  swoon!  The  tyrant's  fidlen! 
Tby  sworI  hath  conquered !  As  I  lifM  it. 


Thy  blessing  did  indeed  descend  upon  me ; 
Dislodging  the  dread  cune.    It  flew  forth  fiom  me 
And  lighted  on  the  tyrant ! 

Enter  Rudolph,  Bathory,  aitd  AUendatdM. 

RUDOLPH  and  bathory  {entering). 

Friends !  friends  to  Cawttir 

casimir. 
Rejoice,  lUyrians !  the  usurper's  fallen. 

RUDOLPH. 

So  parish  tyrants!  soendusnipaliflQ! 

CAsnnR. 
Bear  hence  the  body,  and  move  sfewly  on ! 
One  momgnt 

Devoted  to  a  joy,  that  bears  no  witness, 
I  follow  you,  and  we  will  greet  our  countrymen 
With  the  two  best  and  fullest  gifb  of  Heaven — 
A  tyrant  follen,  a  patriot  chief  restored ! 

[Exeunt  Casimir  into  the  Cavern.    The  rest  on 
the  opposite  side. 

Scene  diqnges  to  a  iplendid- Chamber  in  Casuor's 
Casde.   Confederates  discovered. 

FIRST  confederate. 

It  cannot  but  succeed,  friends^    From  this  palace 
E'en  to  the  wood,  our  messengers  a^e  posted 
With  such  short  interspace,  that  fast  as  sound 
Can  travel  to  us,  we  shall  learn  the  event ! 

Enter  another  Confederate. 
What  tidings  from  Temeswarl 

•  SECOND  CONFEDERATE. 

With  one  voice 
Th'  assembled  chieflains  have  deposed  the  ^rnuU: 
He  is  proclaim'd  the  public  enemy. 
And  the  protection  of  the  law  vdthdrawn. 

FIRST  CONFEDERATE. 

Just  doom  for  him,  who  governs  without  law  ? 
Is  it  known  on  whom  the  sov'reignty  will  foil  f 

SECOND  CONFEDERATE. 

Nothing  is  yet  decided :  but  report , 

Pbints  to  Lord  Casimir.    The  grateful  memoiy 

Of  iiis  renowned  fother 

Enter  Sarolta. 

Hail  to  Sarolta. 

SAROLTA. 

Confederate  friends !   I  bring  to  you  a  joy 
Worthy  our  noble  cause !  KiuprQi  lives. 
And  from  his  obscure  exile,  hath  retum'd 
To  bless  our  countiy.    More  and  greater  tidings 
Might  I  disclose ;  but  that  a  woman's  voice 
Would  mar  the  wondrous  tale.   Wait  we  for  him 
The  partner  of  the  glory — Raab  Kiuprili ; 
For  he  alone  is  worthy  to  announce  it 

[Shouts  of  "  Kiuprili,  Kiuprili !"  and  -The  Tyrant's 

fallen !"  without.  Then  enter  Kiuprili,  Casimtk. 
^       Rudolph,  Bathory,  and  Attendants,  after  tht 

damar  has  subsided 

RAAB  KIUPRIU. 

Spare  yet  your  joy,  my  friends !  A  higher  waits  you 
Behold  your  Queen ! 

Enter  from  opposite  side,  Zapolya  and  Andreas 
royally  attired,  with  GLVCiNSi 

confederates. 
Comes  she  from'heSven  to  bless  nsi 
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f  AFOLTA. 

Hmven's  work  of  graoe  ii  foil ! 
Krapfili,  thoa  art  wa&l 

KAAB  KIUPRIU.  ' 

Royal  Zapolya! 
To  the  lieavenly  powera,  pay  'we  our  duty  fint ; 
Who  not  alone  pwierred  thee,  but  for  thee 
And  for  our  coantry,  the  one  precious  branch 
Of  Andrea**  royal  house.    O  countrymen, 
BefaoM  your  King !  And  thank  our  oountiys  genius, 
That  the  same  means  which  have  preserred  our 

sOToreign, 
Have  likewise  rear*d  him  worthier  of  the  duone 
By  virtue  than  fay  birth.    The  undoabted  prooia 
Pledged  by  his  royal  mother,  and  thii  olid  man 
(WhOBs  name  hencefiurth  be  dear  to  all  llljrrians). 
We  haste  to  lay  befiwe  the  assembled  coundL 


Hail,  Andreas !  Hail,  lUyria's  rightful  king ! 

ANDREAS. 

Supported  thus,  O  fiiends !  'twere  cowardice 

Unworthy  of  a  royal  birth,  to  shrink 

FicMD  the  appointed  charge.    Ybt,  while  we  wait 

The  awful  sanction  of  convened  Illyria, 

In  this  brief  while,  O  let  me  feel  myself 

The  child,  the  friend,  the  debtor! — Heroic  mother! — 

But  what  can  breath  add  to  that  sacred  name  f 

Kiaprili!  gift  of  Providence,  to  teach  ua 

That  loyalty  is  but  the  public  form 

Of  the  sublimest  friendship,  let  my  youth 

Chmb  round  thee,  as  the  vine  around  its  elm : 

Thou  my  support,  and  /  thy  &ithful  fruitage. 

My  heart  ia  fbll,  and  these  poor  words  express  not 

They  are  but  on  art  to  check  its  over-swelling. 

BaUiory !  shrink  not  from  my  filial  arms ! 

Now,  and  from  henceforth,  thou  shalt  not  forbid  me 

To  call  thee  lather!  And  dare  I  fbiget 


The  powerful  intercession  of  thy  virtue, 
Lady  Sarolta?  Still  acknowledge  me 
Thy  faithful  soldier! — ^But  what  invocation 
Shall  my  full  soul  addrev  to  thee,  Glycine  ? 
Thou  sword,  that  leap*st  from  forth  a  bed  of 
Thou  falcoA'hearted  dove  7 


ZAPOLTA. 

Hear  that  from  me, 
For  ere  she  lived,  her  fadier  saved  thy  life^ 
Thine,  and  thy  fugitive  mother's ! 

CASIMIR. 

ChefRagoBzi! 

0  shame  upon  my  head !  I  would  have  given  her 
To  a  base  slave! 

ZAPOLTA. 

Heaven  overruled  thy  purpose. 
And  sent  an  angel  (.Pointing  £o  Saaolta)  to  thy  house 

to  guard  her ! 
Thou  precious  bark!  freighted  nith  all  our  treasures ! 

[To  Andreas. 
The  sport  of  tempests,  and  yet  ne'er  the  victim. 
How  many  may  claim  salvage  in  thee ! 

{Pointing  to  Glycine).        Take  her,  son ! 
A  queen  that  brings  with  her  a  richer  ^lowry 
Than  orient  kings  con  give ! 

BAROLTA. 

A,  banquet  waits  !— 
On  this  auspicious  day,  for  some  few  hours 

1  claim  to  be  your  hostess.    Scenes  so  awful 
With  flashing  light,  fi>rce  wisdom  on  us  all ! 
E*en  women  at  the  distaff  hence  may  see, 
That  bad  men  may  rebel,  but  ne'er  be  free; 
May  whisper,  when  the  waves  of  faction  foam. 
None  love  their  country,  but  who  love  their  home ; 
For  freedom  can  with  those  alone  abide, 

Who  wear  the  golden  chain,  with  honest  pride. 
Of  love  and  duty,  at  their  own  fire-side : 
While  mad  ambition  ever  doth  caress 
Its  own  sura  fate,  in  its  own  restlessness ! 


A   DRAMA. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  SCHILLER. 


PREFACE. 


h  was  my  intention  to  have  prefixed  a  Life  of  Wal- 
lenstein  to  this  translation;  but  I  found  that  it  must 
either  have  occupied  a  space  wholly  disproportionate 
10  the  nature  of  the  publication,  or  have  been  merely 
s  nesgre  catalogue  of  events  narrated  not  more 
fulfy  ihaMk  they  already  are  in  the  Play  itself.  The 
recent  translation,  likewise,  of  Schifier's  History  of 
the  Thirty  Years'  War  diminished  the  motives  Uioreto. 

MS 


In  the  translation  I  endeavored  to  render  my  Author 
littmUy.  wherever  I  was  not  prevented  by  absolute 
differences  of  idiom ;  but  I  am  conscious,  that  in  two 
or  three  short  passages  I  have  been  guilty  of  dilating 
the  original ;  and,  from  anxiety  to  give  the  full 
meaning,  have  weakened  the  force.  In  the  metre  I 
hav^  availed  myself  of  no  other  liberties  than  those 
which  Schiller  had  permitted  to  himself,  except  the 
occasional  breaking-up  of  the  line  by  I  he  substitu- 
tion of  a  trochee  for  an  iambic ;  of  which  liberty,  so 
frequent  in  our  tragedies,  I  find  no  instance  in  them 
dramas 

&  T.  Coleridge 
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THE  PICOOLOMINI,  ETC. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I. 

An  old  Gothic  Chamber  in  the  CouncH-Houae  at  PUsen, 
decorated  with  Colors  and  other  War  Insigmtu 

Illo  toUh  B0TLUI  and  Isolani. 

ILLO. 

Ye  have  oome  late — ^bnt  ye  are  come !  The  distance. 
Count  laolan,  exciuea  your  delay. 

ISOLANI. 

Add  ^is  too,  that  we  come  not  empty-handed. 
At  Donauwert^  it  was  reported  to  us, 
A  Swedish  earavan  was  on  its  way 
Transporting  a  rich  cargo  of  provision, 
Almost  six  hundred  wagons.    This  my  Croats 
Plunged  down  upon  and  seized,  this  weighty  prize ! — 
We  bring  it  hither 

ILLO. 

Just  in  time  to  banquet 
The  illustrious  company  assembled  here. 

BUTLER. 

T  is  all  alive !  a  stirring  scene  here ! 

taOLANI. 

The  very  churches  are  all  full  of  soldiers. 

[Costs  his  eye  around. 
And  in  the  Council-house  too,  I  observe, 
You  *]re  settled,  quite  at  home !  Well,  well !  we  soldiers 
Must  shift  and  suit  us  in.  what  way  we  can. 

ILLO. 

We  have  the  colonels  here  of  thirty  regiments. 
You'll  find  Count  Tert«ky  here,  and  Tiefenbuch, 
Kolatto,  Goeiz,  Maradas,  Hinnersam, 

The  Piccolomini,  both  son  and  lather 

You  'U  meet  wilh  many  an  unexpected  greeting 
From  many  an  old  friend  and  acquaintance.    Only 
Galas  is  wanting  still,  and  Altringer. 

BiTTLnu 
Expect  not  Galas. 

ILLO  (heritating). 
How  so  ?  Do  you  know 

ISOLANI  (interrupting  him). 
Max.  Piccolomini  here  ? — O  bring  me  to  him. 
I  see  him  yet  (*lis  now  ten  years  ago, 
We  were  engaged  with  Mansfeld  hard  by  Dessau), 
I  see  the  youth,  in  my  mind*s  eye  I  see  him. 
Leap  his  black  war-horse  from  the  bridge  adown. 
And  t'ward  his  father,  then  in  extreme  peril, 
Beat  up  against  the  strong  tide  of  the  Elbe. 
The  down  was  scarce  upon  his  chin!  I  hear 
He  has  made  good  the  promise  of  his  youth. 
And  the  full  hero  now  ia  finished  in  him. 

ILLO. 

You  11  see  him  yet  ere  evening.    He  conducts 
The  Ducheffl  Friedland  hither,  and  the  Princeat 
From  Camthen.     We  expect  them  here  at  noon. 


•  A  town  Mboat  1«  German  milM  N.  E.  of  Ulin. 
t  The  dukea  in  Germaoj  bning  always  mfninv  po^^en,  tbeir 
•oos  sod  daufhtsn  are  Miiiiled  Pcincei  and  PrincciMs. 


BUTLER. 

Both  wife  and  daughter  does  the  Duke  call  hitbarl 
He  crowds  in  visitants  fima  all  sides. 


mOLANL 


Em! 


So  much  the  better!  I  had  firamed  my  mind 
To  hear  of  naught,  but  warlike  circumstance. 
Of  marches,  and  attacks,  and  batteries : 
And  lo !  the  Duke  provides^  that  something  loo 
Of  gentler  sort,  and  lovely,  should  be  present 
To  feast  our  eyes.    . . 

ILLO  (iD^  Aos  been  ttanding  m  the  atlkmde  tf 
iatioH,  to  Butler,  whom  he  kadi  a  Utde  an 
tide). 

And  how  came  you  to  know 

That  the  Count  Galas  joins  OB  oott 

BUTLBR. 


He  importuned  me  to  remain  behind. 

ILLO  {aiihwarTnth), 
And  you  f — ^You  hold  out  firmly  7 

[Crratping  hi*  hand  with  ttffkbon 
Noble  Butler! 

BUTLER. 

After  the  obligation  which  the.  Duke 
Had  laid  so  newly  on  me 

ILLO. 

Ihad  fingotieo 
A  pleasant  duty — ^Miyor-General, 
I  wish  you  joy ! 

ISOLANL 

•  What,  you  mean,  of  his  regimeott 
I  hear,  too,  that  to  make  the  gift  still  sweeter, 
The  Duke  has  given  him  the  very  same 
In  which  he  first  saw  service,  and  since  then, 
Work'd  himself^  step  by  step,  through  each  preferment 
From  the  ranks  upwaids.    And  verily,  it  gives 
A  precedent  of  hope,  a  spur  of  action 
To  the  whole  corps,  if  once  in  their  remembrance 
An  old  deserving  soldier  makes  his  way. 

BUTLER. 

I  am  perplex'd  and  doubtful,  whether  or  no 

I  dare  accept  this  your  congmtulation. 

The  Emperor  has  not  yet  confirm*d  the  appointmenL 

ISOLANI. 

Seize  it,  friend !  Seize  it !  The  hand  which  in  ths^ 

post 
Placed  you,  is  strong  enough  to  keep  you  there, 
Spite  of  the  Emperor  and  his  Afinisters  7 

ILLO. 

Ay,  if  we  would  but  so  consider  it  I — 

If  we  would  off  of  us  consider  it  so! 

The  Emperor  gives  us  nothing ;  from  the  Duke 

Comes  all — whatever  we  hope,  whate'er  we  have 

ISOLANI  (to  Tllo). 
My  noble  brother!  dkl  I  tell  you  how 
The  Duke  will  satisfy  my  creditors  7 
Will  be  himself  my  banker  fixr  the  future. 
Make  me  once  more  a  creditable  man ! — 
And  this  is  now  the  third  time,  diink  of  that! 
This  kingly'minded  man  has  rescued  me 
From  absolute  ruin,  and  reatored  my  honor. 

ILLO. 

O  that  his  power  but  kept  pace  widi  hia  wishes! 
Why,  friend!  he'd  give  ^e  vrhfAe  woild   to  hit 

sokners. 
But  at  Vienna,  brother^ — ^here's  the  grievance!— 
What  politic  schemes  do  they  not  lay  to  ahCuleu 
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His  aim.  and  where  they  can,  to  clip  hit  piniana. 
Than  theae  new  dainty  requisitions  i  these, 
Which  this  same  QuestenbiBtg  brings  hither  !^- 

BCTXJ5B. 

Hiese  requisitions  of  the  Emperory-^ 
I  loo  have  heard  about  them ;  but  I  hope 
The  Duke  will  not  draw  back  a  single  inch ! 

ILLO. 

Not  fnirn  his  right  most  surely,  unless,  first 
— ^From  office  I 

BUTLER  {ahodsed  and  confute^ 
Know  you  aught  then  f  You  alarm  nie. 

isoLAjii  {fit  |A<  ftnne  tans  viA,  BvruuLt  and  ma  kwr- 

tying  voice). 
We  should  be  ruined,  eveiy  one  of  i)m! 

ILLO. 

No  more ! 
Tdnder  I  see  our  worthy  friend*  approaching 
With  the  lieutenant  •General,  PiecolominL 

KTTLBR  {jAtUung  hi*  head  signifioantiy). 
I  ftar  we  shall  not  go  hence  as  we  came. 


SCENE  n. 
Enter  Octatio  Piccolomini  and  Quistenbeio. 

pCTAvio  {8t3l  in  the  distance). 
Ay,  ay !  more  still !  Still  more  new  visitorB ! 
Acknowledge,  friend !  that  never  was  a  camp, 
Whidi  held  at  once  |o  many  heads  of  heroes. 

\Appraaehing  nearer. 
Welcome,  Ckmnt  laolani ! 

I80LANI. 

My  noble  broker, 
EveL  uow'am  I  arrived ;  it  had  been  else  my  duty'«— 

OCTAVIO. 

And  Colpnel  Butler — trust  me,  I  rejoice 

Hius  to  renew  acquaintance  with  a  man 

Whose  worth  and  services  I  know  and  honor. 

See,  see,  my  firiend ! 

There  might  we  place  at  once  before  our  eyes 

The  sam  of  war*8  whole  trade  and  mystery — 

[7b  QuESTENBERO,  prttewting  Butler  and  Isolani 

at  the  tame  time  to  him. 
These  two  the  total  sum — Strength  and  Dispatch. 

aUESTENBERG  (to  OCTAVIO). 

And  k> !  betwixt  them  both,  experienced  Prudence ! 
OCTAVIO  (presenting  Quebtbnbero  to  Butler  and 

Ibolani). 
The  Chambeiiain  and  War-oommiarioner  Questen- 

berg. 
The  bearer  of  the  Emperor's  behests. 
The  long-tried  friend  and  pa;ro^  of  all  soldiers. 
We  honor  in  this  noble  visitor.       [Universtd  dlence. 

ILLO  {mooing  towards  Questenberg). 
Tii  not  the  fimt  time,  noble  Minister, 
Yon  have  shown  our  camp  this  honor. 

CIDEBTENBERO. 

Once  before, 
Isioodbelbre  these  colon. 

ILLO. 

Percfaanoe  loo  you  remember  whers  that  was. 
it  was  at  ZnAimt  in  Moravia*  where 


•Spoken  with  a  HMMr. 
t  A  town  ool  far  from  the 
from  Vaaoa  to  Fngas. 


on  the  Unload 


You  did  preaent  yourself  upon  the  part 

Of  the  Einperor,  to  supplicate  our  Duke 

That  he  would  straight  assume  the  chief  oommand. 

aOSBTBNBBRO. 

To  SMppUcaief  Nay,  noble  General  i 

So  fiur  extended  neither  my  commission 

(At  least  to  my  own  knowledge)  nor  my  leaL 

ILLO. 

Well,  well,  then — to  compd  him,  if  you  choose. 
I  can  remember  me  right  well,  Couiit  TiUy 
Had  sufier'd  total  rout  upon  the  Lech. ' 
Bavaria  lay  all  open  lo  the  enemy, 
Whom  there  was  nothing  to  delay  fiom  pressing 
Onwards  into  the  very  heart  of  Austria. 
At  that  time  you  and  Werdenberg  appeared 
Before  our  General,  storming  hiin  with  prayes, 
And  menacing  the  Emperor's  displeasure, 
Unless  he  took  compassion  on  this  wretchedtiesi. 

180LANI  {sups  up  to  them)* 
Tea,  yes,  'tis  oemprehensible  enough,    . 
Whereibre  with  your  commission  of  to^y 
You  were  not  all  too  willing  lo  remember 
Your  former  one. 

aUESTBNBXBO. 

Why  not.  Count  bolan  f 
No  contradiction  sure  exists  between  them. 
It  was  the  urgent  business  of  that  time 
To  snatch  Bavaria  from  her  enetnjr'a  hand ; 
And  my  eommission  of  to^iay  inMroets  me 
To  free  her  fipom  her  good  friends  and  protecton. 

ILLO. 

A  worthy  office !  Afler  with  our  blood  ' 

We  have  wrested  this  Bohemia  from  the  Saxon, 

To  be  swept  out  of  it  is  all  our  thanks, 

The  sole  reward  of  all  our  hard-won  victories. 

aUESTENBERO. 

Unless  that  wretched  land  be  doomed  to  aufier 

Only  a  change  of  evils,  it  must  be 

Freed  ^m  the  scourge  alike  of  friend  and  ibe. 

ILLO. 

What  f  T  was  a  fiivorable  year ;  the  boors 
Can  answer  fresh  demanda  already. 

dUEBTEHBERO. 

Nay, 
If  you  discourse  of  herds  and  meadow-grounds— 

IBOLANI. 

The  war  maintains  the  war.    Are  die  boon  ruin'd* 
The  Emperor  gains  so  many  more  new  aoldiers. 

aOEBTENBERG. 

And  is  the  poorer  by  even  ao  many  subjects. 

ISOLANL 

Poh !  We  are  all  his  subjects. 

QUESTENBERG. 

Yet  with  a  difierence.  General  I  The  one  fills 

With  profitable  industry  the  purse, 

The  dihers  are  well  skill'd  to  empty  it. 

The  sword  has  made  the  Emperor  poor;  the  pl6w 

Must  reinvigorate  his  resources 

IBOLANL 

Syre! 
Tones  are  not  yet  so  bad.    Methinks  I  see 

[Examining  with  his  eye  the  dress  and  omamenU 
of  Questenberg. 
Good  store  of  gold  that  still  remains  uncoin*d 
18  133 


1^ 


COLERIDGFS  POETICAL  WORbM. 


aVESTKNBERO. 

Thank  Heaven !  that  meam  have  been  Ibimd  out  to 

hide 
Some  little  from  the  fingen  of  the  Croats. 

ILLO. 

There!  The  Stawata  and  the  Marlimtz, 

On  whom  the  Emperor  heaps  hia  gifb  and  graoea, 

To  ihe  heAjn-buming  of  all  good  Bohemians — 

Those  minions  of  court  favor,  those  court  harpies. 

Who  fatten  on  the  wrecks  of  citizens 

Driven  from  their  house  and  home — who  reap  no 

harvests 
Save  in  the  general  calamity — 
Who  now,  with  kingly  pomp,  insult  and  mock 
The  desolation  of  tlieir  covmtry — these. 
Let  these,  and  such  as  these,  support  the  war, 
The  &tal  war,  which  they  alone  enkindled  I 

BUTUCR. 

And  those  state-parasites,  who  have  their  feet 
So  constantly  beneath  the  Emperor's  table, 
Who  cannot  let  a  benefice  fiill,  but  they 
Snap  at  it  with  -dog's  faunger^—they,  forsooth. 
Would  pare  the  soldier's  bread,  and  cross  his  reckon- 
ing! 

I80LANI. 

My  hie  long  veill  it  anger  me  to  think. 
How  when  I  went  to  court  seven  years  ago. 
To  see  about  new  hones  ibr  our  regiment. 
How  from  one  antechamber  to  another 
They  dragg'd  me  on,  and  left  me  by  the  hour 
To  kick  my  heels  among  a  crowd  of  simpering 
Feast-fatten'd  slaves,  as  if  I  had  come  thither 
A  mendicant  suitor  for  the  crumbs  of  favor 
That  fall  beneath.their  tables.    And,  at  last, 
Whom  should  they  send  me  but  a  Capuchin! 
Straight  I  began  to  muster  up  my  sins 
For  absolution — but  no  such  luck  for  me  ! 
TAm  was  the  man,  Uiis  capuchin,  with  whom 
I  was  to  treat  concerning  the  army  horses : 
And  I  was  forced  at  last  to  quit  the  field, 
The  business  unaocomplish'd.    Afterwards  « 
The  Duke  procured  me,  in  three  days,  what  I 
Could  dot  obtain  in  thirty  at  Vienna. 

aUKSTENBSRO. 

Tefl,  yes !  your  travelling  bills  soon  found  their  way 

to  us: 
Too  well  I  know  we  have  still  aeoounts  lo  settle. 

ILLO. 

War  is  a  violent  trade ;  one  cannot  always 

Finish  one's  work  by  soft  means ;  every  tiiflo 

Must  not  be  blaeken'd  into  sacrilege. 

If  we  should  wait  till  you,  in  solemn  council, 

With  due  deliberation  had  selected 

The  smallest  out  of  fbur«nd-twenly  evils, 

r  faith  we  should  wait  long. — 

'*Diish!  and  through  with  it!" — ^That's  the  better 

viratchword. 
Then  after  come  what  may  come.  Tis  man's  nature 
To  make  the  beat  of  a  had  thing  once  past, 
A  bitter  and  perplex'd  **  what  shall  I  do  7** 
Is  worse  to  man  than  worst  necessity. 

aUBSTENBKRG. 

Ay,  doubtless,  it  is  true :  the  Duke  doe$  spare  us 
The  troublesome, task  of  choosing. 

BUTLER. 

Yes,  the  Duke 
Cares  with  a  father's  feelings  for  his  troops ; 
But  how  the  Emperor  feels  for  us,  we  see. 


aUXSTENBERG. 

IRi  carias  and  feelings  all  ranks  share  alSte, 
Nor  will  he  ofl^  one  up  to  another. 

I80LAHI. 

And  therefore  thrusts  he  us  into  the  deaerts 
As  betfsts  of  prey,  that  so  he  may  preserve 
His  dear  she^p  fattening  in  his  fields  ar  home 

QUESTENBERG  (totCA  a  Sfwer). 
Count !  this  comparison  you  make,  not  I. 

BDTMCR. 

Why,  were  we  all  the  court  supposes  us, 
Twere  dangerous,  sure,  to  give  us  liberty 

aUESTENBERO. 

You  have  taken  liberty — it  was  not  given  yon. 
And  therefore  it  becomes  an  urgent  duty 
To  rein  it  in  with  curba. 

ocTAVio  {inlerpoting  and  addntsing  QoxffTEZVBXBO) 

My  noble  fnend, 
Thia  is  no  more  than  a  remembrancing        * 
That  you  are  now  in  camp,  and  among  warriors. 
The  soldier's  boklness  constitutes  his  freedom. 
Could  he  ad  daringly,  unless  he  dared 
Talk  even  so  f   One  runs  into  the  other. 
The  boldness  of  this  worthy  officer, 

[Pointing  to  Burixt. 
Which  now  has  but  mistaken  in  its  marie, 
Plreaerved,  when  naught  but  boldness  could  preservt 

it. 
To  the  Elmperor  his  capital  city,  Pngue, 
In  a  most  fbm^dable  mutiny 
Of  t)ie  whole  garrison.  [MUtary  mutic  at  a  dUUmn. 

Hah!  here  they  come ' 

ILLO. 

The  sentries  are  saluting  them :  this  signal 
Announces  the  arrival  of  the  Duchess.  • 

OCTAVIO  (to  QUBSTENBERG). 

Then  my  son  Max.  too  has  returned.     'Twas  he 
Fetch'd  and  attended  tliem  from  Camthen  hither 

isoLANi  {to  Illo). 
Shall  we  not  go  in  company  to  greet  them  f 

ILLO. 

Well,  let  us  ga— Ho !  Colonel  Butler,  come. 

[7b  Octatio. 
You  11  not  foiget,  that  yet  ere  noon  we  meet 
The  noble  BInvoy  at  the  General's  palace. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Questenberg  and  OcTAna 


SQENEHL 


QtTXBTimNaiG  and  Octavio.    ' 
dcrnTENBERG  {urith  signMofttverdon  and  astonukmal^. 
What  have  I  not  been  forced  to  hear,  Octavio! 
What  sentiments !  what  fierce,  uncurb'd  defiance ! 
And  were  this  spirit  univenal — 

OOTAVIO. 

Hm! 
You  are  now  aoquamted  with  three-fburtia  of  the 
army. 

qvestxnbkrq. 
Where  must  we  seek  then  for  a  second  host 
To  have  the  custody  of  this  ?  That  Illo 
Thinks  worse,  I  fear  me,  than  he  speaks.    And  dien 
This  Butler  too— he  cannot  even  <y>nceal 
The  passionate  workings  of  his  ill  intentions. 

octavio. 
Quickness  of  tem][)ei'— irritated  pride ; 
Twas  nothing  more.    I  cannot  give  up  But!  r 

134 


THE  raccoLoima. 


12S 


I  know  a  ipell  that  will  iooq 
Hie  evil  tpoii  io 


^xjEwrssmERO  {teaOdngvpcmd  dcwninewidetUdiajttiet.) 

Friend,  fiiisnd ! 
O!  this  ia  woiw,  ftr  woite,  than  we  had  aofler'd 
Oonelves  to  dream  of  at  Vienna.    Then 
We  aaw  it  only  with  a  oouitier'a  fiyea, 
Eyea  dazzled  by  the  splendor  of  the  throne. 
We  had  not  leen  the  War-chieC  the  Commander.     I 
Hie  man  all-powerful  in  hie  camp^    Here,  here. 
Tie  qoite  another  thing. 

Heie  is  no  Emperor  mora — ^the  Doke  is  Emperwl 
Alasi  my  friend !  alaa^  my  noUe  friend ! 
This  w^  which  jrou  have  ta'en  me  through  the  camp 
Strikes  my  hopes  prostrate. 

OCTAVia 

Now  yon  see  yourself 
Of  what  a  perilous  kind  the  office  is. 
Which  you  deliver  to  me  from  the  Court 
Hm  least  suspicion  of  the  General 
Costs  me  my  freedom  and  my  life,  and  would 
Bat  hasten  his  most  desperate  enterprise. 

ODXBTKNBEBG. 

Where  was  our  reason  sleepmg  when  we  trusted 
This  macUnan  with  the  sword,  and  placed  such  power 
In  such  a  hand  ?  I  tell  you,  he  '11  refuse. 
Flatly  refuse,  to  obey  the  Imperial  Orders. 
Friend,  he  osn  do  %  and  what  he  can,  he  wilL 
And  dien  the  impunity  of  his  defiance — 
Oh !  what  a  proclamation  of  our  weakness ! 

OCTAVIO. 

D*  ye  diink  too,  he  has  brought  his  wife  and  daughter 

Without  a  purpose  hither  ?  Here  in  camp ! 

And  at  the  very  point  of  time,  in  which 

We  're  arming  ibr  the  war?  'That  he  has  taken 

These,  the  last  pledges  of  his  loyalty, 

Away  from  out  the  Emperor's  domains — 

This  is  no  doubtful  token  of  the  nearness 

Of  some  eruption ! 

atrBffrcNBKRO. 

How  shall  we  hold  footing 
Beneath  this  tempest,  which  cdlects  itself 
And  threats  us  from  all  quarten?  The  enemy 
Of  the  empire  on  our  borders,  now  already 
The  roaster  of  the  Danube,  and  still  fiirther, 
And  fiffther  still,  extending  every  hoar ! 
In  our  interior  the  alanun-bells 
Of  insanrection — peasantry  in  arms— 
AU  orden  discontented — and  the  army, 
Just  in  the  moment  of  our  expectation 
Of  aidance  from  it — lo !  ibjm  very  army 
Seduced,  run  wild,'lost  to  all  discipline, 
Looaen'd,  and  rent  asunder  from  the  state 
And  from  their  sovereign,  the  blind  instrument 
Of  die  most  daring  of  mankind,  a  weapon 
Of  fearful  power,  which  at  his  will  he  wields ! 

OCTAVK). 

iimft  nay,  frienS  I  let  us  not  despair  too  soon. 
Men*s  woiQs  are  ever  bolder  than  their  deeds : 
And  many  a  resolute,  who  now  appears 
Made  up  to  all  eitremes,  will,  on  a  sudden 
Find  in  his  breast  a  heart  he  wot  not  of) 
Let  but  a  single  hones^  man  speak  out 
The  true  name  of  Ins  crime !  Remember  too^ 
We  stand  not  yet  so  wholly  unprotected. 
Counts  Altringer  and  Galas  have  maintain'd 


Their  little  army  fhithfvl  to  ito  dul^, 

And  daily  it  becomes  more  nnraerous. 

Nor  can  he  take  us  by  surprise :  you  kaow 

I  hold  him  all  encompass'd  fay  my  listeners. 

Whate'er  he  does,  is  mine,  even  while  'tif  doin^— 

No  step  so  small,  but  instantly  1  hear  it; 

Yea,  his  own  mouth  discloses  it. 


dummsBaa. 

"T  is  quite 
Inoottprehensihle,  that  he  detecti  not 
The  ibe  10  itear! 

OCTAVIO. 

Beware,  jrou  do  not  think. 
That  I,  by  lying  arts,  and  complaisant 
Hypocrisy,  have  skulked  into  his  graces : 
Or  with  the  substance  of  snooth  profearions  ^ 

Nourish  his  all-oonfiding  friendship!  No-- 
Compell'd  alike  by  prudence,  and  that  duty 
Which  we  all  owe  our  country,  and  our  sovereigit 
To  hide  my  genuine  feelings  from  him,  yet 
Ne'er  have  1  duped  him  with  base  oounteiftils! 

QITKSTKlfBEKO. 

It  is  the  visible  ordinance  of  Heaven. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  know  not  what  it  is  that  so  attracta 
And  links  him  both  to  me  and  to  my  son. 
Comrades  and  fnends  we  always  were~-long  hab 
Adventurous  deeds  perform 'd  in  company. 
And  all  those  many  and  various  incidents 
Which  store  a  soldier's  memory  with  afiection^ 
Had  bound  us  long  and  early  to  each  other- 
Yet  I  can  name  the  day,  when  all  at  once 
His  heart  roae  on  me,  uid  his  confidence 
Shot  out  in  sudden  growth.    It  was  the  morning 
Before  the  memorable  fight  at  Lutzner. 
Urged  by  an  ugly  dream,  I  sought  him  out, 
To  press  him  to  accept  another  charger. 
At  distance  from  the  tents,  beneath  a  tree, 
I  found  him  in  a  sleeps    When  I  had  waked  him 
And  had  related  all  my  bodings  to  him. 
Long  time  he  stared  upon  me,  like  a  man 
Astounded  ;  thereon  fell  ^pon  my  neck. 
And  manifested  to  me  an  emotion 
That  fiu*  outstripp'd  the  worth  of  that  small  servioa^ 
Since  then  his  confidence  has  follow'd  me 
With  the  same  pace  that  mine  has  fled  from  him. 

QtnesTKiffBsnai 
You  lead  your  son  into  the  secretT 

OCTAVIO. 

No! 

dtTXSTXNBERO. 

What!  and  not  warn  him  either  what  bad  hands 
His  lot  has  phiced  him  in  f 

OCTAVIO. 

I  must  perforce 
Leave  him  in  wardship  to  his  innocence. 
His  young  and  open  soul—- dissimulatkm 
Is  foreign  to  its  habits !  Ignorance 
Alone  can  keep  alive  the  cheerful  air. 
The  unemborrass'd  sense  and  light  free  spirit 
That  make  the  Duke  secure. 

auKSTENBERO  (onxioudy). 

My  honor'd  friend !  most  highly  do  I  deem 

Of  Colonel  Ficcolomini — ^yet^-4f 

Reflect  a  little 
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OCTAVIO. 

I  must  TeDtue  it 
Hush  !■— llwffe  he  cpmefi ! 


SCENE  IV. 


Max.  Picoolomivi,  Octavio  Piccoilohini, 
questenbkrq. 

MAX. 

Ha!  there  he  is  himself.  Welcome,  my  ftli^er! 

[Hb  embraces  his  fa/her.   As  he  turns  nnend,  he 

observes  Questenberg,  arid  draws  back  toith 

a  ccid  and  reserved  air. 
You  are  engaged,  I  see.  I  'U  not  distnrh  you. 

OCTAVIO. 

How,  Max.  t  Look  closer  at  this  visitor. 
Attention,  Max.,  an  old  friend  merits— Reverence 
Belongs  of  right  to  the  envoy  of  your  sovereign. 

MAX.  {drUy). 
Von  Questenberg  1 — Welcome-^if  yon  bring  with  yoa 
Aught  good  to  our  head^quarters. 

anESTBifBKRO  {semng  his  handi. 

Nay,  draw  ilot 
Your  hand  away.  Count  Piccolomini ! 
Not  on  mine  own  account  Alone  I  seized  it, 
And  nothing  common  will  I  say  therewith. 

[Taking  the  hands  of  both. 
Octavio-~Max.  Piccolomini! 

0  savior  names,  and  full  of  happy  omen ! 

Ne'er  will  her  prosperous  genius  turn  from  Austria, 
While  two  such  stars,  with  blessed  influences 
Beaming  protection,  shine  above  her  hosts. 

MAX. 

Heh  i'— Noble  minister !  You  miss  your  pait 

You  came  not  here  to  act  a  panegyric. 

You  're  sent,  I  know,  to  find  fault  and  to«x>ld  us — 

1  must  not  be  beforehand  with  my  oomiaaes. 

ocTAVio  (to  Max.). 
He  comes  fiom  court,  where  people  are  not  quite 
So  well  contented  with  the  Duke,  as  here. 

MAX. 

What  now  have  they  contrived  to  find  out  in  him? 

Tliat  he  al<me  determines  for  himself 

What  he  himself  alone  doth  understand ! 

Wdl,  herein  he  does  right,  and  will  persist  in 't 

Heaven  never  meant  him  for  that  passive  thing 

That  can  be  struck  and  hammer'd  out  to  suit 

Another's  taste  and  fimcy.    He  '11  not  dance 

To  every  tune  of  every  minister  : 

It  goes  against  his  nature— he  can't  do  it 

He  is  poBsess'd  by  a  commanding  spirit, 

An4  his  too  is  the  station  of  command. 

And  well  fi)r  us  it  is  so !  There  exist 

Few  fit  to  rule  themselves,  but  few  Aat  use 

Their  intellects  intelligently. — ^Then 

Well  fi>r  the  whole,  if  there  be  found  a  man, 

Who  makes  himself  what  nature  destined  him. 

The  pause,  the  central  point  to  thousand  thousands — 

Stands  fix'd  and  stately,  like  a  firm-built  colnmn. 

Where  all  may  press  with  joy  and  confidence. 

Now  sueh  a  man  is  Wallenstetn  {  and  if 

Another  better  suits  the  court— no  other 

But  such  a  one  as  he.  can  serve  the  army 

QUBSTENBERG 

Hm  amy  ?  Doubtless ! 


OOTATIO,  (to  i^tTnTKHaSBO). 

Hush !  SuppiesB  it,  friendl 
Unless  some  end  were  answer'd  by  the  utleranrft^' 
Of  him  there  you  '11  make  nothing. 

MAX.  ^ontinidng^'. 

In  their  diitrass 
They  call  a  spirit  up,  and  when  he  comes, 
Straight  their  flesh  creeps  and  quiveis,  and  they 

dread  him 
More  than  the  ills  for  which  they  call'd  him  up^ 
The  uncommon,  the  sublime,  must  seem  and  be 
like  things  of  every  day. — ^But  in  the  field, 
Ay,  there  the  Present  Being  makes  itself  lelt 
The  personal  must  command,  the  actual  eye 
Examine.    If  to  be  the  chieftain  asks 
All  that  is  great  in  nature,  let  it  be 
likewise  his  privil^e  to  move  and  act 
In  all  the  correspondencies  of  greamess. 
The  oracle  iiHthin  him,  that  which  lives. 
He  must  invoke  and  question — not  dead  books, 
Not  ordinances,  not  mould-rotted  papers. 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son!  of  ^lose  old  narrow  ordinances 
Lei  us  not  bold  too  lightly.  They  are  v^ghts 
Of  priceless^  value,  which  oppreas'd  mankind 
Tied  to  the  volatile  wil)  of  their  oppressors. 
For  always  fonnidable.  was  the  league 
And  partneiahip  of  free  poller  with  free  will. 
The  way  of  ancient  ordinance,  though  it  winds. 
Is  yet  no  devious  way.    Straight  iixrwanl  goes 
The  lighming's  path,  and  straight  the  fearful  path 
Of  the  cannon-ball.    Direct  it  flies  and  n^d. 
Shattering  that  it  may  reach,  and  shattering  what  it 

reaches. 
My  son !  the  road,  the  human  being  travels, 
That  on  which  blessing  comes  and  goes,  doth  follow 
The  river's  course,  the  valley's  playful  windings, 
Curves  round  the  corn-field  and  the  hill  of  vines, 
Honoring  the  holy  bounds  of  property ! 
And  thus  secure,  though  late,  leads  to  its  end. 

auxsTXNBEma. 

O  hear  your  father,  noble  youth !  hear  htm. 
Who  is  at  once  the  hero  and  the  man. 

OCTAVIO. 

My  son,  the  nursling  of  the  camp  spoke  in  thee ! 
A  war  of  fifteen  years 
Hath  been  thy  education  and  thy  schooL 
Peace  hast  thou  never  wimess'd !  There  exisli 
A  higher  than  the  warrior's  excellence. 
In  war  itself  war  is  no  ultimate  purpose. 
The  vast  and  sudden  deeds  of  violence. 
Adventures  wild,  and  wonders  of  the  moment 
"These  aro  not  they,  my  son,  that  graerate 
The  Calm,  the  Blissful,  and  the  enduring  Mighty! 
Lo  there !  the  soldier,  rapid  architect ! 
Builds  his  light  town  of  canvas,  and  at  once 
The  whole  scene  moves  and  bustles  momently. 
With  arms,  and  neighing  steeds,  and  mirth  and  qtisire 
The  motley  maricet  fills ;  the  roads,  the  streams 
Are  crowded  with  new  freights,  trade  stirs  and  hurries 
But  on  some  monow  mom,  aH  suddenly,- 
The  tents  drop  down,  the  horde  renews  its  march 
Dreary,  and  solitary  as  a  church-yard 
The  meadow  and  down-trodden  seed-plot  lie 
And  the  year's  harvest  is  gone  utterly 
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0  let  the  Emperor  make  peace,  my  father  I 
Most  gladly  would  I  give  the  blood'fltain'd  laurel 
For  the  fint  violet*  of  the  leaflen  •pnn& 
Plock'd  in  tfaoae  quiet  fields  where  I  have  JQuraey'd ! 

OOTAVIO. 

Wlwt  aOa  dieet  What  ao  moves  thee  all  «t  onoef    • 

MAX. 

Peace  have  I  ne*er  beheld  7  I  have  beheld  it> 

From  thence  am  I  oome  hither :  O !  that  sight, 

It  glimmeri  still  before  me,  like  some  landscape 

Left  in  the  distancoy— some  delicious  landscape ! 

My  road  conducted  me  through  countries  where 

The  war  has  not  yet  reach'd.  Lifb,  life,  my  father — 

My  venerable  father,  life  has  charms 

Which  we  have  ne'er  experienced.    We  have  been 

But  voyaging  along  its  barren  coasts, 

like  some  poor  ever-roaming  horde  of  pirates, 

lliat,  crowded  in  the  rank  and  narrow  ship, 

Hogse  on  the  wild  sea  with  wild  usages, 

Nor  know  aught  of  the  main  land,  but  the  bays 

Where  aafeliest  ihey  may  venture  a  thieves'  landing. 

Whaie*er  in  the  inland  dales  the  land  conceals 

Of  &ir  and  exquisite,  0 !  nothing,  nothing. 

Do  we  behold  of  that  in  our  rude  voyage. 

ocTAVio  {aUewbvtf  wi/k  cm  apptorawx  of 


And  so  your  jonroey  has  revealed  this  to  yon  T 

MAX. 

Twas  the  fint  leisure  ef  my  Ijfb.    O  tell  me, 

What  is  the  meed  and  purpose  of  the  toil, 

The  pafaiful  toil,  which  robb*d  me  of  my  jrouth, 

heU  me  a  heart  unsoul'd  and  solitary, 

A  spirit  uninform'd,  unomamented, 

For  the  camp's  stir  and  crowd  and  ceaseless  larum. 

The  oaigfaing  war-horse,  the  airehaitering  trumpet, 

llie  unvaried,  still  retoming  hour  of  duty, 

Word  of  oommand,  and  exercise  of  arms — 

There 's  nothing  here,  there 's  nothing  in  all  this 

To  satisfy  Ae  heart»  the  gasping  heart ! 

Mere  bustling  nothingness,  where  the  soul  is  not-* 

rhis  cannot  be  the  sole  felid^, 

Them  cannot  ha  man!s  best  and  only  pleasures! 

OOTAVia 

Much  hast  thou  leaint»  my  son,  in  this  short  journey. 

MAX. 

0 !  day  thrice  lovely !  when  at  length  the  soldier 

Returns  home  into  life ;  when  he  becomes 

A  fellow-man  among  his  feUow-men. 

The  colors  are  unfurl'd,  the  cavalcade 

Marshals,  and  now  the  buze  is  hush'd,  and  hark ! 

Now  the  soft  peace-march  beats,  home,  bfotheis»  home ! 

The  caps  and  helmets  are  all  garlwided 

With  green  boughs,  the  last  plundering  of  the  fields. 

The  city  gates  fly  open  of  themselves, 

They  need  no  longer  the  petard  to  tear  them. 

The  ramparti  are  aU  fill'd  with  men  and  women. 

With  peaoafol  men  and  women,  that  send  onwards 

Kisses  and  wcloonAngs  upon  the  air, 

Wltich  they  make  breesiy  with  affectionate  gestures. 

From  all  the  towers  rings  out  the  meny  peal, 


*  fn  the  oririnal. 

Den  bhil'gen  Lotfaaar  s«b  ieh  hio  aiit  Praadeo 
Fan  emle  Veilchea.  daa  der  Mwn  dm  briogt. 
Das  diiriU|«  Pfsod  der  DeateQiinf  teo  £rde. 


The  joyous  vespers  of  a  bloody  day. 

0  happy  mani  O  fortunate !  for  whom 

The  well-known  door,  the  faithfbl  arms  are  opaii« 
The  faithful  tender  aims  with  mute  embracing. 

QumsionLQ  {appaftnAy  mutek  ^j^BOki), 
-   O !  that  you  should  speak 
Of  snch>a  distant,  distant  time,  and  not 
Of  the  to-morrow,  not  of  this  to-day. 

MAX  (jturmng  round  tP  him,  quick  ami  wkemtnti. 
Where  lies  the  fiiult  but  on  you  in  Vienna! 

1  will  deal  openly  with  you,  Questenberg. 
Just  now,  as  firft  I  saw  you  standing  here, 
(1 11  own  it  to  you  freely)  indignation 
Crowded  and  press'd  my  iiunost  soul  together. 
Tis  ye  that  hinder  peace,  ye! — and  the  warrior, 
It  is  the  warrior  that  must  force  it  fiom  you. 
Ye  fret  the  General's  life  out.  blacken  him. 
Hold  him  up  as  a  rebel,  and  Heaven  knows 

What  else  still  wone,  because  he  spares  the  fluaoik 
And  tries  to -awaken  confidence- in  the  enemy;    . 
Which  yet 's  the  only  way  to  peace :  for  if 
War  intermit  not  during  war,  hew  then 
And  whence  can  peace  come  7 — ^Tour  own  plagtint 

foil  on  you  I         . 
Even  as  I  love  what 's  virtuous,  hate  I  you. 
And  here  make  I  this  vow,  here  pledge  myself; 
My  blood  sball  spurt  out  for  this  Wallenstein, 
And  my  heart  drain  oS,  drop  by  dro]:w  ere  ye 
Sliall  revel  and  dance  jubilee  o'er  his  ruin.      [Exk 


SCENE  V. 


QtJZffrailBERO,  OCTAVIO  PlCCOLOMDri 
QUttTENaERiS. 

Alas,  alas  \  and  stands  it  so  f 

{Then  in  fretting  and  iwjwliga 
What,  friend !  and  do  we  let  him  go  away 
In  this  delusion — ^let  him  go  away  t 
Not  call  him  back  immediatelyr  not  open 
His  eyes  upon  the  spot  ? 

OCTAVIO  {raoimering  himteifmUof  a  deep  Mudfi 

He  has  now  open'd  mine. 
And  I  see  more  than  pleases  me. 

^unrruiBiaft.    - 

,    Whatisitf 

OOTAVIO. 

Curse  on  this  joomey ! 

CIUX8TENBXK0. 

But  why  sot  What  is  it? 

OCTAVIO. 

Come,  come  along,  friend  f  I  must  follow  up 
The  ominous  track  immediately.  Mine  eyes 
Are  open'd  now,  and  I  must  use  them.  Come ! 

[Drawt  QuKSTENBERO  on  with  hin. 

aUKBTENBBaa 

What  now  t  Where  go  you  then? 

OCTAVia 

Toharherwlf 
aiTnnNBKKG. 

OCTAVIO  (tnlerrupA'a^  him,  and  cerrecUmg  Mmte^), 
To  the  Duke.  Come,  let  us  go— Tis  dene,  '.ii  done. 
I  see  the  net  that  is  thrown  over  him. 
Oh !  he  returns  not  to  me  as  he  went 

aUBSTKNBBBa 

Nay.  but  explain  yourself. ' 
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OCTAVK). 

And  that  I  ■hoold  not 
Foresee  it,  not  prevent  thin  journey !  Wherefore 
Did  I  keep  it  fix>m  him  ? — You  were  im  the  right 
I  should  have  wam'd  him !  Now  it  is  too  late. 

QUESTENBKRG. 

But  tdhat  *8  too  late  7  Bethink  yourself,  my  friend. 
That  you  are  talking  absolute  Iriddles  to  me. 

ocTAVio  {more  ccUecied), 
Come !  to  the  Duke's.   Tis  close  upon  the.  hour. 
Which  he  appointed  you  for  audience.    Come ! 
A  curae,  a  threefold  curse,  upon  this  journey ! 

'  [He  leads  QuiffTENBoa  of 


SCENE  VI. 

Changet  to  a  ^padaus  Chamber  m  the  Haute  cf  (he 
Duht  cf  Frwdland^r-'SerwnU  employed  in  puiUng 
Ihe  iMes  and  chaira  in  order.  During  (hie  enlert 
Sbni,  like  an  old  Dalian  dodmy  in  black  and  dolhed 

■  mmuaohai  fantatdcd&y.  He  carriea  a  vokUe  staffs 
with  whidi  he  marke  out  the  quartere  of  the  heaven, 

FIRST  BERVANT. 

Come— to  it,  lads,  to  it !  Make  an  end  of  it  I  hear 
die  sentry  call  out,  '*  Stand  to  your  arms  V*  They  will 
be  there  in  a  minute* 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

Why  were  we  not  told  before  that  the  audience 
would  be  held  here?  Nothing  prepared — no  orders 
—no  instructions — 

THIRD  SERVANT. 

Ay,  and  why  was  the  balcony-chamber  counter^ 
manded,  that  with  the  great  worked  carpet  ? — there 
one  can  look  about  one. 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Nay,  that  you  must  ask  the  mathematician  diere. 
He  says  it  is  an  unlucky  chamber. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

Poh !  stuff  and  nonsense !  That's  what  I  call  a  Aum. 
A  chamber  is  a  chamber;  what  much  can  the  place 
signify  in  the  aflair  ? 

8ENI  {tmlh  ^ravityy. 
My  stm,  there's  nething  insignificant. 
Nothing  !  But  yet  in  every  earthly  thing 
First  and  most  principal  is  place  and  time. 

FIRST  SERVANT  (fo  the  eecondi. 
Say  nothing  to  him,  Nat  The  Duke  himself  must 
let  him  have  his  own  wiU. 

SINI  (counts  the  chairs,  half  in  a  loud,  haHf  in  a  low 

wice,  tm  he  comes  to  deven,  whi(A  he  repeats). 
Eleven !  an  evil  number !  Set  twelve  chairs. 
IVelve!  twelve  signs  hath  the  zodiac:  five  and  seveii, 
Jlie  holy  numbers,  include  themselves  in  twelve. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

And  what  may  you  have  to  object  against  eleven? 
I  diould  like  to  know  that  now. 

BENL 

Eleven  is  transgression ;  eleven  oventeps 
The  ten  coounandments. 

SECOND  SBRVAirr. 

That's  good !  and  why  do  yoa  call  five  a  holy 
mmiber? 

8BNL 

Five  is  die  sool'of  man :  for  even  as  man 
Is  Bungled  up  of  good  snd  evil,  so 


The  five  is  the  first  number  that's  made  up 
Of  even  and  odd. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

The  foolish  old  oolcctob! 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Ey!  let  him  alone-ihough.  1  like  to  hear  him, 
there  is  more  in  his  words  than  can  be  seen  at  finr 
sight 

THIRD  ACRVANT' 

Ofl^  they  come. 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

There  I  at  the  sidenloor^ 

[They  hurry  of.  Seni  faUaws  Andy.  A  Page 
brings  the  staff  rf  command  on  a  red  cuakion, 
and  places  it  on  the  table  near  the  Duke* s  chair. 
They  are  announced  from  withmU,  and  the 
wings  of  the  doorfiy  open. 


SCENE  VIL 
Wallenbtein,  Duchess. 

wallsnstein. 
Tou  went  tiieri  through  Vienna,  were  presented 
To  the  Queen  of  Hungary  7 

DUCHESS. 

Yes;  and  to  the  Empress  toti, 
And  by  bodi'  Majesties  were  we  admitted 
To  kiss  the  hand. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  how  was  it  received, 
That  I  had  sent  for  wife  and  daughter  hither 
To  the  camp,  in  winter-time  7 

DDCUE88. 

I  did  even  that 
Which  you  eommission'd  me  to  do.    I  told  them. 
You  had  determined  on  our  daughter's,  marriage. 
And  wish'd,  ere  yet  you  went  into  the  field. 
To  show  the  eiecied  husband  his  betrothed. 

WALLENSTBIN. 

And  did ifaey  guess  the  choice  which  I  had  made? 

DDCHESS. 

They  only  hoped  and  wish'd  it  may  have  fallen 
Upon  no  foreign  nor  yet  Lutheran  noUe.  , 

WAI>LBNSTS1N. 

And  you — what  do  you  wish,  EUsabeth  T 

DUCHESS. 

Your  vrill,  you  know,  was  always  mine. 

.  WALLENSTBIN  (fifler  a  pttu$e). 

WeUdienr 
And  in  all  else,  of  what  kind  and  compleiion 
Was  your  reception  at  the  court  ? 

[7^  DucHBBS  casts  her  eyes  on  the  ground,  asd 
remains  sHenL 
Hide  nothing  fiom  me.    How  were  yoit  leceivedf 

D1PCHE8S. 

O!  my  dear  Lord,  all  is.not  what  it  was.  . 
A  caiiker*worm,  my  Lord,  a  canker'Worm 
Has  stolen  into  the  bud.  * 

WALLENSTBIN. 

Ay!  is  it  so? 
What,  they  vrare  lax  ?  they  foil'd  of  the  old  resped 

DL^HESS. 

Not  of  respect    No  honoi^  were  omitted. 
No  outward  courtesy  7  but  m  the  place 
Of  condescending,  confidential  kindfoeas, 
Familiar  and  endearing,  there  were  given  me 
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Only  thete  honqn  and  diat  ■olemn  oourtosy. 

Ah!  and  the  teodemen  which  was  put  oo, 

It  was  the  guise  of  pity,  not  of  favor. 

N)!  AIbrecht*s  wife,  Duke  Albrocht's  princely  wife, 

Cooat  Harreeh*s  noble  daughter,  should  not  so>-> 

JVoi  wholly  80  should  she  have  been  received. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Fes,  yes ;  diey  have  ta*on  ofience.   My  latest  ecu- 
duct, 
IVy  lail'd  at  it,  no  doubt 

Docims. 

O  that  they  had! 
1  have  been  long  aiccwtoni'd  to  defend  you. 
To  heal  and  pacify  distemper'd  spirits. 
No ;  DO  one  railed  at  you.    They  wrapp'd  them  up, 
0  Heaven !  in  such  oppressive,  solemn  silence ! — 
Here  is  no  every^y  nusunderstanding. 
No  transient  pique,  no  cloud  that  passes  over : 
Sooieihing  most  lucUeas,  most  unhealable^ 
Has  taken  place.    The  Queen  of  Hungary 
Used  formerly  to  call  me  her -dear  aunt. 
And  ever  at  departure  to  embrace  me*  * 

WALLJBNSTIEIN. 

J^shemnitlBditr 

0UCHB88  {wipit^  away  her  tear$^  afler  a  jmu^ 

She  did  embrace  me, 
Bat  then  first  when  I  had  already  taken 
My  formal  leave,  and  wheii  the  door  already 
Had  closed  upon  me,  then  did  she  come  out 
In  hasie,  aa  she  had  suddenly  bethought  herBelf, 
And  presiM  me  to  her  bosom,  more  with  anguish 
Than  tenderness. 

WALLBNiTBiN  (aeket  her  hand  aooikingli^ 
Nay,  new  collect  yourselfl 
And  what  of  Eggenberg  and  lichtenstein, 
And  of  our  other  friends  there  7 

IN7CHXS8  {akaking  her  head^ 

I  saw  none. 

WALLKNVTKIN. 

Tlie  ambassador  from  Spain,  who  once  was  wont 
To  plead  so  warmly  ibr  me  f — 

DucmsB. 

Silent,  silent! 

WALLKNSmir. 

These  suns  then  are  eclipsed  fi»r  us.    Henoefiirwaid 
Most  we  roU  on»  our  own  fire,  our  own  light. 

DUCHESS. 

And  were  i^^were  it,  my  dear  Lord,  ha  that 
Which  moved  about  the  court  in  buzz  and  whisper, 
But  in  the  country  let  itself  be  heard 
Akmd-^  that  which  Father  Lamormaia 
Id  sondiy  hints  and 

WAiXENSTEiN  {tttgerly). 

Laroortnain!  what 


het 

IWCHKSS. 

Tlat  you're  aconsed  of  having  daringly 

0'errtepp*d  the  powers  intrusted  to  you,' charged 

With  traitorous  contempt  of  the  Emperor 

And  his  supreme  behests.    The  proud  Bavarian, 

He  and  the  Spaniards  stand  up  your  accusers — 

That  there's  a  storm  collecting  over  you 

Of  fitf  more  fearful  menace  than  that  fi>rmer  one 

Which  whirl'd  you  headlong  down  at  Regensbuig. 

And  people  talk,  said  he,  of Ah!— 


[Stifling 


I  cannot  utter  it ! 


DUCHSM. 
W^LLXNSTKIH. 

Proceed! 


WoU! 


DOCl 

They  talk 

WALUNtTElN. 
DDCHIS8. 

Of  a  w9oaDd~'-^oatche»  her  voice  mdhentak^. 

WAIXKNSTEIN. 

Second—— 


DUCHlSa. 


-Dismission. 


More  di^graceAd 


WALLXNaTEIN. 

Talk  they  f 
[Slridee  acrou  the  Chamber  in  vehement  agitatu^  . 
O !  they  fi>rce,  they  thrust  me 
With  violence  against  my  own  will,  onward ! 

DOCBiaa  {preseet  near  to  him^  in  enireai^ 
O!  if  there  yet  be  time^  my  husband !  if 
By  giving  way  and  by  submission,  this 
Can  be  averted — my  dear  Lord,  give  way ! 
Win  down  your  proud  heart  to  it !  Tell  that  heoii; 
It  is  your  sovereign  Lord,  your  Emperor, 
Before  whom  you  retreat.  O  let  no  longer 
Low  tricking  malice  blacken  your  good  in«immg 
With  venomous  glosBes.    Stand  you  up 
Shielded  and  helm*d  and  weapon'd  with  the  truth. 
And  drive  befi>ra  you  ixito  uttermost  shame 
These  slanderous  Uars !  Few  firm  friends  have  wo-^ 
You  know  it .' — ^The  swift  growth  of  our  good  fiwtona 
It  hath  but  set  us  up  a  mark  for  hatred. 
What  are  we,  if  the  sovereign's  grace  and  &vor 
Stand  not  before  us  t 


SCENE  VHL 


FMoeed: 


Enter  the  Ccuntete  Tertskt,  leading  in  her  hand  ih$ 
Princete  Thekla,  richly  adorned  with  BrilUante. 

CouNTSSs,  Thekla,  WALLXMaTEiM,  DacHXii. 

countess. 
How,  sister!   What,  already  upon  business! 

[(Xuerving  the  countenance  of  tie  DuCHKM. 
And  business  of  no  pleasing  kind  I  see, 
Ere  he  has  gladdenM  at  his  child.  The  first 
Moment  belongs  to  joy.    Here,  Friedland!  &ther! 
This  is  thy  daughter. 

fTHEKLA  ospproodkef  with  a  ahy  and  timid  air,  and 
bendsherndf  as  about  to  kiu  his  hand,  Herecdees 
her  in  his  arms^  and  remains  standing  for 
time  loet  m  the  feeling  of  her  presence. 

WALLEN8TE1N. 

Tea!  pure  and  lovely  hath  hope  risen  on  me  * 
I  take  her  as  the  pledge  of  greater  fortune. 

DUCHESS. 

Twas  but  a  little  child  when  you  departed 
To  raise  up  that  great  army  for  the  Emperor  i 
And  oiler,  at  the  close  of  the  campaign. 
When  you  retum'd  home  out  of  Pomeronia, 
Your  daughter  was  already  in  the  convent. 
Wherein  she  has  remained  till  now. 


WALLCfWTBIN. 


Thawhik 
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We  in  the  field  here  gave  our  caree  and  toils 
To  make  her  great,  and  fight  her  a  free  way 
To  the  loilieat  earthly  good ;  lo !  mother  Mature 
Within  the  peaceful  silent  eonvent  walls 
Has  done  her  {»rt,  and  out  of  her  fiee  grace 
Hath  she  bestow'd  on  the  beloved  child 
The  godlike ;  and  now  leads  her  thus  adom*d 
To  meet  her  splendid  fortune,  and  my  hope. 

DUCHESS  {to  ThBKLA}. 

Thou  wouldst  not  have  reoognited  thy  father, 
Wouldst  thou,  my  child  f  Site  counted  scarce  eight 

yean,    • 
When  last  she  saw  your  &oe. 

THEKLA. 

Oyes,  yes,  mother! 
At  the  fint  glance ! — My  father  is  not  alter'd. 
The  form  tliat  stands  before  me  falsifies 
No  feature  of  the  image  that  hath  lived 
So  loDg  within  me ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  voice  of  my  child ! 

[T%Bn  after  a  pause, 
I  was  indignant  at  my  destiny, 
That  it  denied  me  a  man-child  to  be 
Heir  of  my  name  and  of  my  prosperous  fortune. 
And  re*illume  my  soon  extinguished  being 
In  a  proud  line  of  princes. 
I  wrong*d  my  destiny.    Here  upon  this  head, 
So  lovely  in  its  maiden  bloom,  will  I 
Lm  fiill  the  garland  of  a  life  of  war, 
Nor  deem  it  lost,  if  only  I  can  wreath  it, 
Transmitted  to'a  regal  ornament, 
Aiound  these  beauteous  brows. 

[fie  cUupi  her  in  kU  atnu  as  Piccolomini  eatars. 


SCENE  IX. 


Enter  Max.  Piccolomini,  and  some  time  after  Count 
Tektsxy,  the  others  remaining  as  before, 

C0UNTE88. 

Tlieie  comes  the  Paladin  who  protected  us. 

WALLENSTKIN. 

Max. !  Weldome,  dver  welcome !  Always  wert  thou 
The  morning-star  of  my  best  joys ! 

MAX. 

My  General 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Till  now  it  was,  the  Emperor  who  rewarded  thee, 
I  but  the  instrument     This  day  thou  hast  bound 
The  father  to  thee.  Max. !  the  fdrtunate  &ther, 
And  this  debt  Friedland's  self  must  pay. 

MAX. 

My  prince ! 
Ton  made  no  common  hurry  to  transfer  it 
I  oome  with  shame :  yea,  not  without  a  pang ! 
For  scarce  have  I  arrived  here,  scarce  deliver'd 
The  modier  and  the  daughter  to  your  arras, 
But  there  is  brought  to  me  from  yoxir  equerry 
A  splendid  richly-plated  hunting-drew 

So  to  remunerato  me  for  my  troubles 

Yes,  yes,  remunerate  me !  Since  a  trouble 
It  must  be,  a  mere  office,  not  a  favor 
Which  I  leapt  forward  lo  receive,  and  which 
1  came  already  with  full  heart  to  thank  you  for. 


No .'  *t  was  not  so  intended,  that  my  business 
Should  be  my  highest  best  good-lbrtune ! 

[Tertsk  Y  enters,  and  ddivers  letters  to  ike  Duxx 
tohich  he  breaks  cpen  hurryingly. 
CQUNTESfl  (to  Max.). 
Remunerate  your  trouble !   For  his  joy 
He  makes  you  recompense.   Tis  not  nnftttm^ 
For  you.  Count  Piccolomini,  to  feel 
So  tenderly — ^my  brother  it  beseems 
To  show  himself  forever  great  and  princely. 

TUEKLA. 

Then  I  too' must  have  scruples. of  bis  love; 
For  his  munificent  hands  did  ornament  me 
Ere  yet  the  father's  heart  had  spoken  to  me. 

MAX. 

Tes ;  'tis  his  nature  ever  to  be  giving 
And  making  happy. 

{lie  grasps  the  hand  of  a»elhicasaB  with  Sim  m 
creasing  w€trmth. 

How  my  heart  pours  oat 
Its  all  of  thanks  to'  him  I  O  i  how  I  seem 
To  utter  all  things  in  the  dear  name  Friedland. 
While  I  shall  Uve,  so  long  will  I  remain 
The  captive  of  this  name  :  in  it  shall  bloom 
My  every  fortune,  every  lovely  hope. 
Inextricably  as  in  some  magic  ring 
In  this  name  hath  my  destiny  charm-bound'  me ! 
COUNTESS  (who  during  this  time  has  been  anxioudy 
watching  the  Duke,  and  remarks  that  he  is  lost  in 
thought  over  the  letters). 
My  brother  iiishes  us  to  leave  him.    Come. 
WALi«EN8TBiN  (tums  himsclf  round  quick,  coUecU  kM- 
self  and  speaks  with  cheerfulness  to  the  Pucusss). 
Once  more  I  bid  thee  welco^ne  to  the  camp. 
Thou  art  the  hostess  of  this  court     You,  Max^ 
Will  now  again  administer  your  old  office, 
While  we  perform  the  sovereign's  business  here. 
[Max.  Piccolomini  ofers  the  Duchess  histtrm;ihe 
Countess  accompanies  the  Princess. 
TERTSK  Y  {paiiing  after  Atm>. 
Max.,  we  depend  on  seeing  you  at  the  meeting. 


SCENE  X. 


Wallenstein,  Count  Tertskt. 

WALLENSTEIN  (in  deep  thought  to  hmadfi. 
She  hath  seen  all  things  as  they  are — ^It  is  so, 
And  squares  completely  with  my  other  notices. 
They  have  determined  finally  in  Vienna, 
Have  given  me  my  successor  already; 
It  is  the  king  of  Hungary,  Ferdinand, 
The  Emperor's  delicale  son  I  he's  now  their  savior 
He's  the  new  star  that's  rising  now !  Of  us 
They  think  themselves  already  fairly  rid. 
And  as  we  were  deceased,  ihe  heir  already 
Is  entering  on  possession— Therefore — dispatch ! 
[As  he  turns  round  Ae  observes  Tertsk  v,  anigiva 
Xim  a  letter. 
Count  Altringer  will  have  himself  excused. 
And  Galas  too— I  like  not  this ! 

tertsky. 

And  if 
Thou  loiterest  longer,  all  will  fall  away. 
One  following  the  other. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Altringer 
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b  master  of  4m  Tyrol  pMWM.    I  nnut  ibnhwith 

Sold  nme  one  to  him,^that  he  let  not  in 

The  Spaniaxds  on  me  from  the  Milanese. 

— — Well,  and  the  old  Sesin,  that  ancient  trader 

In  contmband  negotiatioiB,  he 

Has  shown  himeelf  again  of  late.    Whatbiinga  he 

Fram  the  Count  Thur  ? 

TKRT8KT. 

The  Count  commnnicatea, 
He  has  found  out  the  Swedish  chancellor 
At  Halberstadt,  where  the  convention 's  held, 
Who  says,  you've  tired  him  out,  and  that  he '11  have 
No  further  dealinga  with  you. 

WALLKNSTUN. 

And  why  so  T 

TERT8KT. 

He  saya,  you  are  never  iu  earnest  in  your  apeechea ; 
That  you  deo^  the  Swedes — to  make  fools  of  them; 
Will  league  yourself  with  Saxony  against  them. 
And  at  last  make  yourself  a  riddance  of  them 
With  a  paltry  aum  of  money. 

WALLCNSTKIN. 

So  then,  doubtless, 
Tea,  doubtleas,  this  same  modest  Swede  expects 
That  I  shall  yield  him  some  fitir  German  tract 
For  his  prey  and  booty,  that  ouraelvea  at  last 
On  our  own  aoil  and  native  territory, 
May  be  no  longer  our  own  lords  and  masters ! 
An  excellent  scheme !  No«  no !  They  muat  be  afC, 
Ofi^  <^  awi^ !  we  want  no  such  neighbors. 

TKKTgKT. 

Nay,  yield  them  up  that  dot,  .that  speck  of  land — 
It  goes  not  from  your  portion.'    If  you  win 
The  game,  what  mattera  it  to  you  who  paya  it  t 

WALLENSTXIN. 

Off  with  them,  off!  Thou  understand'st  not  this:  • 
Never  ahall  it  be  aaid  of  me,  I  parcell'd 
My  native  land  away,  dismember'd  Germany, 
Betray'd  it  to  a  foreigner,  in  order 
To  come  with  stealthy  tread,  and  filch  away 
My  own  share  of  the  plunder — Never!  never!— 
'    No  foreign  power  shall  strike  root  in  the  empire, 
And  least  of  all,  these  Goths !  these  hunger-wolves ! 
Who  send  such  envious,  hot  and  greedy  glances 
Towaida  the  rich  blessings  of  our  German  lands ! 
ril  have  their  aid  to  cast  and  draw  my  nets. 
But  not  a  single  fish  of  all  the  draught 
Shall  they  come  in  for. 

TERTBKT. 

Yotk  will  deal,  however. 
More  fi&irly  virith  the  Saxons  7  They  lose  patience 
While  you  shiil  ground  and  make  so  many  curves. 
Say,  to  what  purpiiae  all  these  masks  ?  Your  friends 
Are  plunged  in  doubts,  baffled,  and  led  oittray  in  you. 
Tnere's  Oxenstein,  there's  Amheim — neither  knows 
What  h«  should  think  of  your  procrastinations. 
And  in  the  end  I  prove  the  liar ;  all 
Faaaes  through  me.    I  have  not  even  your  hand- 
writing. 

WALLEPrarsirr. 
I  never  give  my  handwriting ;  thou  knowest  it 

TKETBKT. 

Bat  how  can  h  be  known  that  you>e  in  earnest, 

If  the  act  follows  not  upon  the  word  ? 

You  moat  yourself  acknowledge,  that  in  all 

Your  interouunea  hidierto  with  the  enemy. 

You  vaight  have  done  with  safety  all  you  have  done, 


Had  you  meant  nothing  further  than  to  gull  hun 
For  th«  Emperor's  service. 

WALLENsnsiN  {after  a  pauMt  during  which  he 
looke  narrewiy  on  Tertsky). 

And  from  whence  dost  thou  know 
Thfit  Vmnot  gullir^  him  for  the  Emperor's  service  t 
Whence  knowest  thou  that  I  'm  not  gulling  all  of  you  ? 
Doat  thou  know  me  so  well  ?  When  made  1  thee 
The  intendant  of  my  secret  purposes  7 
I  am  not  conscioua  that  I  ever  open'd 
My  inmoat  thoughts  to  thee.  The  Emperor,  it  ia  troe. 
Hath  dealt  with  me  amiss ;  and  if  I  wotdd, 
I  could  repay  him  with  usurioua  interest 
For  the  evil  he  hath  done  me.    It  delights  me 
To  know  my  power ;  but  whether  I  shall  use  it, 
Of  that,  I  should  have  thought  that  thou  couldst 

speak 
No  wiselier  than  thy  fellows. 

TERTSKY^ 

So  hast  thou  always  play'd  thy  game  with  ua. 

[Enler  luo 


SCENE  XI. 

IlLO,  WALLtNBTEIN,   TeRTBKT. 
WALLENSTEIN. 

How  atand  afiSurs  without  7  Are  they  prepared  7 

ILLO. 

You*U  find  them  in  the  very  mood  you  wish 
They  know  about  the  Emperor's  requisitions, 
And  are  tiiroultuous. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

How  hath  Isolan 
Declared  himself  7  . 

ILLO. 

He's  youHB,  both  soul  and  bot^ 
Since  you  built  up  again  his  Faro-bank. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  which  way  doth  Kolatto  bend  7  Hast  thou 
Made  sure  of  Tiefenbach  and  Deodate  7 

ILLO. 

What  Piccolomini  docs,  that  they  do  too. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You  mean,  then,  I  may  venture  somewhat  with  thoml 

ILLO. 

--Jf  you  are  assured  of  the  Piccolomini. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Not  more  assured  of  mine  own  self. 

c  Ti^RTSKY. 

And  yet 
I  would  you  trusted  not  so  much  to  Octavio, 
The  fox! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Thou  teiK^hest  me  to  know  my  man  7 
Sixteen  campaigns  I  have  made  with  that  old  warrior 
Besides,  I  have  his  horoscope : 
We  both  are  bom  beneath  like  stars — ^in  short, 

[  Wiih  an  air  of  mystery 
To, this  belongs  its  own  particular  aspect. 
If  therefore  thou  canst  warrant  me  the  rest 

ILLO. 

There  is  among  them  all  but  this  one  voice. 
You  must  not.  lay  down  the  command.    I  hear 
They  mean  to  send  a  deputation  to  you. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

If  I'm  in  aught  to  bind  myself  to  them. 
They  too  must  bind  themselvea  to  roe. 
19  141 


186 


C0LERID6FS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


fLLO. 


Of 


WALLE!fSt*IIN. 

Their  words  of  honor  thoy  must  give*  their  oathi. 
Give  them  in  writing  lo  me,  promising 
Devotion  to  ray  service  vncondkionttL 

ILLO. 

Why  not? 

TERT8KT. 

Devotion  uncanditioncdt 
The  exception  of  their  duties  towards  Austria 
They  U1  idways  place  amotig  the  premisoSi 
With  this  reserve    '  . 

WALLKNSTBIN  (shaking  Ms  ieai). 
All  uncondUwmd  ! 
No  premises,  no  reserves. 

ILLO. 

A  thought  has  struck  me. 
Does  not  Count  Tertsky  give  us  a  set  banquet 
This  evening  ? 

TERTSKT. 

Tcs ;  and  ail  the  Generab 
Have  been  invited. 

ILLO  (to  Wallenstcin). 

Say,  will  you  here  fully 
Commission  me  to  use  my  own  discretion  t 
I  *I1  gain  for  you  the  Generals*  words  of  honor. 
Even  as  yon  wish. 

wallknstein. 
Gain  me  iheir  signatures! 
How  you  eome  by  them,  that  is  yowr  concern. 

ILLO. 

And  if  I  bring  it  to  you,  black  on  white, 
That  all  the  leaders  who  are  present  here 
Give  themselves  up  to  you,  without  condition ; 
Say,  will  you  then — then  will  you  show  youiaelf 
In  earnest  and  with  some  decisive  action 
Make  trial  of  your  luck  7 

WALLENSTKIN. 

The  signatures! 
Gain  me  the  signatures. 

ILLO. 

Seize,  seize  the  hour. 
Ere  it  slips  from  you.     Seldom  comes  the  moment 
In  lite,  which  is  indeed  sublime  and  weighty. 
To  make  a  great  decision  possible, 
O !  many  things,  aH  transient  and  all  rapid. 
Must  meet  at  once  :  und,  haply,  they  thus  met 
May  by  that  confluence  bo  enforced  to  pause 
Time  long  enough  for  wisdom,  though  too  short. 
Far,  fiir  too  short  a  time  for  doubt  and  scruple ! 
This  is  thai  moment     See,  our  army  chioAains, 
Our  best,  our  noblest,  are  assembled  around  you, 
'  Their  king-like  leader  \  On  your  nod  they  wait 
The  single  threads,  wliich  here  your  prosperous  for- 
tune 
Hath  woven  together  in  one  potent  web 
Instinct  with  destiny,  O  let  them  not 
Dnravel  of  themselves.    If  you  permit 
These  chiefi  to  separate,  so  unanimous 
Bring  you  them  not  a  second  time  togethor. 
*Tis  the  high  tide  that  heaves  the  stranded  ship. 
And  eveiy  individual's  spirit  waxes 
In  the  great  stream  of  multitudes.    Behold 
Tley  are  still  hero,  here  filill !  But  soon  the  Pntt 
Bunts  them  once  more  asunder,  and  in  small 
Funicular  anxieties  and  interests 
Scatters  their  spirit,  and  the  sjmipntfay 


Of  aodi  man  wiA  die  whole.    He  w)io  to-day 
Forgets  himself;  forced  onward  ^th  die  strsiin 
Will  become  sober,  seeing  but  himselC 
Feel  onj^  his  own  weakness,  and  vnth  speod 
Will  fiioe  about,  and  march  on  in  the  old 
High  rood  of  duty,  the  oM  broad  trodden  iMd. 
And  seek  but  to  make  ahelter  in  goo4  piigki* 

WALLBN8TfeIN. 

Hie  fftfie  is  not  yet  come. 


So  fou  My*alwi9» 


Bat  when  will  it  be  timet 

WALLBIftffJBIM. 

When  I  shall  aay  it 

ILLO. 

Tou*n  wait  upon  the  stars,  and  on  their  hoai^ 
Till  the  earthly  hour  escapes  you.   O,  believe  nitt. 
In  your  own  boeom.are  your  destiny's  stars. 
Confidence  in  yourself,  prompt  resolution. 
This  is  your  Venus!  and  the  soul  malignaiA, 
The  only  one  that  harmeth  you,  is  Dojubt 

WALLKN8TEI1V, 

Thou  speakest  as  thou  understand*st    How  oft 
And  many  a  time  I  *ve  told  thee,  Jupiter, 
That  lustrous  god,  was  setting  at  thy  birth. 
Thy  visual  power  subdues  iro  mysteries ; 
Mole-eyed,  thou  mayesi  but  burrow  in  the 
Blind  as  that  subterrestrial,  who  with  wan, 
Lead-color'd  shine  lighted  thee  into  life. 
The  common,  the  terrestrial,  thou  mayest 
With  serviceable  cunning  knit  together 
Tlie  nearest  with  the  nearest ;  and  therein 
I  trust  thee  and  believe  thee !  but  whate*er 
Full  of  mysterious  import  Nature  weaves 
And. fashions  in  the  depths — the  spirit's  ladder, 
That  from  this  gross  and  vijdble  world  of  dost 
Even  10  the  starry  wortd,  with  thousand  rounds. 
Builds  itself  up;  on  which  the  anaeen  powvrs 
Move  up  and  down  on  heavenly  ministries— 
The  circles  in  the  crrcles,  that  approach 
The  central  sun  with  ever-narrowing  orbit-^ 
These  see  the  glance  alone,  the  unsealed  ay«. 
Of  Jupiter's  glad  children  bora  in  histre. 

'  {He  waUa  acrota  the  dkaiii5sr,  (hen  retencf,  ani 
Handing  ttUl^  proceeds. 
The  heavenly  constellations  make  not  merely 
The  day  and  nights,  summer  and  spring,  not  nwre^ 
Signify  to  the  husbandman  the  seasons 
Of  sowing  and  of  harvest.    Human  action. 
That  is  tlie  seed  loo  of  coniingenciea, 
Strew'd  on  the  dark  land  of  futurity 
In  hopes  to  reconcile  the  powers  of  &ta 
Whence  it  behoves  us  to  seek  out  the  seed'time. 
To  watch  the  ^lars,  select  their  proper  hour*. 
And  trace  with  searching  eye  the  heavenly  lawes 
Whether  the  enemy  of  growth  and  tliriving 
Hide  himself  not,  maligimnt,  in  his  comer. 
Therefore  permit  me  my  own  time.    Meanwhile 
Do  you  your  part    As  yet  1  cannot  say 
What  /shall  do — only,  give  way  I  will  not 
Depose  me  too  they  sliaU  not    On  these  pomis 
You  may  rely. 

PAQE  (entering), 
iky  Lords,  tho  Generab. 


WALLUflTBfli 


ASilimn  coma  iti> 
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SCENE  xn. 

WAixBfOTKiN.  Tkrtskt,  Illq^ — 7^  tkem  enter  Quxs- 

JWtBEMG,  OCTAVIO  Ofui  MaX.  PiCCOIiOMINI,  BUT- 

LwtL,  laouLtti,  Maradas,  and  three  other  OeneraU. 
Wallenstbin  moHont  QuEsrncNBKRG,  who  in  con- 
eeqmente  takee  the  chair  directly  opponie  to  him ;  Ike 
oikere  JoUow,  arranging  thenudvee  according  to 
tftetf*  rmtk.     7%ere  rrigns  a  momentary  eHence. 

WALLKfftTKIN. 

I  have  imdentood,  *tit  truot  the  Bam  and  import 
Of  your  instnictioiM,  Quevtanberg;    bsTO  waigh'd 

them. 
And  lbnn*d  my  final,  absolute  resolve : 
Tet  it  seems  fitting,  that  the  Generals 
Should  hear  the  will  of  the  Emperor  irom  your  mouA. 
May't  please  you  then  to  open  your  conmussion 
Beibre  these  noUe  Chiefhunaf 

QixuTSNBf  no 

I  am  ready 
To  obey  you ;  but  will  fint.  entreat  your  Highnew, 
And  all  diese  noble  Chieftains,  to  consider, 
The  Imperial  dignity  and  sovereign  right 
Speaks  from  my  mouth,  and  not  my  owq  presumption. 

WALLSNSTBIN.- 

We  excuse  all  preface. 

QUESTENBKRG. 

When  his  M^esty 
The  Emperor  to  his  courageous  armies 
Preseuted  in  (he  penon  of  Duke  Friedland 
A  moat  experienced  and  renowa'd  commander, 
He  did  it  in  glad  hope  and  confidence 
To  give  thereby  to  the  fortune  of  the  war 
A  rapid  and  auspicious  change.   ■  The  onsef 
Was  favorable  to  his  royal  wishes. 
Boheima  vrra  delivered  from  the  Saxons, 
The  Swede's  career  of  conquest  checked !  These  lands 
Began  lo  draw  breath  freely,  as  Duke  Friedland 
From  all  the  streams  of  Germany  forced  hither 
The  scattered  armies  of  the  enemy ; 
Hither  in\'oked  as  round  one  magic  circle 
The  Rhinegrave,  Bernhard,  Banner,  Oxensleio,' 
Yea,  and  that  never-conquer'd  King  himself; 
Here  finally,  before  the  eye  of  Niimbeig, 
The  fearful  game  of  battle  to  decida 

WALLENSTEIN. 

May 't  please  yoi^  to  the  pointr 

QUnTENBKRO. 

In  Ntimberg's  camp  the  Swedish  monarch  left 
His  fame— in  Liitzen's  plains  his  life.     But  who 
Stood  not  astrunded,  when  victorious  Friedland 
After  this  nay  of  triumph,  this  proud  day, 
Afarch*d  towMtl  Bohemia  with  the  speed  of  flight. 
And  vanish'd  from  the  theatre  of  war; 
While  the  young  Weimar  hero  forced  his  way 
Into  Franconia,  to  the  Danube,  like 
Some  del'-iiig  winteretream,  which,  where  h  rtisliea, 
Makes  i(»  iiwn  channel ;  with  soch  sudden  speed 
He  marcb'd.  and  now  at  once  'fore  Regenspurg 
Stood  to  the  affright  of  all  good  Catholic  Chriltienil 
Then  did  Bnvariu's  well-deserving  Prince 
Entreat  swill  at  dance  in  his  extreme  need ; 
The  Emperur  8  ods  seven  horsemen  to  Duke  Fried- 

lun<l. 
Seveft  horseni  >n  couriers  sends  he  with  the  entreaty: 
He  supera  l.'s     s  own,  and  supplicates 
Whare  o  the  sovereign  lord  he  can  command. 

N3 


In  viin  his  supplication  !.<At  this  moment 
The  Duke  beam  only  his  old  hate  and  grudge, 
Baners  the  {{enend  good  to  gratify 
Private  ravenge — and  so  falls  Regenspuq;. 

'  WALLENSTEIN 

Max.,  to  what  period  of  the  war  alludes  he  T 
My  ^tocoUection  fails  me  here ! 


He 


When  w«  wei«  in  Silesia. 


wALLdfrmir. 

Ay!  isitsof 
Bat  what  had  we  ta  do  there  t 

MAX. 

To  beat  out 
The  Swedes  and  Saxons  from  the  province. 

WAUJBNmiN. 

In  that  descripCvM  which  the  Mbnister  gave 
I  seem'd  to  have  forgotten  the  whole  war. 

[IbQi;; 
Well,  but  proceed  a  little. 

QUESTENBERO. 

Yes ;  at  length 
Beaide  the  river  Oder  did  the  Duke 
Assert  his  ancient  fame.     Upon  the  fields 
Of  Steinau  did  the  Swedes  lay  down  their  arma, 
Subdued  without  a  blow.     And  here,  with  otheia 
The  righteousness  of  Heaven  to  his  avenger 
Delivered  itiat  long-practised  stirrer-up 
Of  insurrection,  that  curse-laden  torch 
And  kindler  of  this  war,  Mattliias  Thur. 
But  he  had  fallen  into  magnanimous  hands  ; 
Instead  of  punishment  he  found  reward. 
And  with  rich  presents  did  the  Duke  dismiss 
The  arch-foe  of  his  Emperor. 

WALl.BNBTBIff  {hugha), 

I  know, 
I  know  you  had  already  in  Vienna 
Your  windows  and  balconies  all  fbreatall*^ 
To  see  him  on  the  executioner's  cart. 
I  might  have  lost  the  battle,  lost  it  too 
With  infamy,  and  still  retain'd  your  graott^ 
But,  to  have  cheated  them  of  '\  spectacle. 
Oh !  thai  the  good  folks  of  Vijuna  never. 
No,  never  can  forgive  me ! 

anESTENBERG. 

So  Silesia 
Was  freed,  and  all  things  loudly  oall'd  the  DuSiA 
Into  Bavaria,  now  press'd  hard  on  all  sides. 
And  he  did  pift  his  troops  in  motion :  slowly, 
Q&itc  at  his  ease,  and  by  the  longest  road 
He  traverses  Bohemia  ;  but  ere  ever 
Ho  hath  once  seen  the  enemy,  faces  round, 
Breaks  up  the  march,  and  takes  to  winter-quartM 

WALLENSTEINw 

The  hoops  were  pitiably  destitute      ^ 
Of  every  necessary,  every  comfort. 
The  winter  came.     What  thinks  his  Miyesty 
His  troops  are  made  off  A  n*t  we  men  ?  sut^jectod 
Like  other  men  to  wet,  and  cold,  and  all 
The  circumstances  of  necessity  f 
O  miserable  lot  of  the  poor  soldier ! 
Wherever  he  comes  in,  all  fiee  before  him. 
And  when  he  goes  away,  the  general  curse 
Follows  him^o  Tiis  route.    All  must  be  seiadt 
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Nothing  is  given  him.     And  oompell'd  to  seize 
From  every  man,  he  *«  every  man's  abhorrence. 
Behold,  iiere  stand  my  Gonerals.     Karafb! 
Count  Deodate !  Butler!  Tell  this  man 
How  lung  the  soldiers*  pay  is  in  arrears. 


Already  a  full  yean 


BUTLEIU 


WALLENBTEIN. 

And  'tis  the  hire 
That  constitutes  the  hireling's  name  and  duties, 
The  soldier's  pay  is  the  'Soldier^s  covenant.* 

QUESTENBERG. 

Ah !  this  is  a  lar  other  tone  from  that. 

In  which  the  Duke  spoke  eight,  nine  years  ago. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tes!  'tis  my  fault,  I  know  it :  I  myvelf 
Have  spoilt  the  Emperor  by  indulging  liim. 
Nine  years  ago,  during  the  Danish  war, 
I  raised  him  up  a  force,  a  mighty  ^nvce. 
Forty  or  fifty  thousand  men,  that  ooet  him 
Of  his  own  pane  no  doit    Through  Saxony 
The  fury  goddess  of  the  war  marcb'd  on, 
£*en  to  the  surf  rocks  of  the  Baltic,  bearing 
The  terrors  of  his  name.    That  was  a  time ! 
In  the  whole  Imperial  realm  no  name  like  mine 
Honor'd  with  festival  and  celebration — 
And  Albrecht  Wallenstein,  it  was  the  tide 
Of  the  third  jewel  in  his  crown! 
But  at  the  Diet,  when  the  Princes  met 
At  Regensburg,  there,  there  the  whole  broke  out. 
There  'twas  laid  open,  there  it  was  made  known, 
Out  of  what  money-bag  I  had  paid  the  host 
And  what  was  now  my  thank,  what  had  I  now, 
That  I,  a  faithful  servant  of  the  Sovereign, 
Had  loaded  on  myself  the  people's  curses. 
And  let  the  Princes  of  the  empire  pay 
The  expea<ics  of  this  war,  that  aggrandizes 
The  Emperor  alone— What  thanks  had  1 7 
Wfiat  f  I  was  oflbr'd  up  to  their  complaints, 
Dismiss'd,  degraded ! 

QUESTENBERG. 

But  your  Highness  knows 
What  little  freedom  he  possessed  of  action 
In  that  disastrous  Diet 

WALLEfrBTXXN. 

Deadi  and  hell ! 
I  bad  that  which  could  Imve  procured  him  freedom. 
No!  since  'twas  proved  so  inauspicious  to  me 
To  servo  the  Emperor  at  the  empire's  cost, 
I  have  been  taught  far  other  trains  of  thinking 
Of  the  empire,  and  the  diet  of  the  empire. 
Fl^om  the  Emperor,  doubtless,  I  received  this  sta^ 
But  now  I  hold  it  as  the  empire's  general— 
For  the  common  weal,  the  universal  interest. 
And  no  more  for  that  one  roan's  aggrandizement ! 
But  to  the  point    What  is  it  that's  desired  of  me T 

aUESTENBERG. 

Fint,  his  Imperial  Majesty  hath  will'd 


*  The  oilciDal  b  oot  tranalaUible  ioto  Gniliah; 

Und  win  Sold 

Mua  dem  Soldaten  werden,  daroach  heint  «r. 

It  Bifht  pmliapa  have  liecn  that  recxlered : 

And  that  for  which  he  sold  hit  lervioea. 
The  w>1dier  mAit  receive. 

Bol  a  Mm  or  doubtfbl  etf  moloey  is  no  more  Uian  a  doll  pon. 


That  without  pretexts  of  delay  llie  army 
Evacuate  Bohemia. 

WALLEN8TEIK. 

In  this  season  f 
And  to  what  quarter  wUls  the  Empeior 
That  we  direct  our  course  T 

QUESTENBERG. 

To  the  enemy. 
His  Majesty  resolves,  that  Regensburg 
Be  purified  fh>m  the  enemy  ere  f^ter, 
That  Lutheranism  may  be  lio  kmger  preach'd 
In  that  cathedral,  nor  heretical 
Defilement  desecrate  the  celebration 
Of  that  pure  festival. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

My  generals, 
Can  this  be  realized  ? 

ILLO. 

Tis  not  possible. 


BUTLER. 


It  can't  be  realized. 


QUESTENBERG. 

The  Emperor 
Already  hath  commanded  Colonel  Suys 
To  advance  toward  Bavaria. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  did  Suya  f 

QUESTENBERG. 

That  which  his  duty  prompted.    He  advanced 

WALLENSTEIN.    , 

What!  he  advanced  7  And  I,  his  general. 
Had  given  him  orders,  peremptory  orders. 
Not  to  desert  his  station !  Stands  it  thus 
With  my  authority  7  Is  this  the  obedience 
Due  to  my  office,  which  being  thrown  aside. 
No  war  can  be  conducted  ?  Chieflaini,  speak. 
You  be  the  judges,  generals !  What  dee^rvea 
That  oflicer,  who  of^  his  oath  neglectful 
Is  guilty  of  oontempt^f  orders  f 

ILLO. 

Death. 

WALLEKSTEIN  {raising  his  vcice,  as  aU^  but  Tllo,  had 

remained  silent,  and  seemingly  scrupulous 
Count  Piccolomini !  what  has  he  deserved  f 

MAX.  PICCOLOMINI  {ofier  a  long  pause!^ 
According  to  the  letter  of  the  law, 
Death. 

ISOLAin. 

Death. 

BUTLER. 

Death,  by  the  laws  of  war. 
[QUESTENBERG  rises  from  his  seal,  WALLlHvmM 
foUoms;  aU  the  rest.rise. 

WALLENSTEIlff. 

To  this  the  law  condemns  him,  and  luM  I. 
And  if  I  show  him  favor,  'twill  arise 
From  the  reverence  that  I  owe  my  Emperor 

QUESTENBERG. 

If  so^  I  can  say  nothing -further — here! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  accepted  the  command  but  on  conditions : 
And  this  the  first,  that  to  the  diminution 
Of  my  authority  no  human  being. 
Not  even  the  Emperor's  self,  should  be  entitled 
To  do  aught,  or  to  say  aught  with  the  army 
If  I  stand  warTantet  of  the  evenf, 
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my  bonar  md  my  head  m  pledge,  - 
Needs  must  I  have  fuU  flUHrteiy  in  all 
The  meana  thereto.    What  leiider'd  this  Guatavua 
Kesistleat,  and  uacoDqaer'd  upon  earth  7 
Thia — that  he  was  Uie  monareh  in  his  army ! 
A  monarch,  one  who  ia  indeed  a  monarch, 
Waa  never  yet  mibdued  but  by  bia  equal 
But  to  the  point !  The  best  ii  yet  to  oome. 
Attend  now,  general* ! 

QtnSTKNBmO. 

The  Prince  Cardinal 
Begina'hia  route  ,at  tho  approach  of  spring 
From  the  Milanese ;  and  leods  a  Spanish  army 
Through  Germany  into  the  Netherlands. 
That  he  may  march  secure  and  unimpeded, 
Tis  the  Emperor's  will  you  grant  him  a  detachment 
Of  eight  horse  regiments  from  the  army  here. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I 

Yes,  yea !  I  understand  !-^Eigbt  regiments '  Well* 
Right  well  concerted,  fitdier  Lamormain! 
Eight  thonaand  horse!  Yea,  yes!  'Tis  as  it  should  be! 
I  see  it  coming. 

There  is  nodiing  coming. 
All  stands  in  fix>nt :  the  counsel  of  state-prudence, 
The  dictate  of  necessity ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  then  f 
)¥hat,  my  Lord  Envojr  t  May  I  not  be  sufier'd 
To  miderstand,  that  folks  are  tired  of  seeii^ 
The  sword's  hilt  in  my  grasp ;  and  that  your  coort 
Snatch  eagerly  at  this  pretence,  and  use 
The  Spanish  title,  to  drain  off  my  forces. 
To  lead  into  the  empire  a  new  army 
Unsubjected  to  my  control  f  To  throw  me 
Ilumply  aaide, — ^I  am  still  too  powerful  for  you 
1\>  ventmre  that.    My  Mpulation  nms. 
That  all  the  Imperial  forces  shall  obey  me 
Where'er  the  German  'u  the  native  language. 
Of  Spanish  troops  and  of  Prince  Cardinals 
That  tako  their  route,  as  visitors,  through  the  empire. 
There  standa  no  syllable  in  my  stipulation. 
No  syllable  !  And  so  the  politic  court 
Steak  in  a  tiptoe,  and  creeps  round  behind  it ; 
First  makes  me  weaker,  then  to  be  dispensed  with, 
Till  it  dares  strike  at  length  a  bolder  blow 
And  make  abort  work  with  me. 
What  need  of  all  these  crooked  ways,  Loid  Envoy! 
Straight  forwaid,  man!  His  compact  with  me  pinchea 
The  Emperor.    He  would  that  I  moved  off!—- 
WeU !— I  will  gratify  him ! 

[Here  there  commences  an  agitation  among  the 
Generals,  toAicA  increases  continually. 
It  grieves  me  for  my  noble  officers'  sakes ! 
I  see  not  yet,~by  what  means  they  will  oome  at 
The  moneys  they  have  advanced,  or  how  obtain 
The  recompense  their  services  demand. 
Still  a  new  leader  brings  new  claimants  forward, 
And  prior  merit  superannuates  quickly. 
There  serve  here  many  foreigners  in  the  army. 
And  were  the  man  in  all  else  brave  and  gaUan^ 
I  was  not  went  to  make  nice  scrutiny 
AAor  his  pedigree  or  catechism. 
This  will  be  otherwise,  i'  the  time  to  come. 
Well — ^me  no  longer  it  concerns.    (He  seats  himself. 


MAX.  PICCOLOMINL 

_  k 

ForbifVit  Heaven,  that  it  should  come  to  this! 
Oar  troops  will  swell  in  dreadful-  feimcntatioi^* 
The  Emperor  is  abused*— it  cannot  be. 

IBOLAKL 

It  cannoC  be ;  all  goes  to  instant  wreck. 

WALLENariciN. 

Thou  hast  said  truly,  faithful  Isolani ! 
What  we  with  toil  and  foresight  have  built  uu 
Will  go  to  wreck — dl  go  to  instant  wreck. 
What  then  ?  another  chieOain  is  soon  found. 
Another  army  likewise  (who  dares  doubt  it  f) 
Will  flock  froAi  all  sides  to  the  Emperor, 
At  the  first  beat  of  his  recruiting  drum. 

[During  this  speech,  Isolani,  Teetskt,  Illo, 

and  Maradas  talk  confuaeHy  with  great 

agitation. 

MAX.  piccoLOMiNi  (bttsUy  and  passionatshf  going 
from  one  to  another,  and  soothing  than. 
Hear,  my  commander!  Hear  me,,generali! 
X>et  me  T»njure  3rou,  Duke !  Determine  nothing. 
Till  we  have  met  and  represented  to  you 
Our  joint  remonstrances. — Nay,  calmer!  Friends! 
I  hope  all  may  be  yet  set  right  again. 

TERT8KT.  .      . 

Away!  let  us  away!  in  the  antechamber 

Find  we  the  others.  [They  g9 

BUTLER  {to  QnESTENBERG). 

If  good  counsel  gain* 
Due  audience  from  your  wisderar  my  Lord  Envoy ! 
You  will  be  cautious  how  you  show  yourself 
In  public  for  some  hours  to  come— or  hardly 
Will  that  gold  key  protect  yop  from  maltreatment 

[Commotions  heard  from  without 

WALLENSTEIN. 

A  salutary  counsel ^Tbou,  Octavio ! 

Wilt  answer  for  the  safety  of  our  guest. 
Farewell,  Von  Questenberg ! 

[QuESTENBERo  IS  aboul  to  tpeaJL 
Nay,  not  a  word. 
Not  one  word  more  of  that  detested  subject! 
You.  have  perform'd  your  duty — ^We  know  how 
To  separate  the  office  from  the  man. 

[As  QuESTENBERo  ts  gotng  o|f  with  Octavio  ; 

GOETZ,  TiBFENBACH,  EoLATTO,  prSSS  Ml  ; 

several  other  Generals  following  than. 

OOETZ. 

Where's  he  who  means  to  rob  us  of  our  general  t 

TiEFENBACH  {ol  the  sonu  time). 
What  are  we  forced  to  hear?  That  thou  wilt  leave  uaf 

KOIATTO  (at  the  same  time). 
We  will  live  with  thee,  we  will  die  with  thee. 

WALLENSTEIN  (with  stoteUoess,  and  pointing  to  I1.LO). 

There !  the  Feld-Maishal  knows  our  wilL         [EanL 
[WhUe  aU  are  going  of  the  StagCy  the  airlotii 
drops. 


ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. 
Scene — A  small  Chamber, , 
Illo  and  Tertskt. 

TERTSKY. 

Now  for  this  evening's  business !  How  intend  yoa 
To  manage  with  the  generals  at  the  banquet  I 
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ILLO. 

Attend !  We  frame  a  ibnnal  declantioo. 

Wherein  we  to  the  Duke  ooosign  oonelves 

Collectively,  to  be  and  to  remain 

Hu  both  with  life  and  limb,  and  not  to  apare 

The  last  drop  of  our  blood  ibr  Am,  proYided 

So  doing  we  infringe  no  oath  or  du^, 

We  may  be  under  to  the  Emperor. — ^Madt! 

This  reservation  we  expressly  make 

In  a  paiticuhr  clause,  and  save  the  conseieQC^. 

Now  hear !  This  formula  so  framed  and  worded 

Will  be  presented  to  them  fiir  perusal 

Beibre  the  banquet   No  one  will  find  in  it 

Cause  of  oflence  or  scruple.    Hear  now  further ! 

Ailer  the  feast,  when  now  the  vap'ring  wine 

Oj^ns  the  heart,  and  shuts  the  eyes,  we  let 

A  counterfeited  paper,  in  the  which 

This  one  paiticiilar  clause  has  been  left  out» 

Go  round  fi»r  signatures. 

TEBT8KT. 

How !  think  you  then 
Hiat  they'll  believe  themselves  bound  by  an  oath. 
Which  we  had  trick'd  them  into  by  a  juggle? 

ILLO. 

We  shall  have  caught  and  caged  them !  liOt  them  then 
Beat  their  wings  bare  agauaat  the  wires,  and  rave 
l4>ud  as  they  may  against  our  treachery ; 
At  court  their  signatures  will  be  believed 
Far  rooreHhan  dieir  most  holy  affirmations. 
IVaiton  they  are,  and  must  be ;  therefore  wisely 
Will  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 

TERT8KY. 

lYeli,  well,  it  shall  content  me ;  let  but  something 
Be  done,  let  only  some  decisive  blow 
Set  us  in  motion. 

ILLO. 

Besides,  *tis  of  subordinate  importance 
How,  or  how  fiur,  we  may  thereby  [xopel 
The  Generals.   "Tis  enough  that  we  penuade 
The  Duke  that  they  are  his — Let  him  but  act 
In  his  determined  mood,  as  if  he  had  them. 
And  he  mil  have  them.    Where  he  plunges  in, 
He  makes  a  whirlpool,  and  all  stream  down  to  it 

TniTSKT.     . 

His  policy  is  such  a  labyrinth. 
That  many  a  time  when  I  have  thought  myself 
Close  at  his  side,  he  *s  gone  at  once,  and  left  me 
Ignorant  of  the  ground  where  I  yw  standing. 
Hb  lends  the  enemy  his  ear,  permits  me 
To  write  to  them,  to  Amheim ;  to  Sesina 
Himself  comes  forward  blank  and  undisguised ; 
Talks  with  us  by  the  hour  about  his  plans. 
And  when  I  think  I  have  him — off  at  once 
He  has  ulipp'd  fitm  me,  and  appean  as  if 
He  had  no  scheme,  but  to  retain  his  place. 

ILLO. 

He  give  up  his  old  plans !  I  '11  tell  you,  friend ! 
His  soul  is  occupied  with  nothing  else, 
Ev«ni  in  his  sleep— -They  are  his  thoughts,  his  dreams, 
That  day  by  day  he  questions  for  this  purpose 
The  motions  of  the  planets 

TXRTBKT. 

Ay  I  you  know 
This  night,  that  is  now  coming,  he  with  Skni 
Shuts  himself  up  in  the  astrological  tower 
To  make  joint  observations — ^fbr  I  hear, 


It  is  to  be  a  niglit  of  weigfac  and 

And  something  great,  and  of  long  ezpectatianv 

Is  to  make  its  prooesuon  in  theheavea. 

ILLO. 

Come !  be  we  bold  and  make  dii^teh.    The 
In  this  next  day  or  two  must  thrive  and  grow 
More  than  it  has  lor  years.    And  let  but  only 
Things  fiist  turn  up  auspicious  here  below-^ 
Mark  what  I  say — ^the  right  stan  too  will  show 

selves. 

Come,  to  the  Generabl    All  is  in  the  glow. 
And  must  be  beaten  while  'tis  maUeaUe. 

TKRTSKY. 

Do  you  go  duthw,  Illo.    I  must  stay, 
And  vjoU  here  for  the  countess  Tertsky.    Ka^w. 
That  we  too  are  not  idle.   Break  one  string, 
A  second  is  in  readinesL 

ILLO. 

Yes!  Yes! 
I  saw  your  lady  smile  with  such  sly  mAy^. 
What's  in  the  wind) 


TERTSKY. 

A  tecret 


Hush!  she  corner 
[ExUhjji. 


SCENE  n. 


(The  CotTNTKSS  eiepe  wt/rom  a  CUmi^ 
Coi7NT  and  Countess  Tbrtbkt. 

TE&T8KY. 

Wel]*-4s  she  comuag  f— 1  can  keep  him  baiok 
No  longer. 

COtTNTESfk 

She  wUl  be  there  instantly, 
You  only  send  him. 

TBRTBKT. 

I  am  not  quite  certain, 
I  must  confoBS  it,  Countess,  whether  or  not 
We  are  earning  the  Duke's  thanks  hereby.  You 
No  ray  has  broke  out  from  him  on  this  poinL 
You  have  o'emiled  me,  and  yourself  know  beat 
How  far  you  dare  proceed. 

cointTKsa. 

I  take  it  on  me. 
[T\nikhig  to  herodf,  tokile  At  it  aivaadt^ 
Here 's  no  need  of  full  powers  and  ooromisaioins — 
My  cloudy  Duke !  we  understand  each  other — 
And  without  words.    What,  could  I  not  unriddle. 
Wherefore  the  daughter  should  be  sent  for  hither. 
Why  first  Ae,  arid  no  other,  should  be  chosen 
To  fetch  her  hither?  This  sham  of  betrothing  her 

To  a  bridegroom,*  when  no  one  knows — Nol  no! 

This  may  blind  others  !  I  see  through  thee.  Brother' 
But  it  beseems  thee  not,  to  draw  a  card 
At  such  a  game.    Not  yet ! — It  all  remains 
Mutely  delivered  up  to  my  finesBuqg— ~- 
Well—thou  sbalt  not  have  been  deceived,  Duke 

Friedhmd* 
In  her  who  is  thy  sister. 

SERVANT  (mtert). 

The  commanders ! 

TERTSKT  (to  the  C0UNTE88). 

Take  care  you  heat  his  fancy  and  afilectione— 


psidud 

WOOL 


•  In  Gennany,  aftw  lionorable  addraMM  hsvs 
fonoally  seoAptMl.  th«  lotora  are  called  Bride  and 
evan  thouch  the  maniase  abould  uot  take  place  all 
wards.  ' 
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him  wMk  a  n^mm,  and  mod  him, 
Abwot  aaa  drattning,  to  the  banquet;  that 
He  may  not  boggle  at  the  agqatiue.  • 

OOONTIBe. 

IVJte  you  caie  of  your  guests  !-^Go^  send  hun  hither. 

TERTSKT. 

All  reeli  upon  his  undenigning. 

oouNTiss  {jaUerrupting  Hm). 
Go  to  your  guests !  Go 

uxo  (dontff  6ac^ 

Where  art  staying,  Tertsky  f 
The  house  is  full,  and  all  expecting  you. 

TIETSKT. 

InstantW!  Instantly! 

[7b  As  Commn. 

And  let  him  not    . 

Stay  here  too  long.    It  migfit  awake  suspicion 

In  the  old  man 

COUNTIBa. 

A  truce  with  your  ptecantkais ! 
[Exewd  TcaTBKT  and  Illo. 


{ 


SCENE  III. 

Comrma,  Max.  FtccoLOMiiri. 

MAX.  (peeptT^  in  on  the  atage  ahylyy 

Amit  Tertsky !  may  I  venture  ? 

lAdtwuxi  to  the  middie  of  tfts  ttage,  and  looks 
around  htm  unA  itnefuinsss. 

She 'snot  here! 

Where  issbet 

oooNTias. 
Look  but  somewhat  narrowly 
In  yonder  comer,  lest  perhaps  she  lie 
Conceal'd  behind  that  screen. 

MAX. 

There  lie  her  gloves ! 
[SnatcheM  at  them,  InU  the  CoaNTSSS  takee  them 
hertdf. 
You  unkind  Lody !  You  refuse  me  this — 
You  make  it  an  amusement  to  torment  me. 

COUNTESS. 

And  thk  the  thank  you  give  me  for  my  trouble  f 

MAX. 

0,  if  you  felt  the  oppression  at  my  heart ! 
Since  we  've  been^ere,  so  to  constrain  myself- 
With  such  poor  stealth  to  hazard  words  and  ghuioe»^ 
These,  these  are  not  ray  habits ! 

COUNTESS. 

You  have  still 
Many  new  habits  to  acquire,  young  friend  ! 
But  on  this  proof  of  yout  obedient  temper 
I  must  continue  to  insut ;  and  only 
On  this  condition  can  I  play  the  agent 
For  yutir  concerns. 

MA]?. 

But  wherefore  comes  she  not  t 
Where  is  she  t 

COUNTESS. 

Into  my  hands  you  must  place'it 
Whole  and  entire.  Whom  could  you  find,  indeed. 
More  zealously  affected  to  your  interest  ? 
No  soul  on  earth  mint  know  it — ^not  your  fiither. 
Iff  must  not.  above  all. 

•    MAX. 

Alas!  what  danger? 


Hera  is  no  face  oo  whseh  I  might  ooocentre 
All  the  enraptured  soul  stiis  up  within  me. 

0  Lady !  tell  me.   Is  all  changed  around  me  t 
Or  is  it  only  1  ? 

I  find  myself 
As  among  strangers !  I^ot  a  trace  n  left 
Of  all  my  former  wishes,  former  joys. 
Where  has  it  vanish'd  to  ?  There  was  a  time 
When  even,  methought,  with  such  a  world  ss 

1  was  not  diwontented.    Now,  how  flat! 
How  stale !  No  life,  no  bloomi  no  flavor  in  it! 
My  comrades  are  intolerable  to  me. 

My  fiither — ^Even  to  hun  I  can  say  nothing. 
My  arms,  my  military  duties — O ! 
They  are  such  w^earying  toys ! 

cobifnsa. 

But,  gentle  fiiend ! 
I  must  entreat  it  of  your  oondeseension. 
You  would  be  pleased  to  sink  your  eye,  and  favor 
With  one  short  glance  or  two  this  poor  stale  world 
Where  even  now  much,  and  of  mach  moment, 
Is  on  the  eve  of  its  cMupletion. 

MAX. 

Somediing, 
I  can't  but  know,  is  going  forward  round  me.    ^ 
I  see  it  ^thering,  crowding,  driving  on. 
In  Wild  uncustomary  movements.  Well, 
In  due  time,  doubtless,  it  will  reach  even  me. 
Where  think  you  I  have  been,  dear  lady  ?  Nay, 
No  raillery.    The  turmoil  of  the  camp, 
The  spring-tide-  of  acquaintance  rolling  in, 
The  pointless  jest,  the  empty  conversation, 
Oppress'd  and  stififen'd  me.    I  gssp'd  for  air — 
I  could  not  breathe— 1  was  constrain'd  to  fly. 
To  seek  a  silence  out  for  my  full  heart ; 
And  a  pure  spot  wherein  to  feel  my  hapfnoess. 
No  smiling.  Countess !    In  the  chureh  was  I. 
There  is  a  cloistor  here  to  the  heaven's  gate,* 
Thither  I  went,  there  found  myself  alone. 
Over  the  altar  hung  a  holy  mother  j 
A  wretched  painting  'twas,  yet  'twas  the  friend 
That  I  was  seeking  in  this  moment.    Ah, 
How  oft  have  I  behold  that  glorious  form 
In  splendor,  'mid  ecstaUc  worshippers ; 
Yet,  still  it  moved  me  not !  and  now  at  (mce  . 
Was  my  devotion  cloudless  as  my  love. 

COUNTESS. 

Ei^joy  your  fortune  and  felicity ! 

Foiget  the  world  around  you.    Meantime,  friendship 

Shall  keep  strict  vigils  for  you,  oniuous,  active. 

Only  be  manageable  when  that  friendship 

Pbints  you  the  road  to  full  accomplishment 

How  long  may  it  be  since  you  declared  your  possionf 

MAX. 

This  morning  did  I  hazard  the  first  word. 

COUNTESS. 

This  morning  the  first  time  in  twenty  days  t 

MAX. 

'Tw;as  at  that  hunting*castle,  betwixt  here 

And  Neporouck,  where  yov,  had  join'd  us,  and— 

That  was  the  lost  relay  of  the  whole  journey ! 


•  1  am  doubtful  whether  this  be  the  dedication  of  the  cloistar. 
or  the  .lAine  of  one  of  the  ciiy  yaiea,  near  which  It  stood.  I 
have  translated  it  in  the  fonnor  aense ;  but  fearful  of  bavniK 
made  Bome  blunder,  I  add  the  ortcioal.— E«  i«t  eio  Kloalar  hiitf 
:«r  UimmtlspfQrU. 
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In  a  balcony  we  were  standing  mole. 

And  gazing  out  upon  the  dreary  field : 

Before  us  t^e  dn^oons  were  riding  onward, 

The  safeguard  which  the  Duke  had  sent  us — ^heavy 

rhe  inquietude  of  parting  lay  upon  me, 

And  trembling  ventured  I  at  length  these  words : 

This  all  reminds  tae,  noble  maiden,  that 

To-day  I  must  take  leave  of  my  good  ibrtone. 

A  few  hours  more,  and  you  will  find  a  father, 

Will  see  yourpelf  surrounded  by  new  friends. 

And  I  henceforth  shall  be  but  as  a  stranger, 

Lost  in  the  many*— **  Speak  with  my  aunt  Tertsky !" 

With  hurrying  voice  she  interrupted  me. 

She  falter'd.    I  beheld  a  glowing  red 

Fbssess  her  beautiful  cheeks,  and  from  the  ground 

Raised  slowly  up,  her  eye  met  niine-7-no  longer 

Did  J  control  myself. 

[The  Princeu  Thekla  stppeors  at  the  dow^  and 

rtmaini  tlanding,  <Jiierved  by  the  Coomtess, 

hanothy  Piccolomini. 

With  instant  boldness 
I  caught  her  in  ray  arms,  my  mouth  touch 'd  hers ; 
There  was  a  rusding  in  the  room  Y;lose  by ; 
It  parted  us»Twas  you.  What  since  has  happened, 
Tou  know. 

COI7MTX88  {flfttr  a  pause,  with  a  atden  glance 
at  Thekla). 
And  ii  it  your  excess  of  modesty ; 
(^  are  you  so  incurious,  that  you  do  not 
Aal^  me  too  of  my  secret  ? 

MAX. 

Of  yoair  secretf 

CODNTBSS. 

Why,  yes !  When  in  the  instant  afler  you 
I  siepp'd  into  the-  room,  and  found  my  niece  there, 
What  she  in  this  first  moment  of  the  heart 
Ta'en  with 


MAX.  (with  eagerness). 
WeU? 


SCENE  IV. 

Thekla  {Jivrries  forward).  Countess,  Max. 
Piccolomini. 

THEKLA  {to  the  Countess). 

Spare  yourself  the  trouble : 
That  hears  ho  better  from  myself. 

MAX.  {stepping  backward). 

My  Princess ! 
What  have  you  let  her  hear  me  say,  aunt  Tertsky  ? 

THEKLA  (to  the  Countess). 
Has  he  been  here  long  \ 

COUNTESS. 

Yes ;  and  soon  must  go. 
Where  have  you  stay*d  so  long  ? 

THEKLA. 

Alas!  my  mother 
Wept  so  again !  and  I— I  sec  her  suflfer, 
Yet  cannot  keep  myself  from  being  liappy. 

MAX. 

Now  ence  agam  I  have  courage  to  look  on  you. 
To-day  at  noon  I  could  not 
The  dazzle  of  the  jewels  that  play*d  round  you 
Ilid  the  beloved  fiom  me. 

THEKI^. 

Then  you  saw  me 
With  your  eye  only — and  not  with  your  heart  t 


MAX. 

This  morning,  when  I  found  y«ra  in  the  end* 

Of  all  your  kindred,  in  your  father's  arms. 

Beheld  myself  an  alien  in  Ihis  circle, 

O !  what  an  impulse  felt  I  in  that  moment 

To  fidl  upon  his  neck,  to  call  \amfaJtker  ! 

But  his  ittem  eye  o'erpower'd  the  swelling 

It  dared  not  but  be  silenL    And  those  brilliant^ 

That  like  a  crown  of  stars  en  wreathed  your  brows, 

lliey  scared  me  too !  O  wherefore,  wherefore  should  ha 

At  the  first  meeting  spread  as  't  were  the  ban 

Of  excommunication  round  you, — wherefore 

Dress  up  the  angel  as  for  sacrifice, 

And  cast  upon  the  light  and  joyous  heart 

The  mournful  burthen  of  kis  statioa  ?  Fitly 

May  love  dare  woo  for  love ;  but  such  a  splendor 

IVIight  none  but  monarchs  vimture  to  approadi. 

THEKUL. 

Hush !  not  a  word  more  of  this  mununery  * 
You  see  how. soon  the  burthen  is  thrown  off 

[To  the  CouNTHS. 
He  is  not  in  spirits.    Wherefore  is  he  not  ? 
Tis  you,  aunt,  that  have  made  him  all  so  gloomy! 
He  had  quite  another  nature  on  the  journey — 
So  calm,  so  bright,  so  joyous  eloquent 

[7b  Max. 
It  was  my  wish  to  see  you  alwap  so. 
And  never  otherwise ! 

MAX. 

You  find  youiaelf 
In  your  great  fiuher^s  arms,  beloved  lady ! 
All  in  a  new  world,  which  does  homage  to  yon, 
And  which,  were't  only  by  its  novelty. 
Delights  your  eye. 

THEKLA. 

Yes ;  I  confess  to  you 
That  many  things  delight  me  here :  this  camp^ 
This  motley  stage  of  warriors,  which  renews 
So  manifold  the  image  of  my  fancy. 
And  binds  to  life,  bipds  to  reality. 
What  hitherto  had  but  been  present  to  me 
As  a  sweet  dream ! 

MAX. 

Alas !  not  so  to  me. 
It  makes  a  dream  of  my  reality. 
Upon  some  island  in  the  ethereal  heights 
I  've  lived  for  these  last  days.    This  mass  of  men 
Forces  me  down  to  earth.    It  is  a  bridge 
That,  reconducting  to  my  former  life, 
Divides  me  and  my  heaven. 

THEKLA.  • 

The  ^ame  of  life 
Looks  cheerful,  when  one  carries  m  one's  heart 
The  unalienable  treasure.   Tis  a  game. 
Which  having  once  review'd,  I -turn  more  joyoaa 
Back  to  my  deeper  and  appropriate  bliss. 

[Breaking  off,  and  in  a  sportive  Urns 
In  this  short  time  that  I  've  been  present  here. 
What  new  unheard-of  things  have  I  not  seen ! 
And  yet  they  all  must  give  place  to  the  wonder 
Which  this  mysterious  casde  guards. 

COUNTESS  {recollecting). 

And  what 
Can  this  be  then  7  Methoughl  I  was  ^iSi|iiffiyiHH 
With  all  the  dtisky  comers  of  this  house 
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THKKLik  {mmKng). 
A]r,  but  dw  raad  thereto  is  watch*d  by  apirilB : 
Tko  griffin  Mill  stand  sentry  at  the  door. 

couNTXSs  (laughg). 
Tlie  sstrological  tower ! — How  .happens  it 
Timi  this  same  sanctuary,,  whose  access 
Is  to  all  others  so  impracticable. 
Opens  before  you  even  at  your  approach  f 

THCELA. 

A  di^-arfiah  old  man  with  a  friendly  face 

And  mowowhite.  hairs,  whose  gracious  services 

Were  mine  at  fint  sight,  open,*d  me  the  doors. 

MAX. 

Tbst  is  the  Duke's  astrologer,  old  Seni. 

TUEKLA. 

He  question*^  me  on  many  points ;  for  instance. 
When  I  was  bom,  what  month,  and  on  what  day, 
MHuther  by  day  or  in  the  nighL 

COUNTESS. 

He  wished 
To  erect  a  figure  lor  your  horoscope. 

THEKLA. 

Mj  hsnd  too  he  examined,  shook  his  head 

With  much  sad  meaning,  and  the  lines,  methought. 

Did  not  square  over*truly  with  his  wishes. 

COUNTESS. 

Well,  Princess,  and  what  found  you  in  this  tower?. 
My  Ikigheat  piivilege  has  been  to  snatch 
A  nde-glanoe,  and  away  i 

THEKLA. 

It  was  a  strange 
Semtion  that  came  o*er  me,  when  at  lirst 
From  the  broad  sunshine  I  siepp'd  in ;  and  now 
The  narrowing  line  of  day-light,  that  ran  after 
The  closing  door,  was  gone ;  and  all  about  me 
Twas  pale  and  duaky  night,  with  many  shadows 
Fsntastically  easL     Here  six  or  seven 
Colonal  statues,  and  all  kings,  stood  round  me 
In  a  halfcircle.     Each  one  in  his  hand 
A  Keptre  bore,  and  on  his  head  a' star ; 
And  in  the  tower  no  other  light  was  there 
Bat  from  these  stars :  all  seem'd  to  come  from  them, 
**  These  are  the  planets,"  said  that  low  old  man, 
"They  govern  worldly  fates,  and  for  that  cause 
Are  imaged  here  as  kings.     He  farthest  from  you. 
Spiteful,  and  cold,  an  old  man  melancholy. 
With  bent  and  yellow  forehead,  he  is  Saturn. 
He  opposite,  the  king  ^vith  tlie  red  light. 
An  aim'd  man  lor  the  battle,  that  is  Mars : 
And  both  these  bring  but  little  luck  to  man.** 
Bat  at  his  side  a  lovely  lady  stbod, 
*rhe  star  upon  her  head  waa  soil  and  bright. 
And  that  was  Venus,  the  bright  star  of  joy. 
On  the  left  hand,  lo !.  Mercury,  with  wings. 
Quite  in  the  middle  glitter'd  silver  bright 
A  cheerful  man,  and  with  a  monarch's  mien ; 
And  this  was  Jupiter,  my  lather's  star ; 
And  at  his  aide  I  »w  the  Sun  and  Moon. 

MAX. 

0  never  rudely  will  I  blame  his  faith 

in  the  might  of  itars  and  angels !  Tis  not  merely 

The  human  being's  Pride  that  peoples  space 

With  life  and  mystical  predominance  : 

Since  likewise  for  the  stricken  heart  of  Love 

This  viidble  nature,  and  this  common  world, 

11  all  too  oanow :  yea,  a  deeper  import 


Lurks  in  the  legend  told  my  iikiant  years 

Than  lies  upon  that  truth,  we  live  to  learn. 

For  fable  is  Love's  la-orld.  his  home,  his  birth-plaoa 

Delightedly  dwells  he  'mong  fiiys  and  talismans, 

And  spirils ;  and  delightedly  believes 

Divinities,  being  himself  divine. 

The  intelligible  forms  of  ancient  poets. 

The  fair  humanities  of.  old  religion. 

The  Power,  the  Beauty,  and  the  Majesty, 

That  had  her  haunts  in  dale,  or  piny  mountain, 

Or  forest  by  slow  stream,  or  pebbly  spring. 

Or  chasms  and  wat'ry  depths ;  all  these  have  vanudi'd. 

They  livte  no  longer  in  die  faith  of  reason ! 

But  still  the  heart  doth  need  a  language,  still 

Doth  the  old  instinct  bring  back  the  old  names, 

And  to  yon  starry  world  they  now  are  gone. 

Spirits  or  gods,  that  used  to  share  this  earth 

With  man  as  with  their  friend  ;*  and  to  the  lover 

Yonder  they  move,  from  yonder  visible  sky 

Shoot  influence  down :  and  even  at  this  day 

Tis  Jupiter  who  brings  whate'er  is  great, 

And  Venus  who  brings  eveiy  thing  that's  fiur! 

THEKLA. 

And  if  this  be  the  science  of  the  stars, 

I  too,  with  glad  and  zealous  industry. 

Will  learn  acquaintance  with  this  cheerful  foith. 

It  is  a  gentle  and  afiectionate  thought. 

That  in  immeasurabie  heights  above  us. 

At  our  first  birth,  the  Wreath  of  love  was  woven. 

With  sparkling  stars  for  floWers. 

COUNTESS.  , 

Not  only  roses, 
But  thorns  too  hath  the  heaven ;  and  well  for  you 
Leave  they  your  wreath  of  love  inviolate  : 
Wliat  Venus  twined,  the  bearer  of  gfaid  fortune. 
The  sullen  orb  of  Mars  soon  tears  to  pieces. 

MAX. 

Soon  will  his  gloomy  empire  reach  its  close. 

Blest  be  the  General's  zeal :  into  t|ie  latu^l 

Will  he  inweave  the  olive-branch,  presenting 

Peace  to  the  shooting  nations.    Then  no  wish 

Will  have  remain'd  for  his  great  heart !  Knnygh 

Has  he  perforra'd  for  glory,  and  can  now 

Live  for  himself  and  lus.    To  his  domains 

Will  he  retire ;  he  has  a  stately  seat 

Of  fairest  view  at  Gitschin ;  Reichenberg, 

And  Friedland  Castle,  both  lie  pleasantly — 

Even  to  the  foot  of  the  huge  mountains  here 

Stretches  the  chase  and  covers  of  his  forests : 

His  ruling  pos8i5m,  to  create,  the  splendid. 

He  can  indulge  without  restraint ;  can  give 

A  princely  patronage  to  every  art. 

And  to  all  worth  a  sovereign's  protection. 

Can  build,  can  plant,  can  watch  the  starry  courses 

COUNTESS. 

Yet  I  would  have  you  look,  and  look  again. 
Before  you  lay  aside  your  arms,  young  friend  .' 
A  gentle  bride,  as  she  is,  is  well  worth  it. 
That  you  should  woo  and  win  her  with  the  sword. 


O,  that  die  sword  could  win  her ! 

COUNTESS. 


What  was  thatf 


*  No  more  of  talk,  where  f  od  or  aof  el  gneit 
With  msn,  u  with  hii  friend  iainiliar,  used 
To  lit  indulfffiot.  Par^t  LoiU  B.  IX 
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Did  you  hoar  noltkWf  ^  Seeni'd,  as  if  I  haaid  j  thikjla. 

Tumult  and  lanu^  in  the  banquet-nxmi.  (  Are  we  not  bappy  now  f    Art  thou  not  aune  I 

[ExU  Couims&  Am  I  not  thine  ?  There  lives  within  my  acml 

1A  lofly  courage — 'tis  love  gives  it  me! 
I  ought  to  be  leas  open— ought  to  hide 
My  heart  more  from  thee — so  decorum  didalca 
But  where  in  this  place  could/it  thou  seek  fx  truth, 

.  Thekijl  and  Max.  FicooLOMim.  i""  '^  ^f  ^^^^  ^^  ^^  not  find  it  T 

THKKLA  (Of  toon  €u  the  CpUNTias  tM  oiUtf  ngkU  in  a 

qukk  low  voice  to  PiOGOLOMUtl)^ 
Pon*t  trust  them!  They  are  &]se! 


Impomible! 

TBEKLA. 

Trust  no  one  here  bat  me.    I  saw  at  oooe. 
They  had  a  purpoee. 

MAX. 

Purpose !  but  what  purpose  t 
And  how  can  we  be  imtruineDial  to  itf 

THBKLA. 

I  know  no  more  than  you ;  but  yet  believe  me  t 
There  *s  some  design  in  this !  To  make  us  happy, 
To  realize  our  union — trust  me»  love! 
They  but  pretend  to  wish  it 


But  these  Tertskys > 

Why  use  we  them  at  all  7  Why  not, your  mother? 
Excellent  creature !  she  deserves  fiom  us 
A  full  and  filial  confidence. 

TBKKLA. 

She  dodi  love  you, 
Doth  rale  you  high  beibre  all  othei»— bu^~ 
But  such  a  secret — she  would  never  have 
The  courage  to  conceal  it  from  my  fiither. 
For  her  own  peace  of  mind  we  must  preserve  it 
A  sectet  from  her  too. 

MAX. 

Why  any  secret  f 
I  love  not  secrets.     Mark,  what  I  will  do. 
I'll  throw  me  at  your  father's  feet — let  him 
Decide  upon  my  fortunes  I — ^He  is  true, 
He  wears  no  mask — ^he  hates  all  crooked  ways-^ 
He  is  so  good,  so  noble ! 

THSKLA  {fattt  on  hie  neck). 
That  are  you! 

MAX. 

Tou  knew  him  only  mnce  this  morn,  but  I 
Have  lived  ton  yean  already  in  his  presence. 
And  who  knows  whether  in  this  very  moment 
He  IB  not  merely  waiting  for  us  both 
To  own  our  loves,  in  order  to  unite  us  7 
You  are  silent? . 


SCENE  VL 


Tou  look  at  me  with  such  a  hopel< 

Wliat  have  you  to  object  against  your  fiithert 

TIIEKLA. 

I?  Nothing.    Only  he's  80  occupied — 

He  has  no  leisure  time  to  think  about 

The  happiness  of  us  two.  [Taking  his  hand  tenderly. 

Follow  me ! 
Let  us  not  place  too  great  a  faith  in  men. 
These  Tertskys— we  will  still  be  grateful  to  them 
For  every  kindness,  but  not  trust  them  further 
Than  4hey  deserve ; — and  in  all  else  rely — 
On  our  own  hearts ! 

MAX. 

O!  shall  we  e'er  be  happy  ? 


To  than  enten  the  Couniett  Tiktikt. 

couNTEflB  (in  apreetvi^  manmer). 

Come! 
My  husband  sends  me  for  you — ^It  is  now 
The  latest  moment 

[They  not  appearing  to  attend  to  what  Me  snjpp 
Ae  ttepe  hetwetnthem. . 
Fart  you! 

THXKLA. 

6,  notyot! 
It  has  been  scarce  a  moment 

OOUNTBaS. 

Ay !  Tben  time 
Flies  swiftly  with  your  Highnea^  Princess  nieoe  * 

MAX. 

Hiere  is  no  hurry,  aunt     • 

COVNTKflS. 

Away!  away! 
The  folks  begin  to  miss  you.  Twice  already 
His  father  has  ask'd  for  him. 

THCKLA. 

Ha!  his  lather! 
cotrMTxas. 
Tou  UDderstand  Ao/,  niece ! 

THBKLA. 

Why  needs  he 

To  go  at  all  to  that  society  ? 
'Tis  not  his  proper  company.    Tliey  may 
Be  worthy  men,  but  he 's  too  young  for  thesk 
In  brie£  he  suits  not  such  society. 

,  cocNTns. 
Tou  mean;  you'd  rather  keep  him  wholly  heret 

THEKLA  {with  energy). 
Tes!  yon  have  hit  it,  aunt!  That  is  my  meaning 
Leave  him  here  wholly !  Tell  the  company—- 

COUNTESS. 

What  ?  have  you  lost  your  senses,  niece  ?•— 
Count,  you  remember  the  conditions.     Com^ ' 

MAX.  {to  ThKKLA). 

Lady,  I  must  obey.    Farewell,  dear  lady ! 
[TuftLA  fttms  away  from  him  with  a  ^uick  wnotum 
What  say  you  then,  dear  lady  7 

THSKLA  {with4wt  Udttng  at  him). 

Nothing.  Go! 

MAX. 

Can  I,  when  you  are  angry 

[He  draw*  up  to  her,  their  eyes-  neeC,  the  ttandt 
tHenl  a  moment^  then  throwt  hertdf  into  hit 
armt ;  he  prettet  her  fatl  to  hit  kearL 

C0UNTKS8. 

Oflf!  Heavens !  if  any  one  should  come . 

Haik !  What 's  that  noise !  it  oom«i  this  way. Off* 

Max.  teart  himtdfaway  oid  of  her  arwu,and  goes. 
T%t  Countess  accon^niet  him.   Thxxi<« 
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/oBowi  km  wUk  her  «ysf  «d  Ju'tt,  waft*  ntH- 
ludf.KTon  the  roam,  Aem  tUipi,  and  remainM 
ttaniing,  lotl  tn  tkougkL  A  guiiar  Ut*  oh  Ike 
table,  ehe  eeuee  itaehya  eadden,  eautian,  and 
after  eke  hae  jdayed  a  wk3e  an  irreguiar  and 
•MJONcAoIy  etfo^pkoajf,  eke  falie  grmdaidly  talo 

THKKLA  "jpiaye  and  einge). 
TIm  cloud  doth  gather,  the  greenwood  roar, 
The  dameel  peoei  along  the  ihore ; 
The  hillowe  they  tumble  with  might,  with  might  | 
And  she  flings  otit  her  Toice  to  the  darkiome  night ; 

Her  boeom  ia  swelling  with  sorfow; 
Hie  world  it  is  empty,  the  heart  will  die, 
Here's  nothing  to  wish  ibr  beneath  the  sky : 
TImw  Holy  One,  call  thy  ohild  away! 
've  lived  and  loved,  and  that  was  lD<day— • 

Make  ready  my  grove-cloches  tcHnonow.* 


COUNTimi 

I  mean,  niece,  that  you  should  not  have  ibrgotliii 
Who  you  are,^nd  who  he  is.    But  perchance 
That  never  once  occurred  to  you. 

TiiXKI.A. 

^  Whatihenl 

OOITNTKM. 

That  you're  Che  daughter  of  the  Prince,  Duke 
Friedland. 

THIXLA.. 

Wel]^-«od  whftt  iarthert 

GOUNTBii 

What!  a  pi^tty  qvm^mt 


SCENE  vn. 


CoiTNTESB  (fetem^,  Thxkla. 

boimTna. 
Fie,  lady  niece !  to  throw  yourMlf  upon  him. 
like  a  poor  gift  to  one  who  cares  not  for  it. 
And  80  most  be  flung  aAer  him !  For  you, 
Duke  Friedland's  only  child,  I  should  have  thought, 
It  had  been  more  beseeming  to  have  shown  yourMlf 
Mors  chary  of  your  person. 

THKKLA  (nting). 

And  what  mean  you  t 


*  I  feand  It  not  io  my  power  to  tnodate  thn  wmi  with  UUral 
fideBty.  preeervins  et  the  Mme  tii&e  the  Alcaic  Movement ;  and 
have  thneton  added  the  orifhial  with  a  pieee  trasriatinn.  Some 
ef  oiy  leaders  aMj  he  more  flMtnaale. 

THKKLA  (spidl  und  eingO. 

Der  Eichwald  braoaet.  die  Wolken  aiehn, 
Dae  Mtffdleio  watidelt  an  Ufera  Griln, 
Ea  brichi  aieh  die  Welle  mit  Macbt,  nit  ttaeht, 
Uad  aie  aingt  hioana  in  die  linatra  Naebt. 

D^a  Anfe  von  Weineo  f etrtibet . 
Dae  Hers  iit  seMorben.  die  Welt  iit  leer. 
TJnd  wetter  «iebt  aie  dem  Wunedie  nichia  SMhr. 
Do  Uetlige.|u%dein  Kind  urtirfc, 
Ich  babe  gen^Men  daa  irdlaehe  Gitlck, 

Ich  babe  f  elelA  and  geleibet 

LITERAL'  TRANSLATION. 

THEKI.A  iplaye  and  dngi). 

The  eakrfbr«ei  beHowa,  the  elonde  father,  the  damaoi  walka 
to  anJ  fro  on  the  gfeeo  of  the  ahore:  the  wave  breaki  with 
miflrt,  with  mifht,  and  phe  ainfa  oot  nito  the  dark  night,  her 
■re  diieolorad  with  weepins :  the  heart  ii  dead,  the  worid  ia 
empty,  and  further  f  Wee  it  nothioa  more  lothe  wiah.  Tlioa  Holy 
Oote.  can  iby  child  home.  I  have  eiqoyed  the  happineae  of  tMa 
world,  I  have  lived  aiid  have  loved. 

I  eammt  bat  add  hera  an  imitation  of  thie  aoa«,  with  which 
the  anrhor  of  ''The  Tale  of  Reeamund  Gray  and  BKnd  Mar- 
raiet"  haa  favored  me.  end  idiich  appeara  to  me  to  havjecsorht 
Ae  kappieet  maimer  of  our  old  bellada. 

The  ehmde  are  blsckenintr.  the  itonna  threat'mnc 

The  cavern  doth  mutter,  the  irreenwood  moan ; 
Bittowe  KTR  brenkinir,  the  demtere  heart  aching , 

Tboe  in  the  dark  ntirht  ahe  eingeth  alom, 
Her  eye  npward  roving: 
The  world  ia  empty,  th«  heart  fe  dead  forely. 

In  thia  worM  plainly  all  eeemeth  Amim ; 
To  thy  heaven.  Hnlj  One.  take- home  thy  little  one. 

I  have  iMrtaken  of  aR  earth'a  bKa 
Beih  living  and  loving. 


He  was  horn  that  which  we  have  but  heeeme 
He's  of  an  ancient  Lombard  iamlly 
Son  of  a  reigning  princess. 

QOUNTE88. 

Are  you  dreaming  f 
Talking  in  sleep  ?  An  excellent  jest,  forsooth ! 
We  shall  no  doubt  right  courteously  entreai  him 
To  honor  with  his  hand  th6  richest  heiress 
In  Europe. 

THXKLA. 

That  wfll  not  be  necessary. 

COUNTESS. 

Methinks  'twere  well  though  not  to  nm  the  hfoniT^- 

THXKIVL 

His  father  loves  him :  Count  Octavie 
Will  interpose  no  diflkulty 


OOUHTnik 


me! 


Hie  lather !  Hie  !  but  yours,  niece,  what  of  yonisf 

THKKLA. 

Why  I  begin  to  think  you  fear  his  fiithei** 

So  anxiously  you  hide  it  from  the  man !  * 

IBe  father,  Am,  I  mean. 

COUNTXB8  {]4)6ke  other  ae  ecrutinizi^g). 
Niece,  you  are  foUe^ 

THKKLA. 

Are  yon  then  wounded  ?  O,  be  fiiends  with  me! 

COUMTBBS. 

Tou  hold  your  game  for  won  already.    Do  not 
Triumph  too  soon ! — 

THKKLA  {interrupting  her,  and  attending  (o  eooUm 

her). 
Nay,  now,  be  inenda  witb  iq^ 

OOI7NTK8B. 

It  is  not  yet  so  fiur  gone. 

THKKLA 

I  believe  you. 

COUNTXM. 

Did  you  suppose  yxmt  father  had  laid  oni 

His  most  important  life  in  toils  of  war, 

Denied  himself  each  quiet  earthly  bliss. 

Had  banish'd  slumber  from  his  tent,  devoted  « 

His  noble  head  to  care,  and  for  this  only. 

To  make  a  hoppier  pair  of  you?  At  length 

To  draw  you  from  your  convent,  and  c^Kjuct 

In  easy  triumph  to  your  arms  the  man 

That  chanced  to  please  your  eyes !  All  this,  methinki 

He  might  have  pim^hased  at  a  cheaper  rate. 

THKKLA. 

That  which  he  did  not  plant  fbr  me  might  ytt 
Bear  me  fiur  fruitage  of  its  own  accord. 
And  if  my  friendly  and  afiectkmate  &te, 
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Oat  of  his  fearful  and  enornibCM  being, 
Will  but  prepare  the  jbyu  of  life  for  me— 

COUNTESS. 

Then  flee*>t  it  with  a  loYelom  maiden's  eyes. 
Cast  thine  eye  round,  bethink  thee  who  thou  ait. 
Into  no  house  of  joyance  hast  thou  stepp'd. 
For  no  espousals  dost  thou  find  the  walla 
Deck'd  out,  no  guests  the  nuptial  garland  wearing. 
Here  is  no  splendor  but  of  arms.    Or  think'st  thou 
That  all  these  thousands  are  here  congregated 
To  lead  up  die  long  dances  at  tl^  wedding ! 
Thou  see'st  thy  father's  forehead  full  of  thought, 
Illy  mother's  eye  in  tears ;  upon  ihe  balance 
lies  the  great  destiny  of  all  our  house. 
Leave  now  the  puny  wish,  the  girlish  feeling, 

0  thrust.it  far  behind  thee!  Give  thou  proof, 
Thou'rt  the  daughter  of  the  Mighty—- Ai« 
Who  where  he  moves  creates  the  wonderful. 
Mot  to  herself  the  woman  must  belong. 
Annexed  and  bound  to  alien  destinies : 

But  she  performs  the  best  part,  she  the  wisest. 
Who  can  transmute  the  alien  into  self, 
Meet  and  disaim  necessity  by  choice ; 
And  what  must  be,  take  freely  to  her  heart. 
And  bear  and  foster  it  with  mother's  love. 

TIIEKLA. 

Such  ever  was  my  lesson  in  the  convent 

1  had  no  loves,  no  wishes,  knew  myself 
Only  as  his— his  daughter,  his,  the  Mighty ! 
.His  fimae,  the  echo  of  whose  blast  drove  to  me 
From  the  far  distance,  waken'd  in  my  soul 
No  other  thought  than  this — ^I  am  appointed 
To  offer  up  myself  in  passiveness  to  him. 

COUNTESS. 

That  if  thy  fate.    Mould  thou  thy  wishes  to  it 
I  and  thy  siother  gave  thee  the  example. 

THKKLA. 

My  fate  hath  s^wn  me  him,  to  whom  behoves  it 
That  I  should  ofler  up  myself.    In  gladness 
£fim  will  I  follow. 

COUNTESS 

Not  thy  fkte  hath  shbwn  him ! 
Thy  heart,  say  rether^Hwaa  thy  heart,  my  child ! 

THEKLA. 

Fate  hath  no  voice  but  the  heart's  impulses. 
I  am  all  his !  His  present — kis  alone. 
Is  this'new  lii^,  which  lives*in  me  ?  He  hath 
A  right  to  his  own  creature.   'What  was  I 
Ere  his  fair  love  infused  a  soul  into  me  t 


COUNTESS. 

Thou  wouldst  oppose  thy  father  then,  should  he 
Have  otherwise  determined  with  thy  person  ? 

[TuEKLA  remains  silenL    The  Countess  continues. 
Thou  mean'st  to  force  him  to  thy  liking? — Child, 
His  name  is  Friedland. 

THEKLA. 

My  name  too  is  Friedland. 
He  shall  have  found  a  genuine  daughter  in  me. 

COUNTESS. 

What!  he  has  vanquish'd  all  impediment. 
And  in  the  wilful  mood  of  his  own  daughter 
Shall  a  new  struggle  rise  for  him  ?  Child !  child ! 
As  y0t  thou  hast  seen  thy  father's  smiles  alone ; 
The  eye  of  his  rage  thou  hast  not  seen.   Dear  child, 
I  will  not  inghten  thee.    To  that  extreme, 
1  Imat,  it  ne'er  shall  oome.    His  will  is  yet 


Unknown  to  me :  'tis  possible  his  aims 
May  have  the  same  direction  as. thy  wish. 
But  this  can  never,  never  be  his  mil 
That  thou,  the  daughter  of  his  haughty  foztonep 
^ould'st  e'er  demean  thee  as  a  love-sick  maiden ; 
And  like  some  poor  oosMwthingi  ffing  thyself 
Toward  the  man,  who,  if  that  high  priae  ever 
Be  destined  to  await  him,  yet,  with  sacrifioes 
The  highest  love  can  bring,  must  pay  for  it 

[Exit  Cotnmss 

THEKLA  (toko  duHng  the  last  speecA  had  been  standing 

emdendy  lost  in  her  reflections), 
1  thank  thee  for  the  hint     It  tunis 
My  sad  presentiment  to  certainty. 
And  it  ii  ao ! — Not  one  friend  have  we  here. 
Not  one  true  heart!  we've  nothing  but  ourselves! 

0  she  said  rightly — ^no  auspicioDs  signs 
Beam  on  this  covenant  of  our  afiectioDS. 
This  is  no  theatre,  where  hope  abides : 

The  dull  thick  noise  of  war  alone  stirs  here ; 
And  Love  himself,  as  he  were  arm'd  in  steel. 
Steps  forth,  and  girds  him  for  the  sdife  of  death. 

[Music  from  the  banquet-room  is  heari 
There's  a  dark  spirit  walking  in  our  house. 
And  swifUy  will  the  Destiny  close  on  us. 
It  drove  me  hither  from  my  calm  asylum. 
It  mocks  my  soul  with  charming  witchery. 
It  lures  me  forward  in  a  seraph's  shape ; 

1  see  it  near,  I  see  it  nearer  floating, 

It  draws,  it  polls  roe  with  a  godlike  power— 
And  lo !  the  abyss— and  thither  am  I  moviq^-^ 
I  have  no  power  within  me  not  to  move ! 

[The  music  from  the  bangitet-^oom  becomes  louder 
O  when  a  house  is  doom'd  in  fire  to  perish. 
Many  and  dark,  heaven  drives  his  clouds  together. 
Yea.  shoots  his  lightnings  down  from  sunny  heights. 
Flames  burst  from  out  the  subterraneous  chasms, 
'''And  fiends  and  angels  mingling  in  their  fuiy. 
Sling  fire-brands  at  the  bumii^  edifice. 

[Exit  Tbekla. 


SCENE  vm 


A  large  Saloon  lighted  up  with  festal  Splendor ;  ta 
the  midst  of  if,  and  in  the  Centre  of  the  Stage^  a 
Thble  rtcUy  set  ouU  at  tohich  eight  Cfenerals  art 
sitHng,  among  whom  are  Octavio  Piccolouini, 
Tertsicy,  and  Maradas.  Right  and  Iqft  <f  this, 
but  farther  back,  two  other  ThhUs,  at  each  if  which 
six  Persons  are  placed.  The  Middle  Door,  which 
is  standing  open,  gives  to  the  Prospect  a  fourth 
TabUt  with  the  same  Number  cf  Persons,  Man 
forward  stands  the  Siddtoard^  The  whole  front  of 
the  Stage  is  kept  open  for  the  Pages  and  Sarants  in 
waiting,  AU  is  in  motion.  The  Band  cf  Music 
belonging  to  Tertsky's  Regiment  march  across  the 
Stage,  emd  draw  tip  round  the  ThUes.  Before  they 
are  quite  of  from  the  Front  of  the  Stage,  Max. 
Piccolomini  appears,  Tertsxy  advances  towards 


•  There  ere  few,  who  will  not  have  Uete  awash  to  Ungh 
•t  die  two  concludins  Itnei  of  thii  •oliloqey ;  end  itiil  fewer,  I 
would  fkin  hope,  who  would  not  have  been  more  dtapoaed  to 
shudder,  had  I  siven  a  faithful  tramlation.  For  the  icadNi 
of  German  I  hare  added  Ihe  oricinai  ■ 

Bliod-wuthend  ichleudert  Mlbai  der  GoU  der  Freode 
Den  Peehkranx  in  das  brennenda  Gebnode. 
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hm  wUk  a  Pt^per,  Isolami  come*  up  to  mtet 
wUk  a  Beaker  cr  Service-Cv^ 

Tertsky,  Isolani,  Max.  Piccolomiitl 


Atfh 


18OLANI4 

Here  biotbert  what  we  love !  Why,  where  haat  been  f 

Off  to  thy  place— quick !  Tertsky  here  has  given 

The  mother'a  holiday  wine  up  to  free  booty. 

Here  it  goes  on  as  at  the  Heidelberg  caatle. 

Already  haM  thou  lost  the  best.    They're  giving 

At  yonder  table  ducal  crowns  in  shares ; 

Here  Sternberg's  lands  and  chattels  are  put  up, 

Whh  Eggenberg's,  Stawata's,  Lichtenstcan'a, 

And  aH  the  great  Bohemian  feodalides. 

Be  nimble,  lad !  and  something  may  tum  up 

For  thee — who  knows?  oflP— to  thy  place!  quick! 

march! 
nnrxNBAGH  and  Gorrz  {oaU  out  from  ike  second  and 

third  tables). 
Count  Piccolomini ! 

TBRTSKY. 

Slop,  ye  akaD  have  him  in  an  instant — Read 
This  oath  here,  whether  as  'tis  here  set  forth. 
The  wording  satisfies  you.    They've  all  read  it, 
Each  in  his  tnm,  and  each  one  will  subscribe 
His  individual  aignatiire. 

MAX.  (reads). 
*  Ingretis  servire  nefts." 

I8OLANI. 

That  sounds  to  my  ears  very  much  like  Latin, 
And  being  interpreted,  pray  ^hat  may't  meant . 

TERTSKY. 

No  honest  roan  will  serve  a  thankless  maater. 

MAX. 

"Inasmuch  as  our  supreme  Commander,  the  illus- 
trioas  Duke  of  Friedlahd,  in  consequence  of  the  man- 
ifold afironts  and  grievances  which  he  has  received, 
had  expressed  his  determination  to  quit  the  Emperor, 
bat  on  our  unanimous  entreaty  has  graciously  con- 
Kated  to  remain  still  with  the  army,  and  not  to  paM 
fiom  us  without  our  approbation  thereof  so  we,  col- 
lectively and  eocA  in  particidar^  in  the  stead  of  an  oath 
pemnally  taken,  do  hereby  oblige  ourselves — like- 
wise by  him  honorably  and  fiuthfnUy  to  hold,  and  in 
nowise  whatsoever  from  him  to  pert,  and  to  be  ready 
to  ahed  for  his  interests  die  last  drop  of  our  blood,  so 
&r.  namely,  as  our  oa(\  to  the  Emperor  vM  permit 
{These  last  vmrds  are  repeated  by  Isolani.)  In  testi- 
mony of  which  we  subscribe  our  names." 


Now! 


TERTSKY. 

yon  willing  to  subscribe  this  paper  f 

ISOLANI. 

Why  should  hd  not  X  All  officers  of  honor 
Cos  *^'^  It,  ay,  must  do  it. — Pen  and  ink  here ! 

TXRTBKY.^ 

Nay,  let  in,  feat  till  after  meal. 

BOLARi  {dramng  Max.  along). 

Come,  Max. 
[BofA  seat  themselves  at  their  taUe. 


SCENE  IX. 

TSRTBKY,  NsiTMAirM. 

TERTSKY  (beckons  to  Neumann  teAo  is  waiting  at  As 

nde4aJtlle,  and  steps  forward  voiik  him  to  tke  edge  of 
the  stage). 

Have  you  the  copy  with  yvu,  Neumana?   Givo  it  , 
It  may  be  changed  for  the  other! 

NEUMANir. 

I  have  copied  it 
Letter  by  letter,  line  by  line ;  no  eye 
Would  e'er  discover  other  difierence, 
Save  only  the  omiaaion  of  that  clause. 
According  to  your  Excellency's  order. 

TERTSKY. 

Right !  lay  it  yonder,  and  away  with  thia-^ 
It  has  perform'd  its  busines^^to  the  fire  with  it-  - 
[Neumann  lays  (he  copy  oa  the  taUe,  and 
back  again  to  the  siie4aiie. 


SCENE  X. 


Illo  (cornea  out  from  the  second  chamber),  Tertiky 

ILLO. 

How  goes  it  with  young  Piccolomini  t 

TERTSKY. 

All  light,  I  think.    He  has  started  no  ohgection. 

ILLO. 

He  is  the  only  one  I  fear  about — 

He  and  his  fiither.    Have  an  eye  on  both ! 

TERTSKY. 

How  looks  it  at  your  table  t  you  forget  noC 
To  keep  them  warm  and  stirring  ?  ^ 

O,  quite  cordial. 
They  are  quite  cordial  in  the  scheme.  We  have  thqiL 
And  'tis  as  I  predicted  toa     Already 
It  is  the  talk,  not  merely  to  maintahi 
The  Duke  in  station.  **  Since  we  're  once  for  aU 
Together  and  unanimous,  why  not," 
Says  MontecucuU,  **  ay,  why  not  onward, 
And  make  conditions  with  Uie  Emperor 
There  in  his  own  Vienna  ?"  Trust  me,  Count» 
Were  it  not  for  these  said  Piccolomini, 
We  might  have  spared  ounelves  the  cheat. 

TERTBKY. 

How  goes  it  theiet  Hmdi ! 


AndButleff 


SCENE  XL 


To  them  ettter  Butler  from  the  secon^  taUe. 

BUTLKR. 

Don't  disturb  yourselvi 
Field  Marshal,  I  have  understood  you  perfectly. 
Good  luck  be  to  the  scheme ;  and  as  for  me, 

[Wiihan  air  ef  mytleiy. 
You  may  depend  upon  roe. 

ILLO  {with  vreadty). 

May  we,  Butler  t 

BUTLER. 

With  or  without  the  clause,  all  one  to  me ! 
You  undeistand  me  ?  My  fidelity 
'The  Duke  may  put  to  any  proof— L'm  with  him ! 
Tell  lum  SQ !  1  'm  the  Emperor'a  officer, 
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Ai  long  OB  'tis  his  plensura  to  remain 
The  Emperor^s  general !  and  Friedlan<l*s  servant. 
As  soon  as  it  shall  please  him  le  become 
Bmrnytm  lofi. 

TVRTSKT. 

Ton  would  make  a  gpod  exchange. 
Ne  stem  economist,  no  Ferdinand, 
Is  he  to  whom  you  plight  your  services. 

B17TLKR  (voUh  a  fiaugkty  look), 
I  ^0  not  put  up  my  fidelity 
T6  sale.  Count  Tertiky !   Half  a  year  ago 
1  would  not  have  advbed  you  to  have  made  me 
An  overture  to  that,  to  which  I  now 
Offer  myself  of  my  ovm  free  aocordd— . 
Bat  that  is  past!  and  to  the  Duke,  Field  ManhaU 
I  bring  myself  together  with  my  regiment 
And  mark  yo^,  *tis  my  humor  to  believe, 
Ths  example  which  I  give  will  not  ramaifi 
Without  an  infliieiiiDe. 

ILLO. 

Who  is^ignohnC, 
Tliat  the  whole  army  look  to  Colonel  Batler, 
As  to  a  light  that  moves  before  them? 


ILLO. 

Ail  powerful  souls  have  kindred  with  each  oiker 

BUTLBR. 

Thb  is  an  awful  tnoment !  to  the  brave. 
To  the  determined,  an  auspicious  moment 
The  Prince  of  Weimar  arms,  upon  the  Maine 
To  found  a  mighty  dukedom.    He  of  Iialberit«d(, 
That  Mansfeld,  wanted  but  a  longer  life 
To  have  marked  out  with  his  good  sword  a  lordshqi 
That  should  rewaid  his  courage.    Who  of  these 
Equals  our  Friedland  f  there  is  nothing,  nothing 
So  high,  but  he  may  set  the  ladder  to  it! 


BUTLEIl. 


£yt 


Tlien  I  repent  me  not  of  that  fidelity 
Which  for  the  length  of  forty  yean  I  held. 
If  in  my  sixtieth  year  my  old  good  name 
Can  purehase  for  me  a  revenge  so  full.    ' 
Start  not  at  what  I  say,  sir  Generals ! 
My  real  motives — they  concern  not  yon. 
And  you  yourwives,  I  trust,  could  not  expect 
That  this  your  game  had  crocked  my  judgment— or 
T%at  fickleness,  quick  blood,  or  such  like  cause. 
Has  driven  the  old  man  from  the  tnek  of  honor. 
Which  he  so  long  had  trodden.— Cosdo,  my  friends! 
I'm  not  thereto  determined  with  less  firmnesft. 
Because  I  know  and  have  look'd  steadily 
At  that  on  which  I  have  determined. 


That's  sp^wn  like  a  man! 


Do  you  secure  the  Spaniard  and  ItaUan — 
I  *U  be  your  warrant  for  t|)e  Scotchman  Lealy. 
Come,  10  the  company! 


Where  is  the  master  of  the  cellar?  Ho ! 

Let  the  best  wines  come  up.    Ho !  cheerty,  boy ! 

Luck  comes  tiMlay,  so  give  her  hearty  welcome. 

[Exetint,  eaA  to  hit  taSU- 


SCENE  XIL 


ILI.0. 


Say, 


And  speak  rotmdly,  what  are  we  to  deem  yoaf 

Btrrtnu 

A  friend !  I  give  yon  here  my  hand !  Itn  yOQr^ 

With  all  I  have.  Not  only  men,  but  money 

Will  the  Duke  want — Go,  tell  him,  sin ! 

I've  eam*d  and  laid  up  somewhat  in  his  iervioe* 

I  lend  it  him ;  and  is  he  my  survivor. 

It  has  been  already  long  ago  bequeath'd  hiiiL 

He  is  my  heir.     For  me,  I  stand  aloike 

Here  in  the  world ;  naught  know  I  of  the  feeling 

That  binds  the  husband  to  a  wife  and  childraiL 

My  name  dies  with  me.  my  existence  ends. 

ILtO. 

Tis  not  yxmr  money  that  he  needs— a  heart 
Like  youn  weiglis  tons  of  gold  ddwo^  weighs  down 
millionH! 

BOTLBR. 

I  came  a  simple  soldier's  boy  from  Ireland 
To  Prague— and  with  a  master,  whom  I  buried. 
From  lowqst  stable  duty  I  climb*d  up, 
Such  was  the  fote  of  war,  to  this  high  rank. 
The  plaything  of  a  whimsical  good  fortune. 
And  Wallenstain  loo  is  a  child  of  luck ; 
h>ve  a  fortune  diat  is  like  my  own. 


Tike  Master  o  p  TUB  Cb  LL A  R  tfrfeaadsf  «M  Nkdiuiib. 
ServaniM  patting  bachtDordt  and  /oncardt, 

MASTER  QF  THB  CELLAR. 

The  best  wine!  O:  if  my  old.  mistress,  his  lady 
mother,  could  but  see  these  wild  goings  on,  she  would 
turn  herrelf  round  in  her  grave.  Yes,  yes,  sir  officer. 
*tis  all  down  the  hill  with  this  noble  house !  no  end, 
no  moderation !  And  this  marriage  with  the  Duke's 
sister,  a  splendid  connexion,  a  very  splendid  connex* 
ion !  but  I  vidll  tell  you,  siroflSce^  it  looks' no  good. 

NEUMANN. 

Heaven  forbid!  Why,  at  this  v»y  wmtmm  tfaB 
vyhole  prospect  is  in  bud  and  bkMsom !    -« 

MASTBB  or  THB  CBlJJkR. 

Tou  think  sol— Well,  well!  much  may  ba  wU 
QD  that  head. 

naar  bbrvant  {cmu^ 
Burgundy  for  the  fourth  table. 

.     VA8TBB  OF  TUB  CELLAR. 

Now,  sir  lieutenant,  if  ttm  an't  the  aeventiefli 


PIBBT  SERVANT. 

Why,  the  remUK  is,  AAt  Gennan  bid,  TfaAo- 
bach,  sits  at  that  table. 

MASTER  or  THB  CELLAR  (COlrfftnOiy  kit  rfMCOBTSS 

to  Neumann). 
They  are  soaring  too  high.  They  would  rival 
kings  and  electora  in  their  pomp  and  splendor;  and 
wherever  the  Duke  leaps,  not  a  minute  does  my  gra- 
cious master,  the  count,  loiter  on  the  brink— ^fo  At 
Servantt,y~W\uLt  do  you  aland  there  listening  Ibrf  I 
will  let  you  know  you  have  legs  presently.  Off?  see 
to  the  tables,  see  to  the  flasks!  Look  there!  Count 
Palfi  has  an  empty  glass  before  him ! 

runner  {comet). 
I^e  great  service-cup  is  wanted,  sir;   Aat  rich 
gold  cup  with  the  Bohemian  arms  on  iL  The  Count 
says  you  know  which  it  is. 

MASTER  OF  THB  CELLAR. 

Ay !  that  was  made  for  Fkederick's  i^imHMUMm  by 
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she  artiK  William — there  waa  nM  each  another  pme 
in  the  whole  boofef  at^Prague. 

RONNKR. 

The  same  I — a  health  is  to  go  round  in  him. 

lasTKR  or  THE  CBLLAJi  {shaking  ku  head  vAUe  he 
fetches  and  rinBcs  the  cups). 

This  win  be  something  for  the  tale-bearen— this 
goes  to  Vienna. 

NKUMANN. 

¥emut  me  1o  look  at  it — ^WeQ,  this  is  a  cup  in- 
deed! Hew  heavy!  as  well  as  it  may  be,  bemg  all 
Spid.— And  what  neat  thingi  are  emboaled  on  it! 
how  natural  and  elegant  they  Iqok!-^  There,  on 
ihai  firrt  quarter,  let  me  see.  That  proud  Amazon 
there  on  horseback,  she  that  is  taking  a  leap  over 
the  cfosier  and  itaitres,  and  carries  on  a  wand  a  hat 
u^ether  with  a  banner,  on  which  there 's  a  goblet 
represented.  Can  you  iell  me  what  all  this  signifies  f 

MASTER  OP  THE  CELLAR. 

The  woman  whom  jrou  see  here  on  horwbeck,  is 
ike  Freo  Election  of  the  Bohemian  Crovvn.  That  is 
ngiiiiied  by  the  round  hat,  and  by  fhat  fiery  steed  <m 
which  she  is  riding.  The  hat  is  the  pride  of  man ; 
fiv  he  who  caimot  keep  his  hat  on  before  kings  and 
enpeion  is  no  fiee  man. 

HEWllA'yvif. 

Bai  what  is  the  cup  there  on  the  banner? 

MASTER  OP  THE  CELLAR. 

The  cup  signifies  the  ireedora  of  the  Bohemian 
Choreh,  as  it  was  in  our  (brefathers*  times.  Our  ibre- 
i^eiv  in  the  wars  of  the  Hussites  forced  from  the 
Pbpe  this  noble  privilege :  for  the  Pope,  you  know, 
will  not  grant  the  cup  to  any  layman.  Your  true 
Moravian  values  nothing  beyond  the  cup ;  it  is  his 
coHtly  jewel,  and  has  cost  the  Bohemians  their  precious 
bidod  m  many  and  many  a  battle. 

NEWMANN. 

And  what  says  that  chart  that  hangs  m  the  air 
ihere,overitall? 

MASTER  OP  THE  CELLAR. 

That  signifies  the  Bohemian  letter-royal,  which  we 
^oreed  friHn  the  Emperor  Rudolph — a  precious,  never 
to  be  enough  valued  parchment,  that  secures  to  the 
new  church  the  old  privileges  of  free  ringing  and 
open  psalmody.  But  since  he  of  Steirmaik  has  ruled 
over  08,  that  is  at  an  end ;  and  after  the  battle  at 
I^sgue^m  whiteh  Count  Palatine  Frederick  lost  ciown 
Bnd  empu«,  oar  fiiilh  hangs  upon  the  pulpit  and  the 
ahw--and  our  brethren  look  at  their  homes  over 
their  shoulders;  but  the  letter-royal  the  Emperor 
hinaelf  cut  to  pieces  with  his  scnsan. 

NtUVANN. 

^^hy,  my  good  master  of  the  cellar!  you  aiift  deep 
Ksd  in  the  chronicles  of  your  coontry  I 

MASTER  OP  THE  CELLAR. 

So  were  my  Ibrefiuhers,  and  for  that  reason  vren 
the  fflinstrals,  and  served  under  Procopius  and  Ziska. 
Peace  be  with  their  ashes !  Well,  well !  they  fought 
^  a  good  cause  though— Thera !  cany  it  up ! 

NEWMANir. 

Slay!  let  roe  but  look  at  thisMOond  quaifer.  Look 
*«*/  That  is,  when  at  Prague  Castle  the  Imperial 
9j*"*Uw»»*  Martmiti  and  Stawata,  wero  hurled 
dr^wn  head  over  heels.  Tis  even  so!  there  stands 
C'siiit  Thur,  who  commands  it 

[f^fomer  takes  the  serviee<tqf  md  goes  cff  wilk  it 


-M 


MASTER  OP  THE  CELLAR. 

O  let  me  ^ever  more  hear  of  that  day.  •  It  was  the 
three-and-twentieth  of  May,  in  the  year  of  our  Loid 
one  thousand,  six  hundred,  and  eighteen.  It  seeiAs 
to  me  as  it  were  but  yesterday-r-from  that  tmlucky 
day  it  aU  began,  all  the  heart-aches  of  the  coimtry. 
Since  that  day  it  is  now  sixteen  years,  and  then  has 
never  once  been  peace  on  the  earth. 

[Heaith  drunk  aloud  at  the  tecondtaiU 
The  Prince  of  Weimar!  Hurra! 

[At  the  third  and  fourth  iaUe 

Long  live  FHnce  Witliam !  Long  live  Diike  BemM  t 
Hurra! 

[Mime  strikts  yf 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

Hear  'em !  Hear  'em  I  What  an  uproar ! 

SECOND  SERVANT  {comes  in  running). 
Did  you  hear  f  They  have  drunk  the  prince  of 
Weimar's  health. 

THIRD  SERVANT. 

The  Swedish  Chief  Comm^er ! 

FIRST  SERVANT  (jpeoAu^  at  (Ae  MnefuM). 
The  Lutheran! 

SECOND  SERVANT. 

Just  before,  when  Count  Deodate  gave  out  the 
Emperor's  health,  they  were  all  as  mum  as  a  nibUiiig 
mouse. 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR.    • 

Po»  po!  When  the  wine  goes  in,  stnu^e  things 
come  out  A  good  servant  heais,  and  faeais'  not! — 
You  should  be  nothing  but  eyes  and  feet,  except 
when  you  are  called  la 

SECOND  SERVANT.  , 

[To  the  Runner,  to  whom  he  gives  secretly  afiaA 

of  wine,  keeping  hie  eye  on  the  Matter  of  the 

Cellar,  standing  betvxeik  him  and  the  Rumur. 

Quick,  Thomas !  before  the  Master  of  the  Cellar 

runs  this  way—'t  is  a  flask  of  Frontignac !— Snapped 

it  up  at  the  third  laUe— Canst  go  oS*  vrlth  it  7 

RUNNER  {hides  it  in  his  pocket). 
AD  right! 

[Exit  the  Second  SilrtdnL 

TRTRD  SERVANT  (Oside  tO  the  PhSt). 

Be  on  the  hark,  Jack !  that  we  may  have  rjghf 
plenty  to  tell  to  father  Qoivoga— He  will  give  ns 
right  plenty  of  absolution  in  return  for  it 

FIRST  SERVANT. 

For  that  vdry  purpose  I  am  always  having  wme- 
thing  to  do  behind  Illo's  chair. — ^He  is  the  man  fyg 
speeches  to  make  you  stare  with ! 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR  (to  NstWANNV 

Who,  pray,  may  that  swarthy  man  be,  he  widi  t1i» 
cross,  that  is  chatting  so  coniidentiaUy  with  Esterhats  ? 

NEWMANN. 

Ay!  he  too  is  one  of  those  to  whom  they  confide 
too  mnch.  He  calls  himsdf  Maradas,  a  Spaniaid  is 
he. 

MAffTER  OP  THE  CELLAR  {impatienUifi. 

Sponianl!  Spaniard!— I  tell  yon,  friend,  nothnig 
gcfod  comes  of  those  Spaniards.  All  4hese  outlandish 
fellows*  are  little  better  than  rogues. 


U 


OS 


*  There  h  a  hainAr  io  Om  orlfrinal  which  eanoot  be  irivwi  in 
the  tramhitioD.  '*  Die  Wditeken  atts/*  ete.  which  wiirri  in  elan- 
■teal  Oennno  meant  the  ftaliamt  ftloD«:  hut  In  its  firat  aerao. 
and  at  pramnt  in  the  vulgar  lue  of  the  wnrd,  iiffaifiea  rocmsnem 
in  seneral.  Our  worri  wn Inula,  1  fupptiae,  meaoa  outlam^9% 
imta— WalhB  nueea,  in  German  **  Welachn  NiiM«.**   T 
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NEWHANir. 

Fy,  fy !  you  should  not  say  so,  friend.  There  are 
among  them  our  very  beat  generaLB,  and  those  on 
whom  the  Duke  at  this  moment  relies  the  most 

MASTER  OF  THE  CELLAR. 

[Talang  thejUuk  end  of  the  Runner' a  podceL 
My  son,  it  will  be  broken  to  pieces  in  your  pocket 
[Tertsk  Y  hurries  in,  fetches  away  the  paper,  and 
eaUa  to  a  Servant  for  Pen  and  Ink,  and  goes  to 
the  hack  of  the  Stage, 

■ASTER  OP  THE  CEE^AR  (to  the  Servants). 
The  LieutenantrGeneral  stands  up.^-Be  on  the 
vratch. — Now  i  They  break  up. — OflJ  and  move  back 
the  forms. 

[T^ey  rise  ataUthe  taUes,  the  Servants  hurry  off 
^ front  of  the  Stage  to  the  todies ;  part  ^  the 
guests  camefonvard. 


SCENE  XUI. 

OcTAVlo  PiccOLOMiNi  enters  into  conversation  with 
Maradab,  and  both  place  themselves  quite  on  the 
edge  of  the  Stage  on  one  side  of  the  Proscenium, 
On  the  side  direOly  oppofiie.  Max.  PiccolomitH,  by 
hmsdf,  lost  in  thought,  and  taking  no  part  in  any 
thing  that  is  going  foruxtrd,  7^  middle  space  be^ 
tueen  both,  but  reOher  more  distant  from  the  edge  of 
ike  Stage,  is  filed  up  by  Butler,  Isolani,  Goetz, 

TlEFENBACH,  Ond  KOh^TtO. 

I80LANI  (whUe  the  Company  is  coming  fonazrd). 
Good  night  good  night  Kolatio !  Good  night  Lieu- 
tenantrGeneral ! — ^I  should  rather  say,  good  morning. 

^  goetz  (to  TlEFEHBACH). 

Noble  brother !  {makirtg  the  unud  coaqiUment  after 

meals). 

TIEFENBACIL 

Ay  I  'twas  a  royal  feast  indeed. 

GOETZ. 

Tea,  my  Lady  Countess  understands  these  matters. 
Her  mother-in-law,  Heaven  rest  her  soul,  taught  her!. 
— Ah!  that  was  a  housewife  for  you ! 

TIEFENBACH. 

Ther«*  was  not  her  like  in  atl  Bohemia  for  setting 
out  a  table. 

ocTAVio  (flsuie  to  Mara  DAS). 

Do  me  the  favor  to  talk  to  me — talk  of  what  you 
\vill — or  of  nothing.  Only  preserve  the  appearance 
at  least  of  talking.  I  would  not  wish  to  stand  by 
myself,  and  yet  I  conjecture  that  there  will  be  goings 
on  here  worthy  of  our  attentive  Qbservation.  (/ff 
eontinues  tofs  his  eye  on  the  whole  foUoming  scene). 

isoLANi  (on  the  point  qf  going). 
«  Lights!  lights! 

TERTSKY  {advancing  wUh  the  Paper  to  Tsolani). 

NoHIe  brother;  two  minutes  longer! — Here  is 
sometlimg  to  subscribe. 

ISOLANI. 

Subscribe  as  much  as  you  like — ^but  you  must  ex- 
eose  me  from  reading  it 

TKRTSKT. 

There  is  no  need,  ft  is  the  oath,  which  you  have 
already  read. — C^Iy  a  few  marks  of  your  pen ! 

»  [IsoLANi  hands  over  the  Paper  to  Octavio  respect- 
fully. 

TERTSKY. 

Nay, nay,  first  come  fixst  served.  There  is  no  p.ie- 


cedeiice  here.  (Octavio  neiur  aver  ike  Paper  with 
apparent  indifference.  Tertsky  watches  him  at  soma 
distance). 

^  GO^TZ  (to  Tertsky) 
Noble  Count !  with  your  permission — Good  night 

TERTSKY. 

Where  *s  the  hurry  ?  Come,  one  other  oompoaiog 
draught  (TbtAe  Mrtxinto)T-Ho! 

GOETZ. 

Excuse  me— 8&*t  able. 

TBRT8KT. 

A  4himble-fuU ! 

GOETZ. 

Excuse  me. 

TIEFENBACH  (»ls  doi0l). 

P^on  me,  nobles ! — ^This  standing  does  not -agree 
with  me.  ' 

TERTSKY. 

Consult  only  your  own  convenience.  General ! 

TIEFENBACH. 

Clear  at  head,  sound  in  stomach-^Kmly  my  legs 
wan*t  carry  me  any  longer. 

ISOLANI  (pointing  at  fas  corpulence). 
Poor  legs !  how  should  they  ?  such  an  nnmercifnl 
load !  (Octavio  subscribes  his  name,  and  readies  aver 
the  Paper  to  Tert^ky,  who  gives  it  to  Isoljini  ;  and 
he  goes  to  the  table  to  sign  his  name). 

TIEFENBACff. 

"T  was  that  war  in  Pomorania  that  fint  brought  it 
on.  Out  in  all  weathers — ice  and  snow — no  help  (br 
it — I  shall  never  get  the  better  of  it  all  the  daj-s  c^ 
my  life.' 

GOETZ. 

Why,  in  simple  verity,  your  Swede  makes  no  nice 
inquiries  about  the  season. 

TERTSKY  {observing  Isolani,  whose  hand  trembles 
exccssivdy^  so  that  he  can  scarce  direct  his  pen).  Have 
you  had  that  ugly  complaint  loi^,  noble  brother  .z — 
Dispatch  it 

isolani. 
The  sins  of  youth!  I  have  already  tried  the  cha- 
lybeate ■waters.    Well — I  must  bear  it 

[Tertsky  gives  the  Paper  to  Maradas  ;  he  steps 
to  the  table  to  subscribe. 

ocTAyio  {advancing  to  Butler). 
You  ar9  not  over^fond  of  the  orgies  of  Barchus, 
Colonel !   I  have  observed  it    You  would*  I  think, 
find  youFM^lf  more  lo  your  liking  in  the  uproar  of  a 
battle,  than  of  a  feast 

BUTLER. 

I  must  confess,  'tis  not  in  my  way. 

OCTAVIO  {stepping  nearer  to  him  friendlily). 
Nor  in  mine  either,  I  can  assure  you ;  and  I  am 
not  a  little  glad,  my  much-honored  Colonel  Butler,  that 
we  agree  so  well  in  our  opinions.  A  halfdozen  good 
friends  at  most  at  a  small  round  table,  a  glass  of 
genuine  Tokay,  open  hearts,  and  a  ratjooal  convcisa 
tion — that 's  my  taste ! 

BUTLER. 

And  mine  too,  when  it  can  be  hod. 
[The  paper  comes  to  Tiefenbagh,  who  glances 
over  it  at  the  same  time  with  Goetz  and 
Kolatto.  Maradas  in  the- mean  time  re- 
tt^ns  to  Octavio.  All  this  takes  place,  the 
conversation  with  Butler  proceeding  vn 
interrupted. 
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ocTAVio  (jaUrodvang  Marada*  to  Botlxju 
Don  BalthaBar  Maradas !   likewise  K  man  of  our 
Mimpi  and  loQg  ago  your  admirer.      [Butlkr  bbwd, 

ocTATio  {cotUxmtmg^ 
Too  an  a  atranger  here— 't  wai  but  yeaterday  you 
urived — you  are  ignorant  of  t^e  waya  and  meant 
here.  '  T  ia  a  wretched  place — I  know,  at  our  age, 
ooe  lovee  id  be  snug  and  quiet — ^What  if  you  mov^ 
your  kidgingif — Come,  be  my  visitor.  (Butler  mdhu 
s  2oiD  hovB).   N^y,  without  compliment ! — For  a  friend 
like  you,  I  have  still  a  comer  remaining. 
BUTLER  (coldly). 
Tour  obliged  humble  servant,  my  Lord  Iie<i> 
leoant-Genenl ! 

[The  paper  comes  to  Butler,  io&o  goes  to  the  taUe 
to  subscribe  it  7%0  front  of  the  stage  is  vor 
eant,  so  that  both  the  PiccoloAinib,  each  on 
the  side  «Aers  he  had  been  from  the  com- 
mencement  cf  the  scene,  remain  alone. 

octAVio  {after  having  some  tihu  watched  his  son  in 
mlence,  advances  somewkat  nearer  to  Atm).  Tou  were 
bug  absent  firom  us,  friend ! 

MAX. 

I uigeot  bosiDeM  detained  me^ 

OCTAVia 

And,  I  obaerve,  you  are  still  abstot ! 

-  MAE. 

Tou  know  thia  crowd  and  bustle  always  makes 
ne  silent 

OCTAVIO  (fldtxmdng  stUl  nearer^ 

May  I  be  permitted  to  ask  what  the  business  was 
that  detained  you  f  Tertsky  knows  it  without 
sikiDg! 


What  does  Tedaky  know  f 

OCTAVIO. 

He  was  the  only  one  who  did  not  miss  you* 

ttOLAif  1  {who  has  been  attending  to  them  from  some 
distance,  sfeps  up). 
Wen  done,  father!  Rout  out  his  baggage !    Beat 
up  his  quarters!  there  is  something  there  that  should 
Dot  be. 

TEiTSKT  (with  the  papery. 
Is  there  none  wanting  ?    Have  the  whole  sub> 
icribed? 

OITTAVfO. 

All.  . 

teRTSKT  (eaiOing  ^oudi 
Ho!  WhoBubscribevI 

BUT!  ri  (to  Tertsky). 
Count  the  names    There  ought  to  be  just  thirty 

TBRT8KT. 

Here  is  ^  crosp 

TIEFENBACH.      J 

That  li  my  naik* 

ISOLANL 

He  carnot  write  ;  but  his  cross  is  a  good  cross, 
siyt  is  honored  by  Jews  as  well  as  Christians. 
OCTAVIO  (presses  on  to  Max.)* 
Come,  General !  let  us  go.    It  is  late. 

TERTSKT. 

One  PictekRuini  only  has  signed. 

180LANI  (poinling  to  Max.). 
Ixmk!  that  ia  your  man,  that  statue  there,  who 
hss  had  neither  eye,  ear,  nor  tongue  for  us  the  whole 
evening.    (Max.  receives  the  paper  from  TtRTSSV, 
v^adi  he  looks  upon  vacantly). 


SCENt  XIV. 

7b  these  enter  Illo  from  the  inner  room.  He  has  ta 
his  hand  the  golden  service-a^,  and  is  extremeiy 
distempered  with  drinking:  Goetz  and  Butuer 
faUow  Atm,  endeavoring  to  keep  him  back. 

ILLO. 

What  do  you  vrant  ?  Let  me  go. 

aoETZ  and  botler. 
Drink  no  more,  UIo!  For  heaven's  teke,  drink  no 
more. 

iLLO  (goes  up  to  OcTAVio,  and  shakes  him  cOrdiaMy 
by  the  hand,  and  then  drinks). 
Octavio !  I  bring  this  lo  you !  Let  all  grudge  be 
drowned  in  this  friendly  bowl !  I  know  well  enough, 
ye  never  loved  me — Devil  take  me ! — and  I  never 
loved  you ! — I  am  always  even  with  people  in  that 
way ! — Let  what 's  past  be  past — that  is,  you  under* 
stand — forgotten  !  I  esteem  you  infinitely.  (£iii- 
bracing  him  rtpeatedly).  Tou  have  not  a  dearer 
friend  on  earth  than  I— but  that  you  know.  The 
fellow  that  cries  rogue  to  you  calls  me  villaixi — and 
I  *11  strangle  hjm ! — my  dear  friend ! 

TERTSKY  (whispering  to  him). 
Art  in  thy  senses  ?  For  heaven's  sake,  Illo,  think 
where  you  are ! 

ILLO  (aloud). 
What  dp  you  meRn  ? — There  are  none  but  fHenda 
here,  are  there  ?  (Looks  round  the  whole  circle  with  a 
jolly  and  triumphant  air.)  Not  a  sneakor  among  us, 
thank  Heaven ! 

tertsky  (to  BuTi.ER,  eagerly). 
Take  him  off  with  you,  force  him  off)  I  entreat 
you,  Buder! 

BtnxER  (to  Illo). 
Field  Marshal !  a  word  with  you.    (Leads  Am  to 
the  sideboard.) 

ILLO  (cordially). 
A  thousand  for  one ;  Fill — Fill  it  once  more  up 
to  the  brim. — ^To  this  gallant  man's  health ! 
isoLANi  (to  Max.,  who  aU  the  while  hap  been  staring 
on  the  paper  ^i^h  fixed  but  vacant  eyes). 
Slow  and  sure',  my  noble  brother  ?7^Hast  parsed 
it  all  yet  ? — Some  words  yet  to  go  through  ?<— Ha ! 

max.  (waking  as  from  a  dream). 
Wliat  am  I  to  do  ? 

TERTSXY,  and  at  the  same  time  isolanl 
Sign  your  name.  (Octavio  directs  his  eyes  on  him 
with  intense  anxiety). 

MAX.  (returns  the  paper),  ^ 

Let  it  stay  till  to-morrow.  It  is  businen — to^lay  I 
am  not  sufficiently  collected.  Send  it  to  me  to- 
morrow. 

TERTSKY. 

Nay,  collect  yourself  a  little. 

ISOLANL 

Awake,  man !  awake !— -Come,  thy  sicnature,  and 
have  done  with  it !  What  ?  Thou  art  the  youngest 
in  the  whole  company,  and  wouldst  be  wiser  than 
all  of  us  together  f  Look  there  !  thy  father  has 
signed — we  have  all  signed. 

TERTSKY  (to  Octavio). 
Use  your  influence.    Instruct  him. 

octavio. 
My  son  is  at  the  age  of  discretion. 
ILLO  (leaves  the  service-cup  on  the  sic 
What*s  the  dispute! 
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TERT8KT. 

He  declines  sabscribing  the  jpeper. 

MAX. 

I  ny,  it  nay  as  well-  stay  till  to-morrow. 

ILLO. 

It  cannot  stay.  We.  have  all  subscribed  to  it — 
and  so  must  you. — You  must  subscribe. 

MAX. 

lllo,  good  night  f 

ILLO. 

No!  You  come  not  off  so!  The  Duke  shall  learn 
who  are  his  friends.  {AU  ccUect  round  Iixo  and 
Max.) 

MAX. 

What  my  sentiments  are  towards  the  Duke,  the 
Duke  knows,  every  one  koow^— what  need  ef  this 
wild  stuff? 

ILLO. 

This  is  the  thanks  the  Duke  giBts  for  his  partiality 
to  Italians  and  foreigners. — Us  Bohemians  he  holdi 
for  little  better  than  dullards — ^nothing  please  him 
but  what 's  outlandish. 
TERTSKY  (ta  eMreme  embamutment,  io'tke  Command' 

ers,  loAo  at  iLLO'ff  voordi  gvoe  a  sudden  tUtrt,  as 

preparing  to  retenl  them). 

It  is  the  wine  that  speaks,  and  not  his  reason. 
Attend  not  to  him,  i  entreat  you. 

ISOLANI  {tnilft  a  bitter  laugh). 

Wine  invents  nothing:  it  only  taiUeM. 

ILLO. 

H<B  who  is  not  with  me  is  against  me.  Your  tender 
ronsoiences  !  Unless  tliey  can  slip  out  "by  a  back- 
d«or,  by  a  puny  proviso— 

TERTSKY  (inierrupHng  Amr). 
He  ii  stark  mad — don't  listen  to  him! 

ILLO  {raising  his  voice  to  the  highest  pit^). 
Unless  they  can  slip  out  by  a  proviso. — ^What  of 
the  proviso  ?  The  devil  take  this  proviso ! 

MAX.  {has  his  altetUiun  roused,  and  looks  again  into  the 

paper). 

,  What  is  there  here  then  'of  such  perilous  import  T 
Tou  make  me  cuneus — ^Imust  look  closer  at  it 
TERTSKY  (in  a  low  voice  to  Illo). 
What  are  you  doing,  llle  7  You  are  ruining  us. 

TIEFENBACU   (to  Ro^ATTO). 

Ay,  ay !  I  observed,  that  before  we  sat  down  to 
•Ql^r,  it  was  read  diflercntly. 

GOETZ. 

Why,  I  seemed  M  think -eo  too. 

ISOLANL 

What  do  1  care  for  that  f  Where  there  stand  other 
names,  mine  can  atand  loa 

TIEFBNBACH. 

Before  supper  there  was  a  certain  proviso  therein, 
or  short  clause  concerning  our  duties  to  the  Em- 
peror. 

BUTLER  (to  one  of  the  Commanders). 

For  shame,  for  shame !  Bethink  you.  What  is  the 
mabi  business  here  ?  The  questilon  now  is,  whether 
we  shaP  keep  eur  General,  or  let  him  retire.  One 
most  not  take  these  things  too  nicely  and  over-ecru- 
pulously. 

I80LANI  (to  one  of  the  OeaeraZc). . 

Did  the  Duke  make  any  of  these  provisoes  when 
he  gave  you  your  regiment  ? 

TERTsrr  (to  Gorrz). 

Or  when  he  gave  you  the  office  of  army-pur^ 
▼eyanoer,  which  brings  you  in  yearly  a  thousand 


.     ILLO. 

He  is  a  rascal  who  makes  us  out  to  be  raguea.  If 
there  be  any  one  that  wants  satisfaction,  let  him  aqr 
so, — t  am  his  man. 

TIBFENBACH. 

SoiUy,  sofUy !  'T  was  bat  a  woid  or  two. 

MAX.  (having  read  the  paper  gives  it  hack). 
Till  to-monow,  therefore ! 

iLLO  {stammering  with  rage  and  fury,  loses  aU  eom^ 
mand  over  himself,  and  presents  the  poper  to  Max. 
vnth  one  hand,  and  his  sword  m  the  other) 

Subscribe — Judas! 

ISOLAML 

Out  upon  you,  Illo! 

OCTAVIO*  TERTSILY,  BITTLKIl  {oU  together), 

Down  with  the  sword ! 
MAX.  {rushes  on  him  suddenly  and  disarms  him,  tktm 

to  Count  Tertbky). 
Take  him  off  to  bed. 

[Max.  leaves  the  stage.  Illo  cursing  and  rasing  i» 
held  back  by  some  of  the  Officers,  and  onudM 
a  universal  confusion  the  Curtain  drops. 

ACTin. 

SC£N£  I. 

A  Chamber  in  PiccoLOMiNt*s  jlfoiuiba. — It  is  NigkL 

Octavio  Piocolominl    a  Valet  ds  Chambre,  wUh 

Lights. 

octavio. 
•And  when  my  ton  cxmes  in,  oonduct  him  hilhif. 


What  is  the  hour? 

VALST. 

Tis  on  the  point  of  monung. 

OCTAVTO. 

Set  down  ibe  light    We  mean  not  to  undress 

You  may  retire  to  sleepw    . 

[Exit  Valet  Octavio  paces,  musing,  across  As 
chandler  ;  Max.  Piccolomini  enters  imofr- 
served,  and  looks  at  his  father  for  some  w^ 
ments  in  silence. 

MAX.  ' 

Art  thou  oflended  with  me  T  Heaven  knows 

That  odious  business  was  no  fault  of  mine. 

T  is  true,  indeed,  I  saw  thy  signature. 

What  thou  hadst  sanction'd,  should  not,  it  might  atem. 

Have  come  amiss  to  me.    But — ^'t  is  my  nature— 

Thou  know'at  that  in  such  matten  I  muit  foUow 

My  own  light,  not  another'a 

OCTAVIO  (goes  tq}  to  him,  and  emiraees  JUn). 

Follow  it, 

0  follow  it  still  further,  my  best  son ! 
To-night,  dear  boy !  it  hath  more  faithfully 
Guided  thee  than  the  example  of  thy  lather. 

MAX. 

Declare  thyself  less  daiUy. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  will  do  so^ 
For  afler  what  has  taken  place  this  night 
There  must  remain  no  aecfets  'iwixt  us  twa 

.  [BoiAseat 
Max.  Picoolomini !  what  fhinkeet  thoa  of 
The  oath  that  was  sent  round  for  signatimB  t 

MAX. 

1  hold  it  for  a  thii^  of  harmless  import. 
Although  I  bve  not  these  set  declarationa. 
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0CTAT10. 

And  on  no  other  ground  haM  tbou  refiiied 
Tbe  agiiaiiire  they  fiiin  had  wremed  fiom  theet 

MAX. 

It  wn  a  terioos  biuinesa 1  waa  absent — 

Hie  td&ir  itaelf  teemed  not  lo  urgent  to  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Be  open.  Max.    Thou  hadat  then  nb  aaapick»  ? 

MAX. 

SoipicioD !  what  auapickm  ?  Not  the  leaat 

OCTATIO. 

Tlnnk  dqr  good  Angel,  Picoolomini : 

He  drew  thee  bock  unconacioiia  fiom  the  abya. 

■AX. 

I  know  not  what  thou  meaneat 

^     0CTAV10. 

I  win  ten  thee. 
Fain  wvrald  they  have  extorted  from  thee,  aoiv 
Hie  aaiirtion  of  thy  name  to  villany ; 
Tea,  with  a  sii^Ie  flouriah  of  thy  pen. 
Made  thee  renounce  thy  duty  and  thy  hoiDor! 

■AX  (rtiM). 


OCTAVIO. 

Patience !  Seat  younel£    Much  yet 
Hat  thou  to  hear  from  me,  friend  !->baat  fbr  yean 
Lived  in  inromprehencible  illuiion. 
Bdbre  thine  eyes  is  Treoaon  drawing  out 
As  black  a  web  as  e'er  was  spun  for  venom ; 
A  power  of  hell  overclouds  tirfr  undentanding. 
I  dare  no  longer  stand  in  silence— dare 
No  longer  see  thee  wandering  on  in  darkneai^ 
Nor  pluck  the  bandage  Irom  thine  eyes. 

MAX. 

Myfiither! 
Tet,  ere  thou  speakest,  a  moment's  pause  of  thought! 
If  your  disclosures  should  appear  lo  be 
Conjecturea  only— and  almost  I  iear 
Tliey  will  be  nothing  further— spare  them !  I 
Am  not  in  that  collected  mood  at  present, 
lliat  I  could  listen  to  them  quietly. 

OCTAVIO. 

Tlie  deeper  cause  thou  hast  to  hate  this  light. 

The  more  impatient  cause  have  I,  my  son. 

To  force  it  on  thee.   To  the  innocence 

Ami  wisdom  of  ih^  heart  I  couM  have  trasled  thee 

With  calm  aaNirance— but  I  see  the  net 

FVeparing^-ttnd  it  ia  thy  heart  itself 

Alarms  me  for  thine  innocence— that  secret, 

[Fixing  hi*  eye  ttedfaully  on  Mm  een'eftee^ 
Which  thou  conoealest,  forces  mine  from  me. 

[Max.  aUemptt  to  muwer,  but  huiialm,  and  auU 
his  eye»  to  Ike  ground  eaAfuraeeeL 
OCTAVIO  {after  a  paute). 

Know,  dien,  they  are  duping  thee!— a  most  foal 
game 

With  thee  and  with  us  aU— nay,  hear  me  cahnly— 

Hie  iAxiM  even  now  is  playing.    He  assumes 

Hie  iDssk,  as  if  he  would  forsake  the  army ; 

And  in  this  moment  makes  he  proparaliQna 

IW  atmy  from  the  Emperor  to  atea2. 

And  carry  it  o^er  to  the  enemy! 

MAX. 

That  few  Pfiest<ft  legend  I  know  weU,  hot  did  aot 
Expect  to  Imar  it  from  thy  monih. 

OCTAVIOi. 

That  month. 


From  which  thou  heareat  it  at  this  present  moment 
Doth  warrant  thee  that  it  is  no  Priest's  legend. 


How  mere  a  maniac  they  supposed  the  Duke ! 
What,  he  can  meditate  ? — the  Duke  7— can  dream 
That  he  can  lure  away  full  thirty  thousand 
Tried  troops  and  true,  all  honorable  sokiienb 
More  than  a  thousand  noblemen  arocHig  them, 
Ffom  oaths,  fVom  duty,  from  their  honor  lore  them. 
And  make  them  all  unanimous  to  do 
A  deed  that  brands  them  scoundrels  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

Such  a  deed; 
With  such  a  front  of  infamy,  the  Duke 
Nowaya  deairoa    what  he  requires  of  as   > 
Bears  a  for  gentler  appellation.    Notjung 
He  wishes,  but  to  give  the  Empire  peace. 
And  so,  because  the  Emperor  hates  this  peace. 
Therefore  the  Duke^the  Duke  will  force  him  Ip  it 
AU  parts  of  the  empire  will  he  pacify, 
And  for  his  trouble  will  retain  iii  payment 
(What  he  has  already  in  his  gripe>— Bohemia ! 

MAX. 

Has  he,  Octavio,  merited  of  us. 

That  we — that  we  should  think  so  vilely  of  himf 

OCTAVIO. 

What  ise  aopvU  think  is  not  the  question  here. 
The  afiair  speaks  for  itself— and  clearest  proofs ! 
Hear  me,  my  son — 't  is  not  unknown  to  thee. 
In  whet  iU  credit  with  the  court  we  stand. 
But  little  dost  thou  know,  or  gness,  what  tricb^ 
What  base  intrigues,  what  Ijring  artiHces, 
Have  been  employ'd— -for  this  sole  end — lo  sow 
Mutiny  in  the  camp !  Ail  bands  are  looaed— 
Loosed  all  the  bands,,  that  link  the  officer 
To  his  liege  Emperor,  all  that  bind  the  soldier 
Affectionately  to  the  citiaen. 
Lawless  he  stands,  and  threateningly  beleagneis 
The  state  he's  bound  to. guard.   To  such  a  height 
Tis  swoln,  that  at  this  hour  the  Emperor 
Before  his  armies — his  own  armies — trembles ; 
Yea,  in  his  capital,  his  palace,  fean 
Th^tiaitori'  poniarch,  and  is  meditatii^f 
To  hurry  off  and  hide  his  tender  offspring 
Not  from  the  Swedes,  not  from  the  Luiherao»— 
No!  from  his  own  troops  hide  and  huny  them ! ' 

MAX. 

Cease,  cease !  thoo  torturoat,  shattereat  pie.    I  kaaiv 
Thai  oft  we  tremble  at  an  empty  terror; 
But  the  false  phantasm  brings  a  raal  miaeiy 

OCTAVIO. 

It  ia  no  phantasm.    An  intertine  war. 
Of  all  the  roost  unnatural  and  cruel. 
Will  burst  out  into  flames,  if  instantly 
We  do  not  fly  and  stifle  it    The  Generals 
Are  many  of  them  long  ago  won  over; 
The  auboltema  are  vacillating — whole 
Begiments  and  garrisons  are  vacillating. 
To  foreigners  our  stroog4xolds  are  intrusted; 
T6  that  suspected  Schafgotch  is  the  whol* 
Force  of  Silesia  given  up :  to  Tertaky 
Five  regiments,  foot  and  horse— to  Isolani, 
To  nio,  Kinsky,  Butler,  the  best  troops.    , 


MAX. 


to  both  of  ua. 


lOV 
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OCTAVIO. 

Because  the  Duke 
Believei  he  has  secured  ufl—meajis  to  lure  us 
Still  further  on  by  sple'ndid  prMnuea, 
TV)  me  he  portions  forth  the  princedopis,  Glatz 
And  Sagan  {  and  too  plain  I  see  the  angel 
With  which  he  doubts  not  to  catch  thee. 

MAX. 

No!  no! 
I  tell  thee—no ! 

OCTAVIO. 

O  open  yet  thine  eyes ! 
And  to  what  purpose  think'st  thou  he  has  call'd  us 
Hither  to  Pilsen  ?  to  avail  himself 
Of  our  advice  7— O  wh^n  did  Friedland  ever 
Need  our  advice? — ^Be  calm,  and  listen  to  me. 
1*0  sell  ourselves  are  we  called  hither,  and 
Decline'  we  that — to  be  his  hostages. 
Therefore  doth  noble  Galas  stand  aloof; 
Thy  father,  too,  thou  wouldst  not  have  seen  here, 
If  higher  duties  had  not  held  him  fetter'd. 

MAX. 

He  makes  no  secret  of  i^^needs  make  none— 
That  we  're  called  hither  for  his  sake — ^he  owns  it 
He' needs  our  aidance  to  maintain  himself— 
He  did  so  much  for  us ;  and  'tis  but  fair 
That  we  too  should  do  somewhat  now  for  him. 

OCTFAVIO. 

And  know'st  thou  what  it  is  which  we  must  do  ? 
That  lUo's  drunken  mood  betray'd  it  to  thee. 
Bethink  thysolf^what  hast  thou  heard,  what  seen  ? 
The  counterfeited  paper — the  omission 
Of  that  particular  dause,  so  full  of  meaning, 
Does  it  not  prove*  thai  they  would  bind  us  down 
To  DOthing  good  ? 

MAX. 

That  counterfeited  paper 
Appeari  to  me  no  other  than  a  trick 
Of  nio's  own  device.    Th^  underiiand 
Traders  in  great  men's  interests  ever  use 
To  urge  and  hurry  all  things  to  the  extreme. 
They  see  the  Duke  at  variance  with  the  court. 
And  fondly  think  to  serve  him,  when  they  widfn 
The  breach  irreparably.  Trust  me,  father. 
The  Duke  knows  nothing  of  all  this. 

OCTAVIO. 

It  grieves  me 
Tkn  I  must  dash  to  earth,  that  I  must  shatter 
A  fiiith  so  specious !  but  I  may  not  spare  thee ! 
For  this  is  not  a  time  for  tenderness. 
Thou  must  take  measures,  speedy  ones — must  act. 
I  therefore  will  confess  to  thee,  that  all 
Which  I  've  intrusted  to  thee  now — that  all 
Which  seems  to  thee  so  unbelievable. 
That— yes,  I  will  tell  thee — (a  pause) — Max. !  I  had 

i^all 
From  his  own  mouth — from  the  Duke's  mouth  I  had  it 

MAX.  (in  exceethoe  agitoHony 
No !— no ! — never ! 

OCTAVIO. 

Himself  confided  to  me 
What  I,  'tis  true,  had  long  before  discover'd 
By  other  means— himself  confided  to  me. 
That  'twas  his  settled  plan  to  join  the  Swedes; 
And,  at  the  head  of  the  united  aniii<*« 
Conipel  the  Emperor 


MAX. 

He  is  passionate : 
The  Court  has  stnng  him — ^he  is  sore  all  over 
With  injuries  and  affronts;  and  in  a  moment 
Of  irritation,  what  if  he,  for  once. 
Forgot  himself?'  He*s  an  impetuous  man. 

OCTAVIO. 

Nay,  in  cold  blood  ho  did  confess  this  to  me  * 
And  having  construed  my  astonishment 
Into  a  scruple  of  his  power,  he  show'd  me' 
His  written  evidences — show'd  me  letters. 
Both  from  the  Saxon  and  the  Swede,  that  gave 
Promise  of  aidance,  and  defined  the  amount 

MAX. 

It  cannot  be !— can  not  be ! — can  not  be! 

Dost  thou  not  ciee,  it  cannot? 

Thou  wouldst  of  necessity  have  shown  him 

Such  horror,  such  deep  lothing — that  or  he 

Had  taken  tliee  for  his  better  genius,  or 

Thou  stood'st  not  now  a  living  man  before  me — 

OCTAVIO, 

I  have  laid  open  my  objections  to  him. 
Dissuaded  him  with  pressing  earnestness ; 
But  my  abhorrence^  the  full  sentiment 
Of  my  toAo2e  heart — that  I  have  still  kept  wcred 
To  my  own  consciousness. 

MAX. 

And  Ikou  bast  been 
So  treacherous ?  That  looks  not  like  my  father! 
I  trusted  not  thy  words,  wlyen  thou  dicbt  tell  me 
Evil  of  him !  much  less  can  I  nov  do  it, 
That  thou  caluraniatest  thy  own  self 

OCTAVIO. 

I  did  not  thrust  myself  into  his'secncy. 

MAX. 

Uprightness  merited  his  con6denee.  ' 

OCTAVIO. 

He  was  no  longer  worthy  of  sincerity. 

MAX. 

Dissimulation,  sure,  was  still  lem  worthy 
Of  theevOctavio! 

OCTAVIO. 

Gave  I  him  a  cutise 
To  entertain  a  scruple  of  my  honor  t 

MAX. 

That  he  did  not,  evinced  his  oonfidenca. 

OCTAVIO. 

Dear  son,  it  is  not  always  possible 
Still  to  preserve  that  infhnt  purity 
Which  the  voice  teaches  in  our  inmost  heart, 
Still  in  alarum,  for  ever  on  the  watch 
Against  the  iviles  of  .wicked  men :  e'en  Virtos 
Will  sometimes  bear  away  her  outward  robes 
Soil'd  in  the  wrestle  with  Iniquity. 
This  is  the  curse  of  every  evil  deed. 
That,  propagating  still,  it  brings  forth  eviL 
I  do  not  cheat  my  better  soul  with  sophisms  i 
I  but  perform  my  orders ;  the  Emperor 
Prescribes  my  conduct  to  me.    Dearest  boy. 
Far  better  were  it,  doubtless,  if  we  all 
Obey'd  the  heart  at  all  times ;  but  so  doing. 
In  this  our  present  sojourn  with  bad  men, 
We  must  abandon  many  an  honest  object 
Tis  now  our  call  to  serve  the  Emperor; 
By  what  means  he  can  best  be  served — the  hesrt 
May  whisper  what  it  will — this  is  our  call' 
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in 


auz. 
It  leMnt  a  dung  appointed,  that  to-day 
I  akoold  not  oomprehend,  not  undentand  thee. 
the  Dake»  Ifaoa  say'it,  did%oneitIy  pour  out 
lb  heart  to  thee,  but  for  an  evil  pnrpote ; 
And  thou  dJehoneftly  haat  cheated  him 
For  a  good  purpose !  Silence,  I  entreat  thee— 
My  fiiend,  ihou  ttealeat  not  fifom  me — 
Let  me  not  loae  my  &ther! 

(kTTATio  (mqfpreuing  rttentmenO- 
As  yet  thou  know'it  npt  all,  my  son.    I  have 
Tet  somewhat  to  disclose  to,  thee.        [After  a  pau$e. 

Duke  Friedland 
Hath  made  his  preparations.    He  relies 
Upon  his  stars.   He  deems  ns  unprovided, 
And  thinks  to  &11  upon  us  by  surprise. 
Yea,  in.his  dream  of  hope,  he  graips  already 
llic  golden  circle  in  his  hand.    He  ens. 
We  ton  have  been  in  actioii— he  but  grasps 
His  evil  fate,  most  evil,  most  mysterious! 

MAX. 

O  nothing  lash,  my  size!  By  all  that's  good 
Let  me  invoke  thee-nno  precipitation ! 

0CTAT10. 

With  light  tread  stole  he  <m  his  evil  way, 
And  light  tread  hath  Vengeance  stole  on  after  him. 
Unseen  she  stands  already,  dark  behind  him — 
But  one  step  more— he  ahoddeis  in  her  grasp ! 
Thou  hast  seen  Questenbeig  with  me.    As  yet 
Thoa  know'st  but  his  ostensible  commission : 
He  brought  with  him  a  priwte  one,  my  son ! 
And  that  was  for  me  only. 

MAX. 

May  I  know  it? 


ocravio  (joses  the  patent). 


Max.! 


[^ 


^In  this  disclosure  place  I  in  thy  hands 

The  Empire's  welfare  and  fliy  father's  life. 
Pear  to  thy  inmost  heart  is  W«llenstein : 
A  powerful  tie  of  love,  of  veneration. 
Hath  knit  thee  to  him  from  thy  earliest  youth. 
Thou  nourishest  th^e  wuAw— O  let  me  still 
Anticipate  thy  loitering  confidence ! 
The  hope  thAu  nourishest  to  knit  thyself 
Tet  ckwer  to  nun 

MAX*    , 

Father 

OCTAVIO. 

O  my  ton! 
I  trust  thy  heart  undoubtingly.    But  am  I 
Equally  sure  of  thy  oollectednessf 
Wdt  thoil  be  able,  with  calm  countenance. 
To  enter  this  mvi*s  presence,  when  that  I 
Hare  tnisted  to  thee  his  whole  &te  f 

MAX. 

According 
AS  tboo  dost  trust  me,  fiither,  with  his  crime. 

[OcTAVio  takei  a  paper  oiaqf  his  eacritoire,  and 
gioeiit  to  him. 

MAX. 

What?  bowf  a  full  Imperial  patenti 


OCTAVIO 


Read  it 


MAX.  {jwi  glance*  on  if). 
Duke  Friedland  sentenced  and  condemn'd ! 


OCTAVIO. 

Erensa 
MAX.  (throw*  doom  Ihe  paper), 
O  this  a  too  much !  O  unhappy  error! 

OCTAVIO'. 

Read  on.    Collect  thysel£ 

MAX.  {after  he  ha*  readfurlhert  with  a  look  of  afrighi 
and  aeUndJiment  on  Id*  father. 

How!  what!  Thou!  tbo« 

•  OCTAVfO. 

But  for  the  present  moment,  till  the  King 
Of  Hungary  may  safely  join  the  army, 
Is  the  command  dfdgn'd  to  me. 

MAX. 

And  ifaink'st  tfaoa 
Dost  thou  believe,  that  thou  wilt  tear  it  from  him  t 
O  never  hope  it !— Father !  fiuher !  M>er ! 
An  inauspicious  office  is  ei\jdin'd  thee. 
This  paper  here — this!  and  wilt  thou  enforce  it? 
The  mighty  in  the  middle  of  his  host, 
Surrounded  by  hii  thousands,  hiim  wouldst  fhou 
Disarm— degrade !  Thou  art  lost,  both  thou  and  all 
of  us.  . 

^      OCTAVIO. 

What  hazard  I  inclUr  thereby,  I  know. 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stpnd.  The  Almightyr 
Will  -cover  with  his  shield  the  Imperial  house. 
And  shatter,  in  his  wrath,  the  woi^  of  darkness: 
The  Emperor  hath  true  servants  still ;  and  even 
Here  in  the  camp,  there  are  enough  breve  men 
Who  fiMT  the  good  cause  will  fight  gallantly. 
The  &ithful  have  been  wam'd — ^the  dangerous 
Are  closely  watch'd.    I  wait  but  the  first  step, 
And  then  imroediateljr 

MAX. 

What!  on  suspidon? 
LDmediately  ? 

OCTAVia 

The  Emperor  is  no  tyrant. 
The  deed  alone  he'll  punish,  not  the  wish. 
The^Duke  hath  yet  his  destiny  in  his  power. 
Let  him  but  leave  the  treason  uncompleted, 
He  will  be  silently  displaced  from  oflice. 
And  make  way  to  his  Emperor's  royal  son. 
An  honorable  enle  to  his  castles 
Will  be  a  benefiustion  to  him  rather 
Than  punishment    But  the  first  open  step 

MAX. 

What  callest  thou  such  a  step  ?  A  wicked  step 
Ne'er  will  he  take ;  but  thou  mightest  easily. 
Yea,  thou  hast  d<me  it,  misinterpret  him. 

OCTAVIO.  ' 

Nay,  hovraoever  punishable  were 

Duke  Friedland*s  purposes,  yet  still  the  steps 

Which  he  hath  taken  openly,  permit 

A  mild  constmetion.    It  is  my  intention 

To  leave  this  paper  wholly  unenforced 

Till  some  act  is  committed  which  convicts  him 

Of  a  high-treason,  without  doubt  or  plea, 

And  that  shall  sentence  him. 


MAX 


But  who  the  judge  ? 


OCTAVIO. 


Thyael£ 


MAX. 

For  ever,  then,  this  p^>er  will  lie 
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OCTAVTO. 

l!Vx>  aoon,  I  fear,  its  powers  must  all  be  proved. 
After  the  counter-promise  of  this  evenings 
It  cannot  be  but  he  must  deem  himself 
Secure  of  the  majority  with  u« ; 
Add  of  the  army's  general  a^htiment 
He  hath  a  pleading  proof  in  that  petition 
Wiucfi  tnou  delivered*8t  to  liim  fhom  the  regimenli. 
Add  this  loo^I  have  letters  that  the  Rhineg^ve 
Ibth  changed  his  route,  and  travels  by  forced  marches 
To  the  Bohemian  Foresta.    What  this  purports, 
Remains  unknown;  and,  to  confirm  suspicioo, 
TUt  night  a  Swedish  nobleman  arrived  here. 

MAX. 

I  have  thy  word.  Thou*lC  not  proceed  to  actioa 
Beibre  thou  hast  convinced  me — me  mysel£ 

OOTAVIO/ 

fs  it  poonble  f  Still,  after  all  thou  know'st, 
Canst  t]u>u  believe  still  in  his  innocence ! 

MAX.  iw&h  enthu$iamn). 
Thy  judgment  may  mistake ;  my  heart  can  not 

[Moderates  his  voice  and  manner, 
Theee  reasons  might  expound  thy  spirit  or  miii» ; 
Bat  they  expound  not  Friedland — ^I  have  fiutfa : 
Tor  as  he  knits  his  fortunes  to  the  stars, 
Even  so  doth  he  resemble  them  in  secret, 
Wonderful,  still  inexplicable  courses ! 
Trust  me,  they  do  him  wrpng!    All  will  be  solved. 
These  smokes  at  once  will  kindle  into  flame — 
The  edges  of  this  black  and  stormy  cloud  , 

Will  brighten*  suddenly,  and  we  slmll  view 
Hie  unapproachable  glide  out  in  splendor. 


I  will  await  it 


OCTAVIO. 


SCENE  n. 


Ottavio  and  Max.  as  hrfore.  To  ihem  the  Valit  of 
-    THE  Chamber. 

OCTAVIO. 

How  now*  then  f     . 

VALET. 

A  dispatch  is  at  the  door. 

qCTAVIO. 

So  early  f  From  whop  comes  he  then  ?  Who  is  it  ? 

VALET. 

That  he  refused  to  tell  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

Lead  him  in: 
And.  haA.  ywtr^let  it  Hot  transpire. 

[Exit  Valet  ;  (he  Coenet  steps  in, 

OCTAVIO. 

Ha!  Comet-Hs  it.jroul  and  from  Count  Galoat 
Give  me  your  letters. 

CORNET. 

The  Iieutenant-Ci«nend 
Tmated  it  not  to  letters. 

OCTAVTO 

And  what  is  it  t 

CORNET. 

He  bade  roe  tell  you — Dare  I  speak  openly  here  f 

OCTAVIO. 

My  aon  knows  all 

CORNET. 

We  have  him. 


OCTAVIO. 


C^LNET. 


Whomt 


The  old  negodator. 

OCTAVIO  {eagerly). 
And  you  have  him  f 

CORNET. 

In  the  Bohemian  Forest  Captain  Mohrbrand 
Found  and  secured  him  yester-moming  eariy; 
He  was  proceeding  then  to  Regensboig, 
Aiid  on  him  were  dispatches  for  the  Sweda 

OCTAVIO. 

And  the  dispatches-^^ 

OORWET. 

)  The  Iieutenant4jflneEal 

Sent  them  that  instant  to  Vieima,  and 
The  prisoner  with  them. 

OCTAVIO. 

This  is,  indeed,  a  tiding ! 
That  fellow  is  a  predoos  casket  to  us, 
Inclosing  weigh^  things. — Was  much  loand  on  him  * 

CORNET. 

I  think,  six  packets,  with  Count  Teitsky's 

OCTAVIO. 

None  in  the  6uke's  own  hand  f, 


And  oldSeainaf 


GORMET. 


OCTAVIO. 


Not  that  f  know 


CORNET. 

He  was  sorely  frighten'd, 
When  it  was. told  him  he  must  to  Vienna. 
But  the  Count  Altringe^  bade  him  take  heart. 
Would  he  but  make  a  full  and  free  oonfessioa. 

OCTAVIO. 

Is  Altrihger  then  with  your  Lord  7  I  heaid 
That  he  lay  lick  at'Iiiiz. 

CORNET.   ' 

These  ^ree  days  paa< 
He's  with  my  master,  the  Lieutenant^General, 
At  Frauenbeig.    Already  have  they  sixty 
Small  companies  together,  chosen  men ; 
Respectfully  tiiey  greet  yon  with  aasoiancesL 
That  they  are  only  waiting  your  commandsk 

OCTAVIO. 

In  a  few  days  may  great  events  take  place. 
And  when  most  you  return  f 

CORNET. 

I  wait  your  orden. 

OCTAVIO. 

Remain  till  evening. 

[Cornet  sign^es  his  assent  and  obeisance,  and  it 

No  one  saw  jtou — ^ha  i 

.  CORNET. 

No  living  creatuie.    Through  the  tslQJBler  widtet 
The  Capuchins,  as  usual,  let  me  in. 

OCTAVIO. 

Go,  rest  your  limbs,  and  keep  3rourself  oonceal'd 
I  hold  it  probable,  that  yet  ere  evening 
I  shall  dispatch  you.  The  development 
Of  this  aflfair  approaches :  ere  the  day. 
That  even  now  is  dawning  in  the  h^ven, 
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Ere  duf  eTentfbl  day  hath  set,  the  lot 

That  must  decide  our  ibitanes  will  be  drawn. 

[Emt  CoaNKT. 


ooTAVio  (ofarmtt^ 


SCENE  IlL 
OcTATio  ami  Ma3l  Piccoloiokt. 

OCTAVIO^ 

Well — and  what  now,  son  f  All  will  aooo  be  elear; 
For,  all,  I'm  certain,  went  through  4hat  Setina. 

MAX.*  (idko  through  the  whole  of  the  foregoing  mxne 
has  been  m  a  vudentand  viaiile  ttntggU  of  fedingt, 
at  length  etarts  tu  one  resolved). 
I  will  poocnre  me  light  a  shorter  way. 
Farewell 

ocrA¥io. 
Where  now^^Remani  benb 


To  the  Dake. 


MAX.  {returning). 
If  thou  haat  believed  that  I  •hafi  act 

A  part  in  this  thy  play 

Thou  haat  miscalculated  on  me  grievously. 

My  way  most  be  straight  on.  True  with  the  tongae, 

False  with  the  heart — I  may  not,  can  not  be : 

Nor  can  I  sufler  that  a  man  should  trust  me — 

As  his  friend  trust  me— and  then  lull  my  conscience 

With  aach  low  pleas  as  these : — **  I  ask*d  him  not— 

He  did  it  all  at  his  own  hazard — and 

My  mouth  has  never  lied  to  him." — No,  no! 

What  a  friend  takes  me  for,  that  T  must  be. 

— ^I 11  to  the  Duke ;  ere  yet  this  day  is  ended. 

Will  I  demand  of  him  that  he  do  save 

His  good  name  from  the  world,  and  with  one  stride 

Break  throun^  ''^  '^^  t^  fine^pim  web  of  yours. 

He  can,  he  will ! — /atill  am  his  believer. 

Yetl'll  not  pledge  myself;  but  that  those  letters 

May  fomish  you,  perchance,  with  proofs  against  him. 

How  fiir  may  not  this  Tertsky  havo  proceeded-— 

What  may  not  he  himself  too  have  permitted 

Himself  to  do,  to  snare  the  epemy. 

The  laws  of  war  ezctunng  7  Nothing,  save 

His  own  month,  shall  convict  him — ^nothing  less  I 

And  &oe  to  face  will  I  go  question  him. 


Thou  wiltf 


OCTAVIO. 
MAX. 

I  win,  as  sure  as  this  heart  beata 


OCTAVIO. 

have,  indeed,  miscalculated  on  thee^ 
I  calculated  mi  a  prudent  son. 
Who  would  have  blest  the  hiuid  beneficent 
That  pluck'd  him  beck  from  the  abyss — and  lo ! 
A  fiwcinated  being  I  discover. 
Whom  his  two  eyes  befool,  whom  passion  wilders, 
Whom  not  the  broadest  light  of  noon  can  heal. 
Go,  qneation  him! — Be  mad  enough,  I  pray  thee. 
The  purpose  of  thy  father,  of  thy  Emperor, 
Go,  give  it  up  free  booty : — ^Force  me,  drive  me 
To  an  open  breach  before  die  time.     And  now, 
Now  that  a  miracle  of  heaven  bad  guarded 
My  secret  purpose  even  to  this  hour. 
And  laid  to  sleep  Suspicion's  piercing  eyes, 
T»t  me  have  lived  to  see  that  mine  own  son, 

P 


With  frantic  enterprise,  annihilates 
My  toilsome  labors  and  state>policy. 

MAX. 

Ay — ^this  state-policy !  O  how  I  curse  it ! 

You  will,  some  time,  with  your  state-poliey 

Compel  him  to  the  measure :  it  may  happen. 

Because  you  are'  determined  that  he  is  guilty, 

Guiltjr  ye '11  nuhe  him.    All  retreat  cut  ofl^ 

You  close  up  every  outlet,  hem  him  in 

Narrower  and  narrower,  till  at  length  ye  force  him 

Yes,  yet — ye  force  him,  in  his  desperation, 

To  set  fire  to  his  prison.    Father !  father ! 

That  never  can  end  well — it  can  not — will  not! 

And  let  it  be  decided  as  it  may, 

I  see  with  boding  heart  the  near  approach 

Of  an  ill-starr'd.  unblest  catssfTOphe: 

For  this  great  Monarch«pirit,  if  he  foil, 

Will  drag  a  world  into  the  ruin  with  hink 

And  as  a  ship  (that  midway  on  the  ocean 

Takes  fire)  at  once,  and  with  a  thunder-burst 

Explodes,  and  with  itself  shoots  out  ita  crew 

la  smoke  and  ruin  betwixt  sea  and  heaven ; 

So  will  he, .falling,  dnw  down  in  his  fall 

All  us,  who  're  fix'd  and  mortised  to  his  fortune,     j 

Deem  of  it  what  tliou  wilt ;  but  pardon  me, 

That  1  must  bear  me  on  in  my  own  way. 

All  must  remain  pure  betwixt  him  and  me  j 

And,  ere  the  day-light  dawns,  it  must  ^  known 

Which  I  must  lose — my  father,  or  my  friend. 

[During  his  eseit  die  curtdin  drcps^ 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L 

iScene,  a  Room  Jilted  up  for  astrological  laiSors,  and 
provided  with  celestial  Charts^  with  Globes^  Tde- 
scopes.  Quadrants^  and  other  mathematical  InstrU' 
menu. — Seven  Colossal  Figures,  representing  the 
Planets,  each  with  a  transparent  Star  of  a  dijereal 
Color  on  its  head,  stand  in  a  semicircle  in  the  Bach- 
ground,  so  that  Mars  and  Saturn  are  nearest  the 
Eye4 — The  "Remainder  of  the  Scene,  and  its  DUpo- 
sition,  is  given  in  the  Fourth  Scene  of  the  Second 
AcL — lUere  mutt  be  a  Cttrtain  oeer  the  Figures, 
which  may  be  dropped,  and  conceal  them  on  occasUmt. 

[In  the  Fifth  Scene  of  this  Ad  it  must  be  dropped;  but 
in  the  Seventh  Scene,  it  must  be  again  drawn  up 
«  whoUy  or  in  parL'\ 

Wallknstxin  at  a  black  DaUe,  on  which  a  Speculum 
Astrclogicion  is  described  wUh  Chalk,  Sun  u  taking 
Observations  through  a  Window. 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

All  well — and  now  let  it  be  ended,  Sdni. — Come, 
The  dawn  commences,  and  Mars  rules  the  hour. 
We  must  give  o'er  the  operation.    Come, 
We  know  enough. 

8ENI. 

Your  Highness  must  permit  me 
Just  to  contemplate  Venus.    She 's  now  rising : 
Like  as  a  sun,  so  shines^  she  in  the  east 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

She  ii  at  present  in  her  perigee. 
And  shoots  down  now  her  strongest  influences. 
[Contemplating  the  fgure  on  ths 
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Aiupicious  aspect !  fateful, in  coi\}unctioii. 
At  lengtli  ihe  mighty  three  corradjate ; 
And  the  two  stars  of  blessing,  Jupiter 
And  Venus,  take  between  tliem  the  malignant 
Slyiy-malicioiis  Mars,  and  tlius  compel 
Into  my  service  that  old  misc-hief-ibunder ; 
For  long  he  view*d  me  hostilely,  and  ever 
With  beam  oblique,  or  (Mrpendiculqr, 
Now  in  the  Quartile,  now  in  the  Secundan, 
Shot  his  red'  lightnings  at  my  stars,  disturbing 
'l^eir  blessed  influences  and  sweet  ospecti. 
Now  they  have  conquerM  the  old  enemy, 
And  bring  him  in  tlie  heavens  a  prisoner  to  me. 

SENi  {who  hat  come  down  from  'ike  Ujindom). 
And  in  a  comer  house,  your  Highness — think  of  that! 
That  makes  eadi  influence  of  double  strength. 

WALT^ENfTCIN. 

And  son  and  moon,  too,  in  the  Sextile  aspect, 
The  soft -light  with  the  veh^roent^-so  I  love  it. 
Sol  is  the  heart,  Luna  the  head  of  heaven. 
Bold  be  Ihe  plan,  fiery  the  execution. 

BENI. 

And  both  the  mighty  Lumina  by  no 
Maleficus  affionted.  Lo !  Satumus, 
Innocooas,  poweriess,  in  cadente  Doma 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

The  empire  of  Balumus  is  gone  by; 

Lord  of  the  secret  birth' of  things  is  he; 

Within  the  lap  of  earthj  and  in  the  depths  - 

Of  the  imagination  dominates ; 

And  his  are  all  things  that  eschew  the  light. 

The  time  is  o'er  of  brooding  and  oonuivance. 

For  Jupiter,  the  lustrous,  lordeih  now, 

And  tlie  dark  work,  complete  of  preparation. 

He  draws  by  force  into  the  realm  of  light. 

Now  must  we  hasten  on  to  action,  ere 

The  scheme,  and  most  auspicious  posture 

Parts  o'er  my  head,  and  takes  once  more  its  flight; 

For  the  heavens  journey  still,  and  sdjoum  noL 

[There  are  knocks  at  the  door. 
There's  some  one  knocking  there.    See  who  it  is. 

-  TERTSET  (^from  wUhoufy, 
Open,  and  let  me  in. 

WALLBKSTETN, 

Ay— 'tis  Terlsky. 
MHiat  is  there  of  such  uigence  ?  We  are  busy. 

TEETSKY  {from  wiifumi). 
Lay  all  aside  at  present,  T  entreat  you. 
Il  suffers  no  delaying.  . 

WALUNSTEIN. 

Open.  Seni ! 
[While  Sem  opens  the  door  for  Tertbkt,  Wallkn- 
STEIN  draws  ihe  curtain  over  the  fgures. 

TERT8KY  [enter*). 
Hast  thuu  already  heard  it  ?  He  is  taken. 
Galas  has  given  him  up  to  the  Emperor. 

[Sen  I  draws  off  the  black  taUct  and  emL 


SCENE  n. 


Wallenstein,  Count  Tertsst. 

WALLEN8TBIN  ((O  TeRTSKY). 

Who  has  been  taken  ? — Who  is  given  up  ? 

TERTSKY. 

1%%  nan  who  \aam%  our  secrets,  who  knowa  every 


Negotiation  with  the  Swede  and  Saxon, 
Through  whose  hands  all  and  everything  lias 

WRLI.EN8TEIN  {drfUBing  back). 
Nay,  not  Sesina  \ — Say,  No !  I  entreat  thee. 

TERTSKY. 

All  on  his  road  for  Regensburg  to  the  Swede 
He  was  plunged  down  upon  by  Galas*  agent. 
Who  had  been  long  in  ambush  lurking  for  him. 
There  must  have  been  found  on  him  my  whole  packoc 
To  Thur,  to  Kinsky,  to  Oxenstiem,  to  Antheira : 
All  this  is  in' their  hands ;  they  have  now  an 
Into  the  whole — our  measures,  and  our  mocivCs. 


SCENE  in. 
To  them  enters  Illo. 


iLLO  (CD  Tertbky). 


Has  he  heard  it  f 

TERTHCT. 

He  has  heard  it 

ILLO  {to  WaLLBNSTEIN). 

Thinkest  thou  still 
To  make  thy  peace  with  the  Emperor,  to  regain 
His  confidence  ? — E'en  were  it  now  thy  wriah 
To  abandon  all  tliy  plans,  yet  still  they  know 
What  thou  hast  wish'd;  then  forwards  thou  moat 

press; 
Retreat  is  now  no  longer  in  thy  power* 

TERTBKT. 

They  have  documents  against  us,  and  in  hands, 
Which  show  beyond  all  power  of  contradiction — 

WALLEN  STEIN. 

Of  my  handwriting — ^no  iota.    Thee 
I  puiiish  fbr  thy  lies. 

ILLO. 

And  thou  believesi. 
That  what  this  man,  that  what  thy  sister's  husbsnd 
Did  in  thy  name,  will  iftt  stand  on  Ihy  reck'ningf 
Hits  word  must  pass  fbr  thy  word  with  the  Swede, 
And  not  with  thoae  that  hate  thee  at  ViennB. 

TERTSKY. 

In  writing  thou  gavest  nothing — ^Bat  bethink  thee. 
How  fitf  thou  ventured'st  by  word  of  mouih 
With  this  Sesina !  And  will  he  be  silent  X 
If  he  can  save  himself  by  jrielding  up 
Thy  secret  purposes,  will  he  retain  them  t 

ILLO. 

Thyself  dost  not  conceive  \t  possible ; 
And  since  they  now  have  evidence  authentic 
How  far  thou  hast  already  gone,  speak  \ — tell  n^ 
What  art  thou  waiting  ^r  f  Ihou  canst  no  longer 
Keep  thy  command ;  and  beyond  hope  of  rescue 
Thou'rt  lost,  if  thou  resign'st  it. 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

In  the  amy 
lies  my  security.    The  army  will  not 
Abandon  me.    Whatever  they  may  know, 
The  power  is  mine,  and  they  must  gulp  it  down^ 
And  substitute  I  caution  fbr  my  fealty, 
They  must  be  satisfied,  at  least  appear  so. 

ILLO. 

The  army,  Duke,  i«  thine  now — ^fbr  this  moimint- 
Tis  thino :  but  think  with  terror  on  the  sbw. 
The  quiet  power  of  time.    From  open  videnoe 
The  attachment  of  thy  soldiery  secures  thee 
To-day — to-morrow ;  but  grant>t  thou  them  a  raspil* 

1^4 


THE  PICC0L0MQ9L 


156 


Unheud,  iummii,  ibcy  '11  nndemune  Uiat  love 
Oa  which  tboQ  now  dost  (eel  so  finn  a  looting 
With  wily  theft  will  draw  away  from  thea 
One  after  the  other 

WALUCNSTKIN. 

*Tia  a  cnned  aocid<Kit ! 

ILLO. 

Oh!  I  will  call  it  a  moBt  bleaaed  one. 
If  it  work  on  thee  as  it  ought  to  do, 
Hony  thee  en  to  action — to  decision — 
TheSwedah 


WALL^NSniN. 

He's  anrived!  Know'st  thou 
What  his  commissino  is 

ILLO. 

To  thee  alone 
Will  he  intrust  the  purpose  of  his  oommg. 

WALLBN8TK1N. 

A  cmsed^  cursed  accident !  Yes,  yes, 
Soina  knows  loo  much,  and  won't  be  silent. 

TIKT8KT. 

He's  a  Bohemian  ftigitive  and  rabeL 

Hii  neck  is  ftnfeiL    Can  he  save  himself 

At  thy  cost,  think  you  he  will  scruple  it  ? 

And  if  they  put  hun  to  the  torture,  will  he, 

Will  Ae,  that  dastaxdling,  have  strength  enoiugh— — ^ 

WALLEN8TEIN  {logl  in  thOttght). 

Their  confidence  is  lost — ^inreparably ! 
And  I  may  act  what  way  I  will,  I  shall 
Be  and  remain  ibr  ever- in  their  thought 
A  traitor  to  my  country.    How  sincerely 
Soever  I  return  back  to  my  duty. 
It  will  no  logger  help  me 

ILLO. 

Ruin  thee, 
Thst  it  win  do !  Not  thy  fidelity, 
Tixy  weakness  will  be  deem'd  the  sole  occasion — 

WAUJCNBTKiic  (pttcuig  iqf  oful  douM  m  extreme 
agUalion). 
What  \  I  must  realize  it  now  in  earnest, 
Because  I  toy'd  too  freely  with  the  thought  ? 
Accursed  he  who  dallies  with  a  devil ! 
And  must  I — X  mutl  realize  it  now — 
Now,  while  I  have  the  power,  i^  mutt  take  place ! 

ILLO. 

Now—- now — ere  they  can  ward  and  pany  it ! 

WALLENtniN  {looking  at  the  paper  cf  tignature*). 
I  have  the  Genenl's  word — a  written  promise ! 
Mai.  Piconlnmini  stands  not  here — how's  that ? 


It 


'      TSEtSKT 

fimcied 


ILLO. 

Mere  self^willedness. 
'fhere  needed  no  such  tiling  *twixt  him  and  you. 

WALLENSTIIN. 

He  is  quite  right— there  needeth  no  such  thing. 
The  regiments,  too,  deny  to  march  for  Fhuiders— 
Have  sent  me  in  a  fiaper  of  remonstrance, 
Atti  openly  resist  the  Imperial  ovdeis. 
The  6i8t  step  lo  revolt 's  already  taken. 

Believe  me,  dion  wilt  find  it  far  mora 
To  lead  them  over  to  ihe  enemy 
"IWi  to  tha  SpanianL 


WALLEMSTBir*   , 

I  will  hear,  however. 
What  the  Swede  has  to  aay  to  me. 

ILLO  (fiogeriy  (o  Tebtskt). 

Go,  call  him! 
He  stands  widiout  the  don  in  waiting. 

WALLBHVniN. 

Stay! 
Slay  yet  a  little.    It  hath  taken  me 
All  l^  surprise^ — it  came  too  quick  upon  me ; 
Tis  wholly  novel,  that  an  accident, 
With  its  dark  lonUiip,  and  blind  agency. 
Should  fiwoe  me  oa  with  it 

ILLO. 

First  hear  him  onlv. 
And  after  weigh  it        [Exemt  Tketskt  am  Jllo 


SCENE  IV. 


WALLBNBTKIN  (tn  SoKJojVy) 

Is  it 'possible? 
Is't  so?  I  can  no  .longer  what  I  woaldf 
No  longer  draw  back  at  my  liking  ?  I 
Must  do  the  deed,  because  1  thought  of  it. 
And  fed  this  heart  here  with  a  dream?  Beeattse 
I  did  not  scowl  temptatioQ  from  my  presence. 
Dallied  with  thoughts  of  possible  fulfilment. 
Commenced  no  movement,  left  all  time  uncertain. 
And  only  kept  the  road,  the  access  open  ? 
By  the  great  God  of  Heaven !  It  was  not 
My  serious  meaning,  it  was  ne'er  resolve. 
I  but  amused  myself  with  thinking  of  it 
The  free>will  tempted  me,  the  power  to  do 
Or  not  to  do  it— Was  it  criminal 
To  make  the  fancy  ministor  to  hope* 
To  fill  the  air  with  pretty  toys  of  air. 
And  clulch  fimiastic  sceptres  moving  t'waid  me ! 
Was  not  the  world  kept  free  ?  Beheld  I  not 
The  road  of  duty  close  beside  me^but 
One  litde  step,  and  once  more  I  was  in  it ! 
Where  am  I  ?  Whither  have  I  been  transported  ? 
No  road,  no  tnck  Iwhind  me,  but  a  wall. 
Impenetrable,  insurmountable. 
Rises  obedient  to  the  spells  I  mutter'd 
And  meant,  not — my  own  doings  tov^r  behind  me. 

[Paiues  and  remain*  m  deep  AougH. 
A  punishable  man  I  seem ;  the  guilt. 
Try  what  I  will,  Fcannot  roll  off  from  me ; 
The  equivocal  demeanor  of  my  life 
Bean  witoess  on  my  prosecutor's  party. 
And  ev«i  my  purest  acts  finm  purest  motives 
Suspicion  poisons  with  malicious  gloss. 
Were  I  that  thing  for  which  I  pass,  that  traitor, 
A  goodly  outside  I  had  sure  reoerved,     ' 
Had  drawn  the  coverings  thick  and  double  round  ma 
Been  calm  and  chary  of  my  utterance ; 
But  being  conscious  of  the  innocence 
Of  my  intent,  my  uncorrupted  will, 
I  gave  way  to  my  humors,  to  my  passion : 
Bold  were  my  words,  because  my  deeds  were  naL 
Now  every  planless  measure,  chance  event, 
The  threat  of  rage,  the  vaunt  of  joy  and  triumph 
And  all  the  May-gamea  of  a  heart  o'erflowing. 
Will  they  connect,  and  weave  them  all  together 
Into  one  web  of  treason ;  all  will  be  plan. 
My  eye  ne'er  abaent  from  the  faimff  mark, 
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Step  tracing  step,  ettch  step  a  poUdq  progroi ; 
And  oat  of  all  they  *U  fabricate  a  charge 
So  spedods,  that  1  muflt  myself  stand  dumK 
I  am  caught  in  my  own  net,  and  only  force, 
Naught  but  a  sudden  rent  can  liberate  roe. 

[PduMf  again. 
How  else  |  since  that  the  heart's  unbiaas'd  instinct 
Impeird  me  to  the  daring  deed,  which  now 
Necessity,  self^presennstion,  erdert. 
Stem  is  the  On-look  of  Necessity, 
Not  without  shudder  may  a  human  hand 
Grasp  the  mysterioup  um  of  destiny. 
My  deed  was  mine,  remainini^  hi  my  bosom ; 
Once  sufler'd  to  escape  from  its  safe  oomer 
Within  the  heart,  its  nuneiy  and  binh-plaoe. 
Sent  Ibrth  into  the  Foreign,  it  belongs 
For  ever  to  those  sly  malicious  powers 
Whom  never  art  of  man  conciliated. 

[Paces  in  agitqtion  through  the  chamber ^  then  pauiet, 

and,  after  the  patue,  breakM  out  again  into 

audiUc  soiHoquy. 
What  is  thy  enterprise  ?  thy  aim  f  thy  olgect  ? 
Hast  honestly  confessed  it  to  thyself  f 
Fbwer  seated  on  a  quiet  throne  thou'dst  shake, 
Power  on  an  ancient  ccmsecrated' throne. 
Strong  in  posseanon,  founded  in  old  custom ; 
Power  by  a  thousand  tough  and  stringy  roots 
Fix'd  to  the  people's  pious  nunery-fiutL 
This,  this  will  be  no  strifo  of  strength  with  strength. 
That  fear'd  I  not    I  brave  each  combatant. 
Whom  I  can  look  on,  fixing  eye  to  eye, 
Who,  full  himself  of  courage,  kindles  oonrage 
In  me  too.    T  is  a  foe  invisible. 
The  which  I  fear-— a  fearful  enemy, 
Which  in  the  human  heart  opposes  me, 
By  its  coward  fear  alone  made  fearful  to  me. 
Not  that,  which  full  of  life,  instinct  with  powci^^ 
Makes  known  its  present  being ;  that  is  not 
•  The  true,  the  perilously  formidable. 
O  no  1  it  is  the  common,  the  quite  common, 
I'he  thing  of  an  eternal  yesterday, 
Whar  ever  was,  and  evermore  letuins. 
Sterling  to-moirow,  for  to-day  'twas  sterling! 
For  of  the  wholly  common  is  man  made. 
And  custom  is  his  nufM !  Woe  then  to  them. 
Who  lay  irreverent  hands  upon  his  old 
House  furniture,  the  dear  inheritance 
From  his  fore&thers !  For  time  consecnipa ; 
And  what  is  gray  with  age  becomes  religion. 
Be  in  possession,  and  thou  hast  the  right, 
And  sacred  will  the  many  guard  it  for  Uiee ! 

[7b  the  Paok,  who  here  enlen. 
The  Swedish  officer  Y-— Well,  let  him  enter. 

[The  fxam  exit,  Wallcnstkin  jCsBS  hie  eye  in  deqf 

thought  on  the  door. 
Yet  is.it  pure — as  yet !  the  crime  has  come 
Not  o'er  this  threshold  yei— so  slender  is 
The  boundary  that  divideth  life's  two  paths. 


SCENE  V. 

Wallenstkin  and  Wranokl. 

WALUdferxiN  {afler  having  Jhced  a  te^treking  look 

km). 
four  name  is  Wrsng^l! 


WKAMOZI, 

Gustavo  WimngeL  General 
Of  the  Sadcfnnanian  Blpes. 

WALLXNSTXliri 

It  was  a  Wraogei] 

Who  injured  me  materially  at  Stralsund, 
And  by  his  brave  resistance  was  the  cause 
Of  the  opposition  which  that  sea-port  made. 

WKAffOKL. 

It  was  the  doing  of  the  element 

With  which  yon  fought,  my  Lord !  and  not  my  merit 

The  Baltic  Neptune  did  assert  his  freedom : 

The  sea  and  land,  it  seem'd,  were  not  to  serve 

One  and  the  same. 

WALLKN8TXIN  {mohet  the  motion  for  him  fe  take  a  teat. 

and  aeatt  himedf). 

And  where  are  your  credentials  T 
Come  you  provided  with  full  powers.  Sir  General  t 

WRANGBL. 

There  are  so  many  scruples  yet  to  solve— 

WALI.XN8TEIN  (hoving  Ttod  the  credentials). 
An  able  letter! — ^Ay — ^he  is  a  prudent 
Intelligent  master,  whom  you  serve,  Sir  General ! 
The  Chancellor  writes  me,  that  he  but  fulfils 
His  late  departed  Sovereign's  own  idea 
In  helping  me  to  the  Bohemian  crown. 

WRANCTL. 

He  says  tbe  truth.   Our  greaf  King,  now  in  heaven 

Did  ever  deem  roost  highly  of  your  Grace's 

Pre-eminent  sense  and  military  genius ; 

And  always  the  commanding  Intellect, 

He  said,  should  have  command,  and  be  the  King. 

WALtSNSTElN. 

Yes,  he  might  say  it  safely.-'-^xenerBl  Wrangel, 

[Ihking  his  hand  t^eetumatdf 
Come,  foir  and  open<— -Trust  me,  I  was  idways 
A  Swede  at  heart    Ey !  that  did  you  experience 
Both  in  Silesia  and  at  Nnremburg ; 
I  had  you  oflen  in  my  power,  and  let  you 
Always  slip  out  by  some  back-door  or  other. 
'TIS  this  for  which  the  Court  can  ne'er  foigive  me. 
Which  drives  me  to  this  present  step :  and  since 
Our  interests  so  run  in  one  direction. 
E'en  let  us  have  a  thorough  confidence' 
Each  in  the  other. 

WRANGXL. 

Confidence  will  cone. 
Has  each  bat  only  first  securi^. 

The  Chancellor  still,  I  see,  does  not  quite  trtut  awi 
And,  I  oonfessr-the  game  does  not  lie  wholly 
To  my  advantage — ^Without  doubt  he  thinks. 
If  I  can  pUy  false  with  the  Emperor, 
Who  is  my  Sov'reign,  I  can  do  the  like 
With  the  enemy,  and  that  the  one  too  were 
Sooner  to  be  forgiven  me  than  the  other. 
Is  not  this  your  opinion  too.  Sir  General  t 

WRANGBL. 

I  have  here  an  office  merely,  no  opimon. 

WALLKNSTETIf. 

The  Emperor  hath  urged  me  to  the  uttermost 

I  can  no  longer  honorably  serve  him. 

For  my  security,  in  selfnlefence, 

I  take  this  hard  8tep»  which  my  consdenoe  biams^ 
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WRAMOn. 

That  I  believe.    So  iar  would  no  one  go 
Who  was  not  £>rced  to  it  [  A/^  • 

What  floi^  haTO  impell'd 
Tour  pruieely  Highneta  in  thia  wiie  to  act 
Tdwanl-  your  Sovereign  Lord  and  Emperor, 
Beaeema  not  ua  to  ezpoand  or  criticiae. 
Tke  Swede  ia  fighdng  for  his  good  old  cauae. 
With  hia  good  aword  and  oooacienoe.    Tfab  ooociir> 

rence. 
This  opportttnity,  ia  in  our  favor, 
And  aU  advanlagea  in  war  are  lawfbL 
We  take  what  ofieia  without  queationxng ; 
And  if  all  have  ita  due  and  juat 


WALLKN8TEIN. 

Of  what  then  are  ]re  doubting?  Of  my  will? 
Or  oT  my  power  ?  I  pledged  me  to  the  Chancellor, 
Woold  he  troat  me  with  aixteen  thooaand  men, 
That  I  would  inatantly  go  over  to  them 
With  eighteen  thomand  of  the  Emperor^a  troopa. 

WRANOKL. 

Toor  Grace  ia  known  to  be  a  mighty  wap^hieiC 
To  be  a  aeoond  Attila  and  Pyirhua. 
Til  talk'd  of  atill  with  fredi  aatoniahment, 
How  aome  yean  paaf,  beyond  all  human  frith. 
Tea  call'd  an  army  fiuth,  like  a  creation  t 
But  yet 

WALUCNSTKIM. 

But  yet? 

^    WIANOKL. 

^   But  atill  the  Chancellor  thinka, 
It  might  yet  be  an  eaaier  thing  fimn  nothing 
To  call  fob  aixty  thouaand  men  of  battle, 
Thui  to  pemiade  one  aiztieth  part  of  them — 

WALXXNtTEIN. 

What  now  f  Out  with  it,  fiiend  ? 

WmANGEL. 

To  break  their  Mtha. 

WAIXEN8TEIN 

And  he  thinka  to  7 — ^He  judgee  like  a  Swede, 
And  like  a  Proteatant     You  Lutheiana 
Fight  ibr  your  Bible.    You  are  intereated 
About  the  cauae ;  and  with  your  heartt  you  ibUow 
Toar  bannere. — Among  yau^  whoe'er  deaerli 
To  the  enemy,  .hath  broken  covenant 
Wiih  two  Lorda  at  one  time. — We've  no  auch  &a- 
ciea. 

WRANOEL. 

Great  God  in  Heaven !  Have  then  the  people  here 
^'o  hooae  and  home,  no  fire-aide,  no  altar  ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  will  explain  that  to  you,  how  it  atande : — 
The  Auatrian  ha»  a  country,  ay,  and  lovea  it. 
And  has  good  cauae  to  love  it — but  thia  army. 
That  calla  itaelf  the  Imperial,  thia  that  houaea 
Here  in  Bohemia,  thia  haa  none — no  country ; 
1^  ia  an  outcaat  of  all  foreign  lands, 
Unclaimed  by  town  or  tribe,  to  whom  belonga 
Nothing,  pxcept  the  univeml  auiL 

WRANOEL. 

But  (hen  the  Nobles  and  the  Officera  ? 
Sech  a  deaertion,  auch  a  felony, 
h  is  without  example,  my  Lord  Duke, 
la  the  world'a  hiatory. 

WALUENSTEIN. 

They  are  all 

■fine  unconditionally-^mine  on  all  tenok 

P9 


Not  me,  your  own  eyea  you  muit  truat. 

\Hb  gitet  him  the  poper  coiUamag  tk$  wriUm 
oaik.  Wrawoel  readMklkrcugk^ and,  taia'iy 
md  it,  lays  it  on  tkeUMe,  rsaiaimiy  atbnfc 

Sothant 
Now  eomprehead  you  f 

WRiMVOII. 

Comprehend  who  can ! 
My  Lord  Duke;  I  wiU  let  the  maak  drop— yea! 
I  've  full  poweo  for  a  final  aettlemeot 
The  Rhinegm¥e  alaoda  but  four  dayk'  march  ffOB 

here 
With  fifteen  theuaand  men,  and  only  waita 
For  (Hrders  to  proceed  and  join,  your  aimy 
Thoae  orders  /  give  out,  immediately 
We're  oomtnomised. 

WALLEN8TEIA 

What  asks  the  ChanceOort 

WRAMOEL  (considerattly\ 
Twelve  regimenta,  every  man  a  Swede    my  head 
The  warranty — and  all  might  prove  at  laat 
Only  ialae  play 

WALLENSTEIN  (tlartillg). 

Sir  Swede! 

WRANOEL  {calmly  proceeding). 

Am  therefore  Iproed 
"Finairit  thereon,  that  he  do  foimally, 
Inevocably  break  with  the  Emperor, 
Elae  not  a  Swede  ia  truated  to  Duke  Friedland. 

I 

WALLKN8TEIN. 

Come,  briei^  and  open!  W^t  ia  the  demand!' 

WRANGEL. 

That  he  forthwith  diaann  the  Spaniah  regimenta 
Attach'd  to  the  Emperor,  that  he  aeixe  Prague, 
And  to  the  Swedea  give  up  that  dty,  with 
The  atrong  paaa  Egra. 


WALLXMSTEUt. 

Iliat  ia  much  indeed ! 

Prague !->£gn 'a  granted — But— but  FtBgaml-^ 

'T  won't  do. 
I  give  you  every  aecurity 
Which  you  may  aak  of  me  in  oommOhi  naaon 
But  Prague — Bohemia— <4heae.  Sir  General, 
I  can  myself  protect 

WRANOEL. 

We  doubt  it  not 
But  "tia  not  the  protection  that  ia  now 
Our  aole  concern.    We  want  aecurity. 
That  we  ahaU  not  expend  our  men  and  vaaovf 
All  to  no  purpoae. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Tia  but  reaaonable. 

WRANGEL. 

And  till  we  are  indemnified,  ao  long 
Staya  Prague  in  pledge. 

WALLENSTEIN 

Then  truat  you  ua  ao  little  f 

WRANGEL  (riati^). 
The  Sw^e,  if  he  would  treat  well  with  the  Gennaiv 
Must  keep  a  sharp  look-out    We  have  been  call'd 
Over  the  Baltic,  we  have  saved  the  empire 
From  ruin^with  our  beat  blood  have  we  aeal'd 
The  liberty  of  faith,  and  gospel  truth. 
But  now  already  ia  the  benefiiction 

No  longer  felt,  the  load  alone  ia  felt, 

Te  look  aakance  with  evil  eye  upon  ua, 
Aa  foreignen,  intruden  in  the  empire, 
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And  ^voiild  bin  tMnd  v^  with  lOine  poltiy  sum 
Of  money,  home  again  to  our  old  forests. 
No,  no!  my  Lord  Duke !  Ao! — ^it  never  waa 
For  Judaa'  pay,  for  chinking  gold  and  ailver. 
That  we  did  leave  our  King  by  the  Great  Stone.* 
No,- not  for  gold  and  silver  have  there  bled 
So  many  of  our  Swedish  Nobles — ^neither 
Will  w6«  with  empty  laurels  for  our  payment. 
Hoist  sail  for  our  own  country.   CUizau 
Will  we  remain  upon  the  soO,  the  which 
Our  Monarch  o(mquer'd  for  himself^  and  died. 

WALLEN8TKIN. 

Help  to  keep  down  the  comhion  enemy, 
And  the  fiur  Wder-laad  must  needs  be  yoma. 

WRANGEL. 

But  when  the  common  enemy  lies  vanqniri&'d, 

Who  knits  together  our  new  friendship  thent 

We  know,  Duke  Friedland.  though  perhaps  the  Swede 

Ought  not  f  have  known  it,' that  you  carry  on 

Secret  negotiations  with  the  Saxons. 

Who  is  our  warranty,  that  we  are  not 

The  sacrifices  in  those  articles 

Which  'tis  thought  needful  to  oondeal  fiom  us  f 

WALLKNSTKIN  (rtse^. 

Think  you  of  something  better,  Gustavo  Wrangel ! 
Of  Phigue  no  more. 

WRANOKL. 

Here  my  oomminoon  ends. 

WALUCN8TKIN. 

Surrender  up  to  you  my  capital ! 

Far  liever  would  I  foce  about,  and  step 

Back  to  my  Emperor. 

WRANOKL. 

If  time  yet  permita 

WALLENSTEIN. 

That  Ues  with  me,  even  now,  at  any  hour. 

WRANGEL. 

Soma  days  ago,  perhaps.  To-day,  no  longer; 

No  longer  since  Sesina's  been  a  prisoner. 

fwALLBNPTDN  t«  ttttick,  uni  siZoioei. 

My  Lord  Duke,  hear  me— We  believe  that  you 

At  present  do  mean  honorably  by  us. 
*  Since  yetterday  we're  sure  of  that— «id  now 
,  This  paper  warrants  for  the  troops,  there's  nothing 

Stands  in  the  way  of  our  full  confidence. 

Prague  shall  not  part  us.    Hear!  The  Chancellor 

Contents  himself  with  Albstadt;  to  your  Grace 

He  gives  up  Ratschtn  and  the  narrow  side. 

But  Egra  above  all  must  open  to  us, 

Ere  we  can  think  of  any  junction. 


WALLKNSICIN.  ^ 

Ye  press  me  hard.    A  jneasure,  such  as  Hub, 
Ought  to  be  thcvght  of. 

WRANGEL. 

Ay !  but  Ihiak  of  this  too. 
That  Buddan  action  only  cail  procure  it 
Success — think  first  of  this,  your  Highness. 

[EsUWRAKoa 


SCENE  VI. 
Wallinbtdh,  TRRTSCt,  and  Illo  (noUer), 

ILLO. 

Is't  an  right? 

imTSKT. 

Are  you  compromised  f 

ILLO. 

This  Swede 
Went  smiling  from  you.   Yes !  you're  compromised 

WALLENSTEIN. 

As  yet  is  nothing  settled :  and  (well  weigh!d) 
I  feel  myself  inclined  to  leave  it  so. 

TERT^T* 

How?  What  was  that  f 

wallAnstbin. 

Come  on  me  what  may  com 
The  doing  evil  to  avoid  an  evfl 
Can  not  be  good ! 

TERT8KT. 

Nay,  but  bethink  you,  Duke. 
walli^nvtrin. 
To  live  upon  the  mercy  of  these  Swedes! 
Of  these  proud-hearted  Swedes  .^— I  could  not  bear  it 

'  illo. 
Goest  thou  as  fugitive,  as  mendicant! 

t  thou  not  more  to  them  than  dioa  leceiveH 


SCENE  VU. 


WALLENSTEIN. 


You, 


You  therefore  must  I  trust,  and  you  not  me  t 
Twill  consider  of  your  proposition. 

WRANGEL. 

I  must  entreat,  that  your  consideration 
Occupy  not  too  long  a  time.    Already 
Has  this  negotiation,  my  Lord  Duke! 
Orept  on  into  the  second  year.    If  nothlqg 
Is  settled  this  time,  will  the  Chancellor 
Consider  it  as  broken  off*  for  ever. 


•  A  sraat  itone  near  LuLmo,  nnce  ealled  the  Swede*a  Stone, 
Ibe  bodjr  of  their  great  king  havins  been  foaod  at  the  foot  of  H, 
the  betUe  in  whieli  bo  kMt  hi*  life. 


To  ikete  enter  the  CovNTBai  Tertbkt. 

WALLENSTEIN.' 

Who  sent  for  you  ?  Thaxe  is  no  business  here 
For  women. 

COUNTESS. 

I  am  come  to  bid  you  joy. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Use  thy  authority^  Tertsky ;  bid  her  ga 

COUNTESS. 

Come  I  perhaps  too  early  T  I  hope  not 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Set  not  this  tongue  upon  me,  I  entreat  you ; 
You  know  it  is  the  weapon  that  destroys  moi 
I  am  routed,  if  a  woman  but  attack  me : 
I  cannot  trafilic  in  the  trade  of  words 
With  that  unreasoning  sex. 

C0(7NTE88. 

I  had  already 
Given  tke  Bohemians  a  king. 

WALLENSTEIN  {mrautieaUt^ 

They  have  one^ 
In  conaequence,  no  doubt 

C0IINTE8B  (to  the  flrteri). 

Ha !  what  new  scrapie  f 

TIRTBKT. 

The  Duke  will  not     . 
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00UR1 

He  uM  not  what  he  mtut ! 

IIXO. 

It  lies  with  yoa  now.  Try.  For  I  am  nleDced, 
When  iblks  begin  to  talk  to  me  of  oonacienoe. 
And  of  fidelity. 


Howt  then,  when. all 
Lay  in  the  tu<ff  distance,  when  the  road 
Scretch'd  out  before  thine  eyes  interminably, 
Then  hadat  thou  courage  and  resolve ;  and  now, 
Now  that  the  dream  is  being  realized, 
Tho  porpoae  ripe,  the  iaroe  aseertain'd, 
Dost  thou  begin  to  play  the  dastard  now  f 
Plann'd  merely,  'tis  a  common  felony ; 
Aeoomplish'd,  an  immortal  undertaking : 
And  with  anccess  comes  pardon  hand  in  hand ; 
For  all  event  ia  God*s  arbitrement 

auTANT  {aUeri), 
Hie  Colonel  PiccolominL 

C00NTI88  (Aoitiy). 

— Must  wait 

WALLkNSTEllf. 

1  cannot  aee  him  now.    Another  time. 


SKBYANT.' 

But  far  two  minutes  he  entreaia  an  audience : 
Of  the  moet  tfigent  nature  is  his  business. 

WALLCNSTKIN. 

Who  knowa  what  he  may  bring  us!  I  will  hear  him. 

COUNTPSS  (laughf). 
Urgent  for  hun,  no  doubt ;  out  thou  roayest  waiL 

WALLINSTKIN. 

What  is  it  r 

COUNTK88. 

Thou  shah  be  infbrm*d  hereafter. 
Fust  let  the  Swede  and  thee  be  compromised. 

[Exit  Servant. 

WALLENSTEIfT. 

11  there  were  yet  a  choice  f  if  yet  some  milder 
Way  of  escape  were  possible — I  still 
WiU  choose  it,  and  avoid  the  last  eitreme. 

couirms. 
iXesirest  thon  nothing  further  ?  Such  a  way 
Lies  atiU  before  thee.  .Send  thia  Wrangel  oflC 
Forget  thou  thy  old  hopes,  cast  far  away 
All  thy  past  life ;  determine  to  commence 
A  new  one.    Virtue  hath  her  heroes  loo, 
As  well  as  Fame  and  Fortune. — ^To  Vienna — 
Hence — to  the  Emperor — kneel  beforo  the  throne  ; 
Take  a  fnll  coffer  with  thee— -eay  aloud, 
Thou  didst  but  wish  to  prove  thy  fealty ; 
Thy  whole  intention  but  to  dupe  the  Swede. 

ILLO. 

Fcr  that  loo  His  too  late.    They  know  too  much : 
He  wottjd  but  bear  his  own  head  to  the  black. 

COUNTSSS. 

I  tear  not  that    lliey  have  not  evidence 

To  attaint  him  legally,  and  they  avoid 

The  avowal  of  an  arbitrary  power. 

They  'Q  let  the  Duke  resign  without  disturbance. 

I  see  how  all  will  end.    The  King  of  Hungary 

Makes  his  appearance,  and  'twill  of  itself 

Be  undemtnod,  that  then  the  Duke  rotires, 

iVre  will  not  want  a  formal  declaration: 

The  young  king  virill  adminisler  the  oath 

To  the  whole  army ;  and  so  all  returns 


To  the  old  positkip.   On  some  morrow  mominf 

The  Dtdce departs;  mid  now  'tis  stir  and  bonto 

Within  hii  casdes.   He  will  hunt,  and  build , 

Superintend  his  hcnses'  pedigrees, 

Creates  himself  a  court,  gives  golden  keys. 

And  introdueeth  strictest  cencnony 

In  fine  proportions,  and  nice  etiquette ; 

Keeps  open  table  with  high  cheer;  in  farieC 

Commenceth  mighty  King — ^in  miniature. 

And  while  ha  prudently  demeans  himself. 

And  gives  hinvelf  no  actual  importance, 

He  will  be  let  appear  whate'er  he  likea: 

And  who  dares  doubt,  that  Friedland  will  appear 

A  mighty  Prince  to  lus  last  d3ring  hour? 

Well  now,  what  tiienf  Duke  Friedland  is  aa  oflian. 

A  iire-new  Noble,  whom  the  war  hath  raised 

To  price  and  currency,  a  Jonah's  gourd, 

An  oveHiight  creation  of  eourt-iavor. 

Which  with  an  undistinguishable  ease 

Makea  Baron  or  makes  Prince. 

WALLENSTEiif  (in  extreme  agitation) 

Take  her  away. 
Let.  in  the  ymmg  Count  PiccolominL 

C0UNTK88. 

Art  thou  in  eamestf  I  entreat  thee!  Canst  thott 
Consent  to  bear  thyself  to  thy  own  grave 
So  ignominiously  to  be  dried  up  f 
Thy  life,  that  arrogated  such  a  height. 
To  end  in  such  a  nothing !  To  be  nothing* 
When  one  was  always  nothing,  is  an  evil 
That  asks  no  stretch  of  patience,  a  light  evfl ;  • 
But  to  become  a  nothing,  having  been 

WALLENSTCiN  (sfart*  up  in  viUenl  agttation). 
Show  me  a  way  out  of  this  stifling  crowd. 
Ye  Powers  of  Aidonce !  Show  me  such  a  way 
As  J  am  capable  of  going. — I 
Am  no  tongue-hero,  no  fine  virtue-prattler; 
I  caiuiot  warm  by  thinking ;  cannot  say 
I  To  the  goo^  luck  that  turns  her  back  upon  me. 
Magnanimously :  **  Go ;  I  need  thee  not"    * 
Cease  I  to  woric,  I  am  annihilated. 
Dangers  nor  sacrifices  will  I  shun. 
If  so  I  may  avoid  the  last  extreme ; 
But  ere  I  sink  down  into  nothingness. 
Leave  off*  so  little,  who  began  so  great. 
Ere  that  the  world  confuses  me  with  those 
Pbor  wrotches,  whom  a  day  creates  and  cmmblei^ 
This  age  and  after  ages*  speak  my  name 
With  hate  and  dread ;  and  Friedland  be  redempliaB 
For  each  accuned  deed ! 

COUNTBH. 

What  is  then  hen,  lihoii. 
So  against  natnro  T  Help  me  to  perceive  it ! 
O  let  not  Superatition's  nightly  goblins 
Subdue  thy  clear  bright  spirit !  Art  thou  bid 
To  murder  ? — with  abhorr'd  accuned  pom'ard. 
To  violate  the  breasts  thatnourish'd  thee? 
That  toere  ogainst  our  nature,  that  might  aptly 
Make  thy  flesh  shudder,  and  thy  whole  heart  sicken.^ 


*  Coald  1  have  hazarded  nich  a  Gsimaaisin,  ai  (ha  me  of 
the  word  after-world,  for  poitoritjr,  •  •**  Ee  Bpreehe  Welt  uad 
Jfaekwtlt  oieineB  Namen"— misht  have  been  rendered  with 
more  literal  fldelitr  :~Let  world  awr  after-world  ipeak  oat  our 
name.  eie. 

1 1  bare  not  ▼entaied  to  affhrnt  the  faslidkNM  'leHeaey  of  oar 
af  e  with  the  literal  tnoalatioD  of  tbii  line, 

worth 
Die  Eingewmdo  ■ohaoderad  aaftoief  aa 
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Tet  not  a  few,  and  for  a  meaner  olyect, 
^ve  ventured  even  this,  ay^^and  peribnn*d  it 
What  is  there  in  thy  case  so  black  and  moossroaaf 
Thou  art  aocuaed  el*  CroaacMi-^whether  with 
Or  without  jiiaiioe  ia  not  now  the  question— 
Thou  art.loit  if  thou  doet  not  avail  thee  quickly 
Of  the  power  which  thou  poawHeat— Friedland !  Dulcei 
Tell  me,  where  Uvea  that  thing  so  meek  and  tame. 
That  doih  not  all  hit  living  faculties 
Put  forth  in  preaervalion  of  hia  life ! 
What  deed  so  daring,  which  neceaity 
And  desperation  will  not  sanctify  ? 


WALLUfiTClN. 

Once  wss  this  Ferdinand  so.  gracious  to  mei 
He  loved  me ;  he  esteem'd  me ;  I  was  placed 
The  nearest  to  his  heart    Full  many  a  time 
We,  like  femiliar  friends,  both  at  one  table. 
Have  banqueted  together.    He  and  I — 
And  the  young  kings  themselves  held  me  thf 
Wherewith  to  wash  me — ahd  is*t  oome  to  iliis? 


COUNTESS. 

So  faithfully  preaervest  thou  each  small  favor. 

And  hast  no  roemoiy  for  contumelies  f 

Must  I  remind  thee,  how  at  Regensbuig 

This  man  repaid  thy  faithful  services  ? 

All  ranks  anid  all  conditions  in  the  empire 

Thou  hadst  wrong'd,  to  make  him  great,— >hadst 

loaded  on  thee. 
On  thee,  the  hate,  the  curse  of  the  whole  world. 
No  friend  existed  for  thee  in  all  Germany, 
And  why !  because  thou  hadst  existed  only 
For  the  Emperor.    To  the  Emperor  alone 
Clung  Friedland  in  that  storm  which  gathered  round 

him 
At  Regensburg  in  the  Diet— and  he  dropp'd  thee ! 
He  let  thee  fall !  He  let  thee  fall  a  victim 
To  the  Bavarian,  to  that  insolent! 
Deposed,  stript  bare  of  all  thy  dignity 
And  power,  amid  the  taunting  of  thy  foes, 
Thou  wert  let  drop  into  obscurity. — 
Say  not,  the  restoration  of  thy  honor 
Hu  made  atonement  for  that  first  injustice. 
No  honest  good-will  was  it  that  replaced  thee ; 
The  law  of  hard  necessity  replaced  thee. 
Which  they  had  fain  opposed,  but  that  they  could  not 

WALLKNBTKIN. 

Not  to  their  good  fishes,  that  is  certain» 
Nor  yet  to  his  affection,  I  *m  indebted 
For  this  high  oflice ;  and  if  I  abuse  it, 
I  shall  therein  abuse  no  confidence. 

COONTE88. 

Afiection !  confidence ! — ^They  needed  tfaee. 

Necessity,  impetuous  remonstrant ! 

Who  not  with  empty  names,  or  shows  of  proxy. 

Is  served,  who'll  have  the  Uiing  and  not  the  symbol, 

Ever  seeks  out  the  greatest  aiHl  the  best 

And  at  tHe  rodder  places  Aim,  e*en  though 

She  had  been  forcfxi  to  take  him  from  the  nbble — 

She,  this  Necessity,  it  was  that  placed  thee 

In  this  high  ofKce ;  it  was  she  that  gave  tbee 

Thy  letters-patent  of  inauguration. 

For,  to  the  uttermost  moment  that  they  can. 

This  race  still  help  themselves  at  cheapest  rate 

With  slavish  souls,  with  puppeul  At  the  approach 

Of  extreme  peril,  when  a  hollow  image 

la  found  a  hollow  image  and  no  more. 

Then  &l]a  the  power  into  the  mighty  hands 


Of  Nature,  of  the  spirit  giant-bom. 
Who  listens  only  to  himself,  knows  nothxi^ 
Of  stipulations,  duties,  reverences, 
And,  like  the  emsincipeted  force  of  fire, 
UnmasterM  scorches,  ere  it  reaches  them. 
Their  finespun  webs,  their  artificial  policy. 

WALLXlVSnilf. 

Tis  true !  they  aaw  me  alwaya  as  I  anh^ 
Alwaya !  I  did  not  cheat  them  in  the  baigain. 
I  never  held  it  worth  my  pains  to  hide 
The  bold  all-grasping  habit  of  my  soul. 


Nay  rather—thou  hast  ever  shtown  thyself 
A  formidable  man,  without  restrsint ; 
Hast  exercised  the  full  prerogatives 
Of  thy.  impetuous  nature,  which  had  been 
Once  granted  to  thee.    Therefore,  Duke,  not  tkom, 
Who  hast  still  remain'd  consistent  with  thyself 
But  they  are  in  the  wxong,  who  fearing  thee. 
Intrusted  such  a  power  in  hands  they  fear'd. 
For,  by  the  laws  of  Spirit  in  the  right 
Is  every  individual  character 
That  acts  in  strict  consistence  with  itself 
Self^ooniradiction  ia  the  only  wrong. 
Wert  thou  another  being,,  then,  when  thou 
Eight  yean  ago  pursuedst  thy  march  with  fire 
And  sword,  and  desolatioo,  through  the  Circlea 
Of  Germany,  the  univemi  scouige. 
Didst  mock  all  ordinances  of  the  empire. 
The  fearfhl  rights  of  strength  alone  exertedst, 
Trampledst  to  earth  each  rank,  each  magiatracy. 
All  to  extend  thy  Sultan's  domination  I 
Then  was  the  time  to  break  thee  in,  to  curb 
Thy  haughty  will,  to  teach  thee  ordinance. 
But  no,  the  Emperor  felt  no  touch  of  conscience 
What  served  him  pleased  him,  and  without  a  murmur 
He  rtamp'd  his  broad  seal  on  these  lawless  deeds. 
Wnat  at  that  time  was  right  because  thou  didst  it 
For  hintt  io-day  is  all  at  once  become 
Opprobrious,  foul,  because  it  is  directed 
Againet  him. — O  most  flimiqr  superstition ! 

WALLSNSTKIN  (rtStl^ 

I  never  saw  it  in  this  light  before. 

Tis  even  so.    Tlie  Emperor  perpetrated 

Deeds  through  my  arm,  deeds  most  unorderly. 

And  even  this  prince'a  mantle,  which  1  wear, 

I  owe  to  what  were  services  to  him. 

But  most  high  ndadenieanon  'gainst  the  empire. 

oonitms. 
Then  betwixt  thee  and  him  (confess  it  Friedland  0 
The  point  can  be  no  more  of  right  add  duty, 
Only  of  power  and  the  opportunity. 
That  opportunity,  lo !  it  comes  yonder 
Approaching  with  swift  steeds ;  then  with  a  swmg 
Throw  thyself  up  wto  the  chariot-aeat 
Seixe  with  firm  hand  the  reins,  ere  thy  oppeaent 
Anticipate  thee,  and  himself  make  conquest 
Of  the  now  empty  seat    The  moment  comes ; 
It  is  already  here,  when  thou  must  write 
The  absolute  total  of  thy  life's  vast  sum.' 
The  constellations  stand  victorious  o'er  thee. 
The  [Janets  shoot  good  fortune  in  fair  junctions, 
And  tell  thee,  **  Now 's  the  time  !**  The  starry  couiiv 
Hast  thou  thy  life-long  measured  to  no  purpose  ? 
The  quadrant  and  the  circle,  were  they  plaything!  > 
[Pointing  to  the  different  objeiU  in  (he 
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The  Dodiacs,  the  rollutg  ottm  of  heaven, 

Hast  pictured  on  Ui<«e  walls,  and  all  around  duM 

In  damb,  foreboding  ayjnbok  haal  thou  placed 

Thew  Mven  presiding  Lords  of  Destiny--- 

For  toys  ?  Is  all  this  preparation  nothing  7 

b  there  no  marrow  in  this  hollow  art, 

That  even  to  thyself  it  doth  avail 

Nothing,  aiid  hm  no  influence  over  thee 

In  the  RTSftt  moment  of  decision  T 

WALLXNsrTEiif  (dwring  this  IomI  ^^eeck  walk§  ttp  and 
down  wiiJk  vnoard  tirugglea,  laboring  MfUh  pasiian ; 
atopa  tuddenly,  Mtmds  tUU^  them  mUrrvpUig  Ikk 
CmaUeuy. 

Send  Wnmgel  to  me — ^I  will  instantly 
Dispatch  three  ceurier^-^—  - 

God  in  heaven  be  praised ! 

WALLENSTKUC 

It  is  ftif  evil  genins  and  eiiiM; 

Our  evil  genius  \  It  chastises  km 

Througl)  me,  the  instrument  of  bis  arabilion ; 

And  1  expect  do  less,  than  that  Revenge 

E'en  now  is  whetting  lor  my  breost  the  poniaid. 

Who  tows  the  serpent's  teeth,  let  him  not  hope 

To  reap  a  joyous  horvesL    Every  crime 

Hss,  in  the  moment  ef  its  perpetration, 

Iti  own  avenging  angol — dark  misgiving, 

An  ominous  sinking  at  the  inmost  heart 

He  can  no  longer  trust  me — ^Then  no  longer 

Can  I  retreat — so  co;ne  that  which  most  corner — 

Siill  Destiny  preserves  its  due  relations : 

The  heart  within  us  is  its  absolute 

Vioege'rent 

[7b  Tkktskt. 
Go,  conduct  you  Gustavo  Wrangel 
1V>  my  state-cabinet — Myself  will  speak  to 
The  couriers. — And  dispatch  immediately 
A  servant  for  Oclavio  Piccolemini. 

[7*0  the  CooNtfeEB,  who  ctmital  concmX  her  trnamph, 
Ko  exuliafion !  woman,  triumph  not ! 
For  jealous  are  the  Powem  ef  Destiny. 
ioy  premature,  and  shouts  ere  victory, 
Encroach  upon  their  rights  and  privileges. 
We  tow  the  seed,  and  they  the  growth  determine. 
[WhiU  he  i$  makiag  hi*  exit,  the  curtaim  drop$. 


ACTV, 

SCENE  I. 
Scene,  msiHlhe  preceding  AtL 

WALLDnrSIN,  OCTAVIO  PiOOOlJOIiniL 

WALLVisTxifi  {coming  forward  m  eonoermUion). 
He  sends  me  word  from  linz.  that  he  lies  sick ; 
But  I  have  sure  intelligence,  that  be 
Secretes  himself  at  Frauenberg  with  Galas. 
Secure  them  both.  aivJ  send  them  to  me  hither. 
Kemember,  thou  takest  on  thee  the  command 
Of  those  same  Spanish  regiments^— constantly 
Make  preparation,  and  be  never  ready ; 
And  if  they  urge  thee  to  draw  out  egainst  me. 
Still  answer  tes,  and  stand  as  thou  wort  fetler'd. 
I  know,  that  it  is  doing  thee  a  service 
To  keep  thee  out  of  action  in  this  business. 
I^Q  lovost  to  linger  on  in  fair  appearances ; 
13 


Steps  of  extremity  are  not  thy  province. 
Therefore  have  I  sought  out  this  part  for  thaok 
Thou  wilt  this  time  b^  of  most  service  to  roe 
By  thy  inertness    The  mean  time,  if  fortune 
Declare  itself  on  my  side,  thou  ^ll  know 
What  is  to  do. 

Enter  Max.  Piccolominl 
Now  go,  OoiaviOb  . 
This  night  must  thou  be  off:  lake  my  own  hotses . 
Him  here  I  keep  wit^  me— make  short  farewell^ 
Trust  me,  I  think  we  all  shall  meet  again 
In  joy  and  thriving  fortunes. 

OCTAVIO  (to  Kf  «on). 

I  shall  see  yon 
Tet  ere  J  go. 

SCENE  n. 

Wallxnstein,  Max.  Piocolomini. 

MAX.  {admncet  to  Am). 
My  General ! 

WALLKN8TUN. 

That  am  I  no  longer,  if 
ThoQ  stylest  thyself  the  Ejgapefor's  oflker 

MAX. 

Than  thou  wilt  leave  the  army,  General  f 

WALLBN8TEIN. 

I  have  renounced  the  service  o(  the  Emperor. 

MAX. 

And  dioa  wilt  leave  the  army  t 

WAIXENSTBIIC 

Bather  hope  I 
To  bind  it  nearer  Mill  and  ftstor  to  me. 

.     [He  aeaU  kmadf 
Tes,  Max.,  I  have  delay*d  to  open  it  to  thee. 
Even  till  the  hour  of  acting  *gins  to  strike. 
Youth's  fbrtiuiate  feeling  doth  seize  easily 
The  absolute  right,  yea,  and  a  joy  it  is 
To  exercise  the  single  apprehension 
Where  the  sums  square  in  proof; 
But  where  it  happens,  that  of  two  sure  evils 
One  must  be  taken,  where  the  heart  not  wholly 
Brings  itself  back  from  out  the  strife  of  duties, 
There  *t  is  a  blessing  to  have  no  election. 
And  blank  necessity  is  grace  and  fav-or. 
— ^This  is  now  present :  do  not  look  behind  diee<-> 
It  can  no  more  avail  thee.   Look  thou  forwards ! 
Think  not!  judge  not!  prepare  thyself  to  aa* 
The  Court — it  hath  determined  on  my  ruin;. 
Therefore  I  will  to  be  beforehand  with  them. 
We'll  join  the  Swedes— right  gallant  fellowa  are 

they* 

And  our  good  fnends. 
[He  ttopi  himat^,  expecting  PicoovomnfB  muwm . 

I  have  ta*en  thee  by  surprise    Answer  wbb  not 

I  grant  tlteo  time  to  reooUect  tnyself 

[Jh  rteee,  and  retiree  to  the  back  ef  the  euge 
Max.  remain*  for  *  long  time  motiomleaa, 
in  a  trance  of  exceteive  anguuh.  At  hie 
frtt  motion  MVallxnstxin  returu*  Mtd 
jplacet  himadf  ^fore  him. 

MAX. 

My  Genera],  this  4ay  ihou  makes!  me  "> 
Of  age  to  speak  in' my  own  right  and  person. 
For  till  this  day  I  have  been  spared  the  trouble 
I  To  find  out  my  own  road.    Thee  have  I  foUow'd 
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With  moit  implicit  unoondiiional  faith. 
Sore  of  the  right  path  if  I  foUow'd  thee. 
To-day,  for  the  fint  time,  dost  thou  refer 
Me  to  myself,  and  fbrceet  me  to  make 
Election  between  thee  and  my  own  heart 

WALL9N8TEIN, 

Sod  cradled  thee  thy  Fortune  till  to^y ; 
Thy  dudet  thou  couldat  exercise  in  sport, 
Indulge  all  Ipvely  instincts,  act  for  ever 
With  undivided  heart    It  can  remain 
No  longer  thus.    like  enemies,  the  roads 
Start  from  each  other.    Duties-  strive. with  duties. 
Thou  ra6st  neejds  choose  thy  party  in  the  war 
Which  is  now  kindling  'twizt  thy  friend  and  him 
Who  is  thy  Emperor. 

MAX. 

War !  is  that  the  name  f 
War  is  as  frightful  as  heaven's  pestilence. 
Tet  it  is  good,  is  it  heaven's  will  as  that  is. 
Is  that  a  good  war,  which  against  the  Emperor 
lliou  wagest  with  the  Emperor's  own  army  f 
O  God  of  heaven !  what  a  change  is  this ! 
Beseems  it  me  to  ofler  such  persuasion 
To  thee,  who  like  the  fix'd  star  of  the  pole 
Wert  all  1  gazed  at  on  life's  trackless  oceap? 
O!  what  a  rent  thou  makest  in  my  heart ! 
The  ingrained  instinct  of  old  reverence. 
The  holy  habit  of  obediency, 
Must  I  ]duck  live  asunder  from  thy  name  f 
Nay,  do  not  turn  thy  countenance  upon  me — 
It  always  was  as  a  god  looking  at  me ! 
Doke  Wallenstein,  its  p^wer  is  not  departed : 
The  senses  still  are  in  thy  bonds,  although. 
Bleeding,  the  soul  hath  freed  itMl£ 


WALLCNflTKUf. 


Max.,  hear  me. 


MAX. 

O!  do  it  not,  I  pray  thee,  do  it  not! 
There  is  a  pure  and  noble  soul  within  thee, 
Knows  not  of  this  nn  blest,  unlucky  doing. 
Thy  will  is  chaste,  it  n  thy  fiuicy  only 
Which  hath  polluted  thee — and  innocence, 
It  will  not  let  itself  be  driven  away 
From  that  world<awing  aspect    lliou  wilt  not. 
Thou  canst  not,  end  in  thii.    It  would  reduce  - 
All  human  creatures  to  disloyalty 
Against  the  nobleness  of  their  own  nature. 
*T  will  justify  the  vulgar  misbelief. 
Which  holdeth  nothing  noble  in  free-will, 
And  trusts  itself  to  impotence  alone, 
Made  powerful  only  hi  an  unknown  power. 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

The  world  will  judge  me  sternly,  I  expect  it 
Already  have  I  said  to  my  own  self 
All  thou  canst  say  to  me.    Who  but  avoids 
The  extreme,  can  he  by  going  round  avoid  it  f 
But  here  there  is  no  choice.    Yes — I  must  use 
Or  sufier  violence — so  stands  the  case, 
There  remains  nothing  possible  but  that 

MAX. 

O  that  is  never  possible  for  thee ! 

T  is  the  last  desperate  resource  of  those 

Cheap  souls,  to  whom  their  honor,  (heir  good  name 

Is  their  poor  saving,  ihcir  last  worthless  keep, 

Wliirh  having  staked  and  lost,  they^take  themselves 

'n  the  mad  rage  of  gaming.    Thou  art  rich. 


And  glorious ;  vrith  an  impoUnted  henc 
Thou  eanst  make    conquest  of  whate'or 

highest ! 
But  he,  who  once  hath  acted  in&liqri 
Does  nothing  more  in  this  world. 

WALtKNSTXUf  {gro^  Ats  AoimI). 

Cahnly,  Muu! 
Much  that  is  great  and  excellent  will  we 
Ferfbnn  together  yet    And  if  we  only 
Stand  on  the  height  viith  dignity,  'tis  soon 
Forgotten,  Max.,  by  what  n»d  we  ascended. 
Believe  me,  many  a  crown  shines  spotless  now. 
That  yet  was  deeply  sullied  in  the  vnnning. 
To  the  evil  spirit  doth  die  earth  belgog, 
Not  to  the  good.    All,  that  the  powers  divine 
Send  from  above,  are  univeml  blessings : 
Their  light  rejoices  us.  their  air  refreshes,    '' 
But  never  yet  was  man  enrich'd  by  them : 
In  their  eternal  realm  no  property 
Is  to  be  struggled  for — all  there  is  general. 
The  jewel,  the  all-valued  gold  we  win 
From  the  deceiving  Pbwers,  depraved  in  nature 
That  dwell  beneath  the  day  and  blessnd  sun>light 
Not  without  sacrifices  are  they  render'd 
Propitious,  and  there  lives  no  soul  on  earth 
That  e'er  retired  unsullied  from  their  service. 

MAX. 

Wbate*er  is  human,  to  the  human  being 
Do  I  allow— and  to  the  vehement 
And  striving  spirit  readily  I  pardon 
The  excees  of  action ;  but  to  thee,  my  General : 
Above  all  others  make  I  laige  concession. 
For  thou  must  move  a  world,  and  he  the  master- 
He  kills  thee,  who  condemns  thee  to  inaction 
So  be  it  then !  maintain  thee  in  thy  post 
By  violence.    Resist  the  Emperor,, 
And  if  it  must  be,  force  uith  force  repel . 
I  will  not  praise  it  yet  I  can  forgive  it 
But  not — ^not  to  the  traitor — ^yes ! — the  word 

Is  spoken  out 

Not  10  the  traitor  can  I  yield  a  pardoD. 
That  is  no  mere  excess !  that  is  no  error 
Of  human  nature — that  is  wholly  different 
O  that  is  black,  bkck  as  the  pit  of  hell ! 

[WALLfNSTKrN  lelrayB  a  $udden  agiSatim 
Thou  canst  not  hear  it  named,  and  wilt  thou  doiiX 

0  turn  back  to  thy  duty.    That  thou  canst, 

1  hold  it  certain.    Send  me  to  Vienna : 

rU  make  thy  peace  for  thee  with  the  Emperor. 
He  knows  thee  not    But  I  do  know  thee.  He 
Shall  see  thee,  Duke !  with  my  unclouded  eye, 
And  1  bring  back  his  confidence  lo  thee. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  is  too  late.  Thou  kiiowest  not  what  has  happen'd 

MAX. 

Were  it  too  late,  and  were  things  gone  so  far. 
That  a  crime  only.coaki  prevent  thy  fall. 
Then — fall !  fall  honorably,  even  as  tbou  stood'sL 
Lose  the  command.    Go  from  the  stage  of  war. 
Thou  canst  with  splendor  do  it^— do  it  too 
With  innocence.    Thou  hast  lived  much  for  others. 
At  length  live  thou  for  thy  ou-n  self    I  follow  thee 
My  destiny  I  never  part  from  thine. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  is  too  late !  Even  now,  while  tbou  art  losing 
Thy  words,  one  after  the  other  are  the  mileetooes 
Left  fast  behind  by  my  post  couriers, 
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Who  beat  Ihe  ord«r  on  to  Prague  and  Egra. 

[Max.  tkmd9  as  cmrndtedt  mtk  a  gethire  and 
npftmng  tke  moM  tntaus  a» 


Yield  tbjndf  to  It    We  act  at  we  are  ibroed. 
I  cannot  give  aawit  to  ray  own  ahame 
And  rain.    Thou — ^no — tboa  canst  not  ibnake  me ! 
So  let  118  do,  what  muat  be  done,  with  digni^. 
With  a  firm  itep.    What  am  I  dcring  woise 
Than  did  &med  Cnaar  at  the  Rubicon^ 
Whe^  he  the  legiooa  led  againat  hia  country, 
llie  which  hia  cogntry  had  deUver'd  to  him  t 
Had  be  thjrown  down  the  sword,  he  had  been  loal, 
As  I  were,  if  I  bat  diaarra'd  rayael£ 
I  tiace  oat  something  in  me  of  his  spirit ; 
Give  me  his  luck,  that  other  thing  I'll  bear. 

[Max.  quits  him  abruptlif,  Wallenstein,  ttartUd 
and  oaerpowend,  contrntteM  looking  ajter  kuHt 
and  is  stiU  in  this  posture  when  Tultsky 


SC£NE  m. 
Waujqistsin,  Tsbtut. 

TBRTSXT. 

Uu,  Pioooloniini  joit  toft  you  f 

wallenstein. 

Where  aWrangeir 

TEETIKT. 

Hb  ii  already  gone. 

wallenstein. 
In  such  a  liurry  f 

TBiiTSKT. 

It  is  as  if  the  earth  had  swallowM  him. 

Se  had  scarry  left  thee,  when  I  went  to  seek  him. 

I  wish'd  some  words  with  him — but  he  wos  gone. 

How,  when,  and  where,  could  no  one  tell  me.  Nay, 

I  half  belicTe  U  was  the  devil  himself; 

A  human  ci  isaiure  could  not  so  at  once 

Have  vaniah'd 

ILLO  (enters). 
la  it  true  that  thou  wilt  send   ' 
Oetanat 

TERTBXr. 

How,  Octavio !  Whither  aend  hint  I 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He  goes  to  Fraoenberg,  and  will  lead  hither 
The  Spaniah  and  Italian  regiments 

ILLO. 

No! 
Nay,  Heaven  forbid  7 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  why  should  Heaven  ibrbid  f 

ILLO. 

Him f— that  deceiver!  Wouldst  thou  trust  to  him 
The  soldiery  ?  Him  wilt  thou  let  slip  from  thee. 
Now,  in  the  veiy  instant  that  decides  na   ■ 

TERTBKV. 

Thou  wilt  not  do  this!— No!  I  pray  thee,  no! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Te  an  whimaicaL 

ILLO. 

O  but  for  this  time,  Duke* 
Vield  to  our  warning!  Let  him  not  depart 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  why  should^ I  not  trust  him  only  thb  time. 


Who  have  always  trusted  himf  What,  then,  has 

happen'dt 

That  I  should  lose  my  good  opinion  of  him  f 
In  complaisance  to  your  whims,  not  my  own. 
I  must,  fonooth,  give  up  a  rooted  judgment 
Think  not  I  am  a  woman.  Haying  trusted  him 
£'en  till  to-day,  to-day  too  will  1  trust  hiia. 

TlfiRTSKY. 

Must  it  be  he^^he  only  ?  Send  apotbiBr* 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  must  be  he,  whom  I  myself  have  choaen ; 
He  ia  well  fitted  for  the  business.  Therefore 
I  gave  it  him. 

ILLO. 

Because  he's  an  Italian** 
Therefore  is  he  well  fitted  for  the  businem ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  know  you  love  them  not — not  sire  nor  son — 

Because  that  I  esteem  them,  love  then^— visibly 

Esteem  them,  love  them  more  than  you  and  other% 

£*en  as  they  merit   Thorafore  are  they  eye-blights 

Thorns  in  your  foot^patL    Bat  your  jealousies. 

In  what  anect  they  me  or  my  concerns  f 

Are  they  the  worse  to  me  because  you  hate  d^emf 

Love  or  hato  one  another  as  you  \%in, 

I  leave  to  each  man  his  own  moods  and  likings ; 

Yet  know  the  worth  of  each  of  you  to  me. 

ILLO.  • 

Von  Questenberg,  while  he  was  her^  was  always 
Lurking  about  with  this  Octavio^ 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  happen*d  'with  my  knowledge  and  permission. 

ILLO. 

I  know  that  secret  messengers  oame  to  him 
From  Galas 

WALLENSTEIN. 

That's  not  true. 

ILLO. 

O  thou  art  bfind. 
With  thy  deep^eeing  eyes ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Thou  wilt  not  shake 
My  faith  for  me — ^my  foilh,  which  founds  itself 
On  the  profeundest  science.    If  't  is  folse. 
Then  the  whole  science  of  the  stars  is  folse ; 
For  know,  I  have  a  pledge  from  Fate  itselC 
That  he  is  the  roost  foithful  of  my  friends. 

ILLO. 

Hast  thou  a  pledge,  that  this  pledge  is  not  folse  f 

WALLENSTKIN. 

There  exist  moments  in  the  life  of  man. 
When  he  is  nearer  the  great  Soul  of  the  world 
Than  is  man's  custom,  and  possesses  freely 
The  power  of  questioning  his  destiny : 
And  such  »  moment  'twas,  when  in  the  night 
Before  the  action  in  the  plains  of  Luizen, 
Leaning  against  a  tree,  thoughts  crowding  thoughls 
I  look'd  out  far  upon  the  ominous  plain. 
My  whole  life,  post  and  future,  in  this  moment 
Before  my  mind's  eye  glided  in  procession. 
And  to  the  destiny  of  the  neit  morning 
The  spirit  fiU'd  with  anxious  preseniimentt 
Did  knit  the  most  removed  futurity. 
Then  said  Talso  to  myself.  **  So  many 
Dost  then  command.   They  follow  all  thy  stars 
And  as  on  some  great  number  set  their  All. 
Upmi  thy  single  head,  t(nd  only  roan 
23  1^3 
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The  ^EBMiel  of  thy  fortune^   Yet  a  day 

WiD  come,  when  Destiny  shall  once  more  scatter 

AW  these  in  many  a  several  difoction : 

Few  be  th<ey  who  will  stand  out  laithful  to  thee.** 

I  yeam'd  to  know  which  one  was  ftithfullest 

Of  all,  thiftCAmp  included.    Great  Destiny, 

Qive  me  a  sign !   And  he  shall  be  the  man. 

Who,  on  the  approaching  rooming,  comes  the  first 

To  meet  rae  with  a  token  of  his  love : 

And  thinking  this,  I  Ibll  into  a  slumber. 

Then  midmost  in  the  battle  was  I  le^ 

In  spi4t.    Great  the  pre^kure  and  the  tumuU! 

Then  was  my  horse  kllPd  under  me :  I  sank; 

And  over  me  away  all  unocmcomedly, 

Drove  horse  and  rider — and  thus  trod  to  pieces' 

I  lay,  and  panted  like  a  dying  man ; 
Then  seized  me  suddenly  a  sanor  aim : 

II  was  Octavio*s — I  awoke  at  once, 

"T  was  broad  day,  aad  Octavio  stood  before  me. 
**  My  brother,*'  said  be,  **  do  not  ride  tp-day 
The  dapple,  as  you  'xe  wont ;  but  mount  the  hone 
Which  1  have  chosen  (or  thee.    Do  it,  brother ! 
In  love  to  me.    A  strong  dream,  wam'd  ne  so.*' 
It  was  the  swillness  of  th»  horse  that  snatch*d  me 
From  the  hot  pursuit  of  Bonnier's  dragoons. 
My  cousin  rode  the  dapple  on  that  day. 
And  never  more  saw  I  or  horse  or  rider. 


ILUL 


That  was  a  chance. 


WALLRN8TKIN  {ogmJiaaUly), 

There 's  no  such  thing  as  chance. 
In  brief,  'tis  sign'd  and  seaPd  that  this  Octavio 
Is  my  good  angel — and  now  no  word  more. 

[He  it  returing. 

TERTSKY. 

ITkis  is  my  comfort — ^Max.  remains  our  hostage. 

ILLO. 

And  he  ^all  never  stir  from  here  alive. 

WALLKNBTKIN  {ttop8  and  tum$  himadf  roundy. 
Are  ye  not  like  the  vvomen,  who  lor  ever- 
Only  recur  lo  their  first  word,  although 
One  had  been  talking  reawn  by  the  hour ! 
Know,  that  the  human  being's  thoughts  and  deeds 
Are  not,  like  ocean  billows,  blindly  moved. 
The  inner  world,  his  microoosmus,  is 
The  deep  shaA,  out  of  which  they  spring  eternally. 
They  grow  by  certain  bws,  like  the  tree's  fruit — 
No  juggling  chance  can  metamorphose  them. 
Have  I  the  human  kernd  fiist  examined  7 
Then  I  know,  too»  the  future  will  and  actkMi. 


SCENE  IV. 


ScBfS— iicAom&srtaPiCGOLOMiNi'a  DmeRhg-Houm. 
OoTAVio  PiocoLOMiNi,  IsouiMi,  miUring, 

180LANI. 

Here  am  I — VVell !  who  comes  yet  of  the  others  f 

OCTAVIO  {wifk  cfi  air  of  mytlery), 
fiat,  first  a  word  with  you,  Count  laolanL  * 

iiot^ANi  (astunung  the  tame  air  of  mytler^ 
Will  it  explode,  ha  I — Is  the  Duke  about 
To  moke  the  attempt  ?  In  me,  friend,  you  may  place 
Full  confidence. — Nay,  put  me  to  the  proof 

OCTAVIO. 

That  may  happen. 


IBOLANL 

Noble  brother,  I 
Not  one  oOthose  men  who  in  words  are  valiant 
And  when  it  oomes  to  actioo  skulk  away. 
The  Duke  has  acted  towards  we  as  a  friend. 

God  knows  it  is  so;  and  I  owe  him  all 

He  aaay  rely  on  my  fidelity. 

OCTAVIO. 

That  will  be  seen  hereafter. 

laOLANI. 

Be  on  yooT  gnanL 
All  think  not  as  I  think ;  and  there  are  many 
Whe  stiU  hold  with  the  Court — yes,  and  they  aay 
That  those  stolen  signatures  bind  them  to  nothing 

OOTATIO.    ■  ^ 

I  am  rejoiced  to  br«r  it 

ISOLANI. 

You  rftjaioe! 

OCTAVIO. 

Tltat  the  Emperor  has  yet  snch  gallant  aervanti^ 
And  loving  IHenda 

laOLANI. 

Nay,  je«r  not,  I  entreat  yon. 
They  ^re  no  suck  worihless  fellows,  I  assure  yovk 

OCTAVIO. 

I  am  assured  already.    God  ferbid 

That  I  should  jest ! — ^In  very  serious  eamost, 

1  am  rejoiced  to  see  an  honest  cause 

So  strong. 

I80LANI. 

The  Devil  i — what ! — why,  what  means  due 
Are  you  not,  then For  what,  then,  am  I  here 

OCTAVIO. 

That  you  may  make  full  decUretion,  whether 
You  vrill  be  call'd  the  friend  or  enemy 
Of  the  Emperor. 

isoLANi  (juilh  an  air  of  defamoii. 
That  declaration,  (riend, 
I  'U  make  to  him  in  whom  a  right  ia  placed 
To  put  that  question  to  me. 

OCTAVia 

Whether,  Count, 
That  right  is  mine,  this  paper  may  instruct  y«nk 

I80LAN1  {ttantmaing). 
Why — why — what !  this  is  the  Emperoi'a  hand  ini 

seal !  \RenU 

**  Whereas,  the  officerB  collectively 
Throughout  our  army  will  obey  the  oiden 
Of  the  Lieutenant-general  Piccoloroini. 
As  finom  ounelvea" Hem! — Yea! 

yes! — 
I— I  give  you  joy,  lieutenant-general ! 

OCTAVIO. 

And  you  submit  you  to  the  orderf 

laOLANI. 

I- 
But  yon  have  taken  roe  ao  by  anrpiise    ■ 
Time  fer  reflection  one  atust  have 


so!— Yss: 


Twominutei 


OCTAVIO. 
IBOLANI. 

My  God !  But  then  the  case 

OCTAVIO. 

Plain  and  simph 
You  most  declare  yoo.  whether  you  determine 
To  act  a  treason  'gaiiwt  your  Lord  and  Sovereign, 
Or  whether  you  will  serve  him  faithfuUv. 
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i« 


ISOUklfL 

Trewm  .*— My  God  1— Bui  who  talki  then  of  tratfioa  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

That  is  the  case.    The  Prince^uke  H  a  tnutoi< — 

Means  to  lead  over  to  the  enemy 

The  EmperoKa  army.->Now,  Coimt!^  brief  and 

full- 
Say,  tvill  you  break  your  oath  to  the  Emperor? 
Sell  yoorBelf  to  the  enemy  7 — 9ay,  will  you  I 

ISOLANL 

What  meim  yon  f  I — I  brook  wy  oatly,  d*y»  say, 

TN)  his  Imperial  M^feety  I 

Did  I  say  80  ?— When,  when  have  I  said  that  t 

OCTAVIO. 

You  have  not  said  it  yet — not  yet    This  instant 
I  wait  lo  hear,  Count,  whether  yon  «piS  say  it 

ISOLJiNL 

Ay !  that  delighti  me  now,  that  you  younelf 
Bear  witness  fi>r  mer  that  I  never  said  sOb 

OCTAVja 

And  you  renounce  the  Duke,  then  7 

ISOLANI. 

If  he's  planning 
Tnmnn^vfhf,  treason  breaks  all  bonds  asunder. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  are  deiermined,  too,  to  fight  agaiiwl  himf 

IS^LANL 

He  has  done  me  service— but  if  he's  a  villain. 
Perdition  seize  him!— All  scores  are  rubb'd-off 

OCTAVIO. 

I  sm  rejoiced  diat  you're  so  well-disposed. 
Hub  mghi  break  ofiT  in  die  utmost  secrecy 
With  all  the  ligh^a^m'd  tn>ops~-it  must  appear 
As  came  the  order  from  the  Duke  hinftelf. 
At  Fmuenberg;*s  the  place  of  rendezvous; 
There  will  Count  Galas  give  you  further  orders. 

ISOLANI. 

It  shall  be  done.   But  you  '11  remember  me 

With  the  Emperor — ^how  well-disposed  you  Jbund  me. 

OCTAVIO. 

I  will  not  iail  to  mention  it  honorably. 

[Exit  IsoLANi.    A  Servant  enters. 
What  Colonel  Butler ! — Show  him  up. 

180LANI  (returning). 
Forgive  me  too  ray  bearish  ways,  old  father! 
iMd  Cud !  how  should  i  know,  then,  what  a  great 
Piaiaon  I  had  before  me  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

No  excuses ! 

180LANI. 

I  am  a  merry  Ind,  and  if  at  time 
A  mill  word  might  escape  me  'gainst  the  court 
'Amidst  my  wine — ^you  know  no  harm  was  meant 

[ExiL 

OCTAVIO. 

Too  need  not  be  uneasy  on  that  score. 
That  lias  succeeded.  Fortune  favor  as 
With  all  the  others  only  but  as  much ! 


SCENE  V. 
OcTAVio,  PiccoLOM)Nt,  Bimn. 

BUTLfeR. 

At  your  oommand,  LientenantOeneniL 

OCTAVIO. 

Welcome,  as  honor'd  friend  and  viailar. 

a 


B17TLBR. 

Tou  do  me  too  much  honor. ' 

OCTAVIO  {after  both  hmve  teated  thenudves). 

Yon  have  not 
Retum'd  the  advances  which  I  nude  you  yesterday- 
Misunderstood  them,  as  mere  empty  forms. 
That  wish  proceeded  from  my  heart — I  was 
In  earnest  with  you — lor  'tis  now  a  lime 
In  which  the  honest  should  unite  most  closely. 

BOTLER. 

Tis  only  the  like-minded  can  unite. 

OCTAVIO, 

True !  and  I  name  all  honest  men  like-minded. 

I  never  charge  a  man  but  with  those  acts 

To  which  his  character  deiiberately 

Impels  him ;  for  alas !  the  violence 

Of  blind  misunderstandings  often  thrusts 

The  very  best  of  us  from  the  right  track. 

You  came  through  Frauenbeig.  Did  the  Count  GallM 

Say  nothing  to  you 7  Tell  me.   He's  my  friend. 

BUTLER. 

His  wordlf  were  lost  on  me, 

OCTAVIO. 

It  grieves  me  sorely. 
To  hear  it:  for  his  counsel  was  mort  wise. 
1  hod  myself  the  like  to  offer. 

BITFLER. 

Spare 
Yourself  the  trouble — me  th'  enibarmssment; 
To  have  deserved  so  ill  your  good  opinion. 

OCTAVia 

The  time  is  precious — let  us  talk  openly. 
You  know  how  maiteni  stand  here.   Wallenstein 
Meditates  treason — I  can  tell  you  furthor— * 
He  has  committed  treason ;  but  few  hours 
Have  post  since  he  a  covenant  concluded 
With  the  enemy.    The  mesaeiigers  are  now 
Full  on  their  way  to  F.gra  and  to  Prague. 
To-morrow  he  intends  to  lead  us  over 
To  the  enemy.    But  he  deceives  liimself ; 
For  Prudence  wakes — ^the  Emperor  has  still 
Many  and  faithful  friends  here,  and  they  stand 
In  closest  union,  mighty  though  tuiseen. 
This  manifesto  sentences  the  Duke — 
Recalls  the  obedience  of  the  army  from  him, 
And  summons  all  the  loyal,  all  the  honeat 
To  join  and  recognize  in  me  their  leader. 
Choose — will  you  share  with  us  an  honest  cause  t 
Or  with'  the  evil  share  an  evil  kK. 


His  lot  is  mine. 


Itk 


BI7TLBR  (rises). 

OOTAVfa 

Is  that  your  last  resolve  ? 

BI7TLBR. 


OCTAVia 

Nay.  but  bethink  you.  Colonel  Butler  f 
Aayei  you  have  time.    Withui  my  faithful 
Thai  rashly-otter'd  word  remains  interr'd.     " 
Recall  it  Butler!  choose  a  better  party: 
You  have  not  chosen  the  right  one. 

BtrrtKR  (gmng). 

Any  otiMr 
Commands  for  me,  lieutenant-Cieneral  ? 

OCTAVIO. 

See  your  white  hairs!  Recall  that  word! 
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BUTLER. 

Farewell ! 

OCTAVIO. 

What  r  Would  you  draw  this  good  and  gaHant  aword 
fn  fluch  a  cauM  ?  Into  a  cune  ^'oald  you     - 
Transform  the  gratitude  which  you  have  eam'd 
By  forty  yean'  fidelity  from  Austria  7 

BUTLER  {laughing'  with  bitterness). 
Gratitude  from  the  House  of  Alistria !  [He  is  going. 

ocTATio  (permits  him  to  go  as  far  as  the  door,  then 

calls  ajier  him). 
Butler. 

BUTLER. 

Wbat  wish  you  t 

OCTAVIO. 

How  was*t  with  the  Count? 

BUTLER.' 

Gaunt?  whatt 

ocTAvro  {coldly). 
The  title  that  you  wish*d,  I  mean. 

BUTLER  {starts  in  sudden  passion). 
Hell  and  damnation ! 

ocTTAVio  (raZdZy). 

You  petitionM  for  it — 
And  your  petition  was  repcH^d--- Was  it  so  ? 

BUTLER. 

Your  insolent  scoff  shall  not  go  by  unpunished. 
Draw! 

OCTAVIO. 

Nay!  yoursword  to  'ts sheath !  and  tell  tae  calmly, 
How  all  that  hnppen'd.    I  will  not  refuse  you 
Your  satisfaction  afterwards. — Calmly,  Butler! 

BUTLER.  . 

Be  the  whole  world  acquainted  with  the  weakness 

For  which  I  never  can  forgive  myself. 

lieutenant-General !   Yes — I  have  ambition. 

Ne'er  was  I  able  to  endure  contempt 

h  stung  me  to  the  quick,  that  birth  and  title 

Should  have  more  weight  than  merit  has  in  the  army. 

I  would  fain  not  be  meaner  than  ray  equaL 

So  in  an  evil  hour  I  let  myself 

Be  tempted  to  that  measure— It  was  folly ! 

But  yet  so  hard  a  penance  it  deserved  not. 

It  might  have  been  refiised  ;  buf  wherefore  barb 

And  venom  the  refuail  with  contempt? 

Why  dash  to  earth  and  crush  with  heaviest  scorn 

The  gray-hairM  man,  the  faithful  veteran  ? 

Why  to  the  baseness  of  his  parentage  . 

Refer  him  with  such  cruel  roughness,  only 

Because  he  had  a  weak  hour  and  forgot  himself? 

But  Nature  gives  a  sting  o'on  to  the  worm 

Which  wanton  Pbwer  treads  on  in  sport  and  insult 

OCTAVIO. 

You  must  have  been  calumniated.    Guess  you 
The  enemy,  who  did  you  tliis  ill  service  ? 

BtTTLRR. 

Be't  who  it  will — a  most  low-hearted  scoundrel. 
Some  vile  court-minion  must  it  be,  some  Spaniard, 
Some  young  squire  of  some  ancient  family. 
In  whose  light  1  may  stand,  some  envious  knave, 
Stung  to  the  soul  by  my  fair  self^eam'd  honom ! 

OCTAVIO. 

But  taU  me !  Did  the  Duke  approve  that  measure  ? 

BUTLER. 

Himself  impell'd  me  to  it,  used  his  interest 

hi  my  behalf  with'all  the  warmth  of  friendship. 


OCTAVIO. 

Ay  ?  are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

BUTLER. 

I  read  the  letter 

OCTAVIO. 

And  so  did  I — but  the  ccmtenis  were  diflerenC. 

[Butler  t«  mddenly 
By  chance  I  *m  in  ponession  of  that  letter- 
Can  leave  it  to  your  own  eyes  to  convince  yoo. 

[He  gives  him  the  Idhf 

BUTLER., 

Ha!  what  is  this? 

OCTAVIO. 

I  fear  me.  Colonal  BatWr. 
An  infamous  game  have  they  been  playiQg  with  y«a 
The  Duke,  you  say,  impell'd  you  to  this  meafure  ? 
Now,  in  this  letter  talks  he  in  contempt 
Concerning  you,  counsels  the  minister 
To  give  sound  chastisement  to  your  eooceit. 
For  so  he  calls  it 

[Butler  reads  through  the  letter,  his  knees  tremils 
he  seizes  a  chair,  and  sinks  down  in  it 
Yon  have  no  enemy,  no  persecutor ; 
There 's  no  one  wishes  ill  to  you.     Ascribe 
The  insult  you  received  to  the  Duke  only. 
His  aim  is  clear  and  palpable.    He  wish'd 
To  tear  you  from  your  Emperor — he  hoped 
To  gain  from  your  revenge  whet  he  well  ' 
(What  your  long-tried  fidelity  convinced  him) 
He  ne'er  could  dare  expect  from  your  calm 
A  blind  tool  would  he  make  you,  in  contempt 
Use  you,  as  means  of  most  abandon'd  ends. 
Ho  luis  gain'd  his  point   Too  well  has  he  succeeded 
In  luring  you  away  from  that  good  path 
On  which  you  had  been  joumejring  forty  yean! 

BUTLER  {his  txnce  trendUng). 
Can  e'er  the  Emperor's  Majesty  forgive  me  ' 

OCTAVIO. 

More  than  forgive  you.    He  would  fein  compensate 
For  that  affront,  and  most  unmerhed  grievanca 
Sustain'd  by  a  deserving,  gallant  veteran. 
From  his  free  impulse  he  confirms  the  preaeat. 
Which  the  Duke  made  you  for  a  wicked  purpose. 
The  regiment,  which  you  now  command,  is  yoariL 
[Butler  attempts  to  rise,  sinks  down  again.    Hs 
labors  inwardly  with  vialent  emotions ;  tries 
to  speak,  and  cannot   At  length  he  takes  kU 
sword  from  the  bell,  and  cfers  U  to  Picoo- 
LOMim. 

OCTAVIO. 

What  wish  you?  Recollect  younelC  fnend.    . 

•BUTLER. 

Take  St 

OCTAVIO. 

But  to  what  purpose  ?  Calm  yoaiBa!£ 

BUTLER. 

I  am  no  longer  worthy  of  this  sword. 

OCTAVIO. 

Receive  it  then  anew  from  my  hands — and 
Wear  it  with  honor  for  the  right  cauae  aver 

BUTLER. 

^Peijure  myself  to  such  a  gmcwns 

OCTAVIO. 

You  '11  make  amends.  Quick !  break  off  from  the  Doha 
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off  fivm  him! 


BUTLBB. 


OOTATIO. 

What  DOW  ?  BethixjL  thyaeU: 

mjTLKk  (no  hmger  gmxming  his  emotion), 
(kiy  break  off  from  himf  He  dies !  he  dies! 

OCTAVIO. 

Come  after  me  lo  Fmuenbeig,  where  now 
AH  who  are  loyal,  ar^  aatembUng  under 
Coimli  AJtringer  and  Ga]a&    Many  odwn 
I've  brought  to  a  remembrance  of  their  duty. 
Tliu  night  be  nue  that  yon  eicape  from  PQeen. 

lUTLBa  {/tirides  up  and  dmon  m  exoettsve  tigitaiien, 
tftea  steps  up  to  Octavio  mth  resolved  countenance). 
Omot  Piccoioroini  i  Dyire  that  man  wpeak 
Of  hopor  to  jou,  who  once  btoke  hie  troth  ? 

OCTATTO. 

He,  who  repenii  to  deeply  of  it,  damk 

BOTLKH. 

Then  leav^  me.  here,  npon  my  word  of  honor ! 

OCTAVIO. 

What  *B  your  design  f 

BUTLCB. 

.   Leave  me  and  my  regiment 

OCTAVIO. 

I  have  AiU  confidence  in  yoo.   But  teU  me 
Wbalareyon  brooding? 

BfTTun: 
That  the  deed  will  tell  you. 
Ask  me  no  moro  at  present    Trust  to  me. 
Te  may  trust  safely.    By  the  li\nng  God 
Te  give  him  over,  not  to  his  good  angel ! 
FaiewelL  [Exit  Butler. 

SBBVAifT  {enters  tnik  a  hiUet). 
A  stranger  left  it,  and  is  gone. 
The  Frince-duke*s  hones  wait  for  you  below. 

[Exit  Sebvant. 
OCTAVIO  (read^. 
*Be  sure  make  haste!  Your  fiiithful  bolan.*' 
--0  that  I  had  but  left  this  town  behind  me. 
To  split  upon  a  rock  so  near  the  haven ! — 
Away !  lliis  is  no  longer  a  safe  place  for  me ! 
Where  can  my  son  be  tanying  f 


SCENE  VI. 


OcTAVio  OTtd  Max.  Piccolomini. 

BIaz.  enters  almost  in  a  state  of  derangement  fiom 
extreme  agitaiion.  Us  eyes  roll  wildly,  his  toaik  is 
unsteady ^  emd  he  appears  not  to  observe  Ms  father, 
who  stands  at  a  distance,,  and  gates  at  him  with  a 
oounlenance  expressive  of  compassion.  He  paces 
yntk  long  stride^  through  the  chamber,  then  stands 
stiU  again,  and  at  last  throws  himself  inio  a  chair, 
ttarwg  vacandy  at  the  object  directly  btfore  him, 

OCTAVIO  {adtfanees  to  him). 
I  am  pring  offi  my  son. 

[Reeaving  no  answer,  he  takes  his  hand. 
My  son,  fiurewelL 

kAX. 


OCTAVIO, 

Thou  wilt  soon  IbUow  me  f 


libUow 
Thy  way  is  crooked— it  is  not  my  way. 

[Octavio  drops  his  hand,  and  staiis 
O,  hadst  dioB  been  but  simple  and  sincere, 
Ne*er  had  it  come  to  this— all  had  stood  othei 
He  had  not  done  that  Ibul  and  horrible  deed  : 
The  viitDOus  had  retain'd  their  influence  o'er  Bin : 
He  had  not  fiillen  into  the  snares  of  villains^ 
Wherefore  so  like  a  thie^  and  thiePs  accomplice^ 
Didst  creep  behind  him — ^lurking  for  thy  prey  f  - 
O,  unUest  falsehood !  Mother  of  all  evil ! 
Thou  misery'inaking  demon,  it  is  thou 
That  siok'st  us  in  perdition.    Simple  truth, 
Sustainer  of  the  world,  had  saved  us  ail ! 
Father,  I  will  not,  I  can  not  exca#e  thee ! 
Wallenstein  has  deceived  roe— O,  most  foully! 
But  thou  hast  acted  npt  much  better. 


t 


OCTAVIO^ 


Son! 


My  son,  ah!  I  fergive  thy  agony i 

MAX.  {rises,  and  oontemplaies  his  father  with  leeks  ^ 

suspidoti). 
Was  *t  possible  r  hadst  thou  the  heart,  my  fiither, 
Hadst  thou  the  heart  to  drive  it  lo  such  length% 
With  cold  premeditated  purpose  ?  Thou — 
Hadst  thou  the  heart,  to  wish  to  see  him  guilty. 
Rather  than  saved  ?  Thou  risest  by  his  fall 
Octavio,  't  will  not  please  me. 

OCTAVia 

God  in  Heaven ! 

MAJU 

O,  woe  is  me !  sure  I  have  changed  my  nature. 
How  comes  suspicion  here — in  the  free  soul  t 
Hope,  confidence,  belief,  are  gone ;  for  all 
Lied  to  rae,  all  that  I  e'er  loved  or  bonor'd. 
No  I  no !  not  all !  She—she  yet  lives  for  me. 
And  she  is  true,  and  open  as  the  heavens ! 
Deceit  is  everywhere,  hypocrisy, 
Murder,  and  poisoning,  treason,  pieQuiy : 
The  single  holy  spot  is  our  lo^e. 
The  only  unprofaned  in  human  nature. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.! — ^we  will  go  together.    T  will  be  better. 

MAX. 

What  f  ere  I  've  taken  a  hut  parting  leave. 
The  v^iy  Ust — ^no.  never! 

OCTAVIO. 

Spare  thyself 
The  pang  of  necessary  separation. 
Come  with  me !  Come,  my  son ! 

[Attempts  to  take  him  wttk  tarn 


No!  as  sure  as  God  lives,  no! 

OCTAVIO  (more  urgenUf). 
Come  with  me,  I  command  thee !  I,  thy  iather. 

MAX. 

Coinmand  me  what  is  human.    I  stay  here. 

OCTAVIO. 

Max.!  m  the  Emperor*s  bame  I  bid  thee  come. 

MAX. 

No  Emperor  has  power  to  prescribe 

Laws  to  the  heart ;  and  wouldst  thou  wiui  to  rob  mo 

Of  the  sole  blessing  which  my  fiite  has  left  me. 

Her  sympathy  ?  Must  then  a  cruel  deed 

Be  done  with  cruelty  t  The  uoaltemble 

177 


168 


COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  WORKa 


BbaM  I  perform  igRobly— «teal  ^way. 
With  stealthy  coward  flight  fomke  her  ?  No  ! 
She  Bhall  behold  my  •iiiferin|,  my  sore  anguish, 
Hear  the  oomplaints  of  the  dSsparted  aodl, 
And  weep  tears  o'er  me.    Oh !  the  human  race 
Have  steely  souls — but  she  is  as  an  angel. 
From  the  black  deadly  madness  of  despair 
Will  she  red.eem  my  soul,  and  in  soft  words 
Of  comfort;  plaining,  loose  this  pang  of  death! 

OCTATIO. 

Thou  wilt  hot  tear  thyself  away ;  thou  canst  not 
O,  oome,  my  son !  I  bid  thee  save  thy  virtue. 

MAX. 

Squander  not  thou  thy  words  in  vain. 
The  heart  I  follow,  for  I  dare  trust  to  it 

ocTAVio  (tremtiing,  and  loting  aU  $df-€€mmand^ 
Max. !  Max. !  if  that  most  damned  thing  could  be, 
If  thou — my  son — my  own  blood — (dare  I  £A«nik  it  ?) 
Do  sell  thyself  to  him,  the  infiunous, 
Do  stamp  this  brand  upon  our  noble  house. 
Then  shall  the  world  behold  the  'horrible  deed. 
And  in  unnatural  eoinbat  shall  the  steel 
Of  the  son  trickle  with  the  father's  blood. 

MAX. 

O  hadst  thou  always  better  thdught  of  men. 
Thou  hadst  then  acted  better.    Curst  suspicion ! 
Unholy,  miserable  doubt !  To  him 
Njothiog  on  earth  remains  unwrench'd  and  fiim, 
Who  has  no  faith. 

OCTAVIO. 

And  if  I  trust  thy  heart 
W91  it  be  ahvays  in  thy  power  to  follow  it  f 


'  MAX. 

The  heart's  voice  (hou  hast  not  o*eipower^d 
Will  Wailenstein  be  able  to  o'erpower  it 

OCTAVIO. 

O,  Max. !  I  see  thee  never  more  again ! 

MAX. 

Unworthy  of  thee  wilt  thou  never 

OCTAVIO. 

I  go  to  Frauenberg — ^the  Pappenhaimera 
I  leave  thee  here,  the  Lothrings  too ;  ToAana 
And  Tiefonbach  remain  here  lo  piptect  thee. 
The/  love  thee,  and  are  fiiiih£u]  to  their  oalh. 
And  will  far  rather  &11  in  gallant  contest 
Than  leave  their  rightful  leader,  and  their 

MAX. 

Rely  on  t]u%  I  either  leave  my  life 

In  the  struggle,  er  oooducl  them  out  of  PSben. 

OCTAVIO. 

Farewell,  ray  son !   . 

MAX. 

Farewell! 

OCTAVIO. 

How !  not  one  look 
Of  filial  love  f  No  grasp  of  the  hand  at  parting  f 
It  is  a  bloody  war  to  which  we  are  going. 
And  the  event  uncertain  and  in  darkness. 
So  used  we  not  to  part~4t  was  not  so ! 
Is  it  then  true  f  I  have  a  son  no  longer  f  ~ 

[Max.  faUi  into  ki»  arms,  they  hold  eodk  oCllar 
for  a  long  time  in  a  tpeeMest 
then  go  away  at  different 
{The  Curtain  drope). 


A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACXa 


PREFACE. 


Thx  two  Dramas,  PiccoLbMiNi,  or  the  first  part  of 
Wallenstein,  and  Wallbnbtein,  are  introduced  in 
the  original  manuscript  by  a  Prelude  in  one  Act  en- 
titled Wallknstkin's  Camp.  This  is  written  in 
rhyme,  and  in  nineniyllable  verse,  in  the  same  lUHng 
metre  (if  that  expression  may  be  permitted)  with  the 
second  Eclogue  of  Spencer's  Shepherd's  Calendar. 
This  Prelude  possesses  a  sort  of  broad  humor,  and 
is  not  deficient  in  character ;  but  to  have  translated 
ii  into  prose,  or  into  any  other  metre  than  that  of  the 
original,  would  have  given  a  false  idea  both  of  its 
style  and  purport ;  to  have  translated  it  into  the  same 
metre  would  be^n  incompatible  with  a  faithful  ad- 
herence to  the  senae'^of  the  Qerman,  from  the  com- 
parative poverty  of  oiir  language  in  rhymes ;  and  it 
would  have  been  unadviaable,  from  the  incongruity 
of  those  lax  verses  with  the  present  taate  of  the 
fUnglish  Public.  Schiller's,  intention  seems  to  have 
been  merely  to  have  prepared  his  reader  for  the 
Tragedies  by  a  lively  picture  of  the  laxity  of  dis- 
cipline, and  the  mutinous  dispositions  of  Wallen- 
stein's  soldiery. .  It  is  not  necessary  as  a  preliminary 


explanation.    For  these  reasons  it  has  been  thought 
expedient  not  to  translate  it 

The  admirers  of  Schiller,  'who  have  abstracted 
their  idea  of  that  author  from  the  Robbers,  and  the 
Cabal  and  Love,  plays  in  which  the  main  interest  is 
produced  by  the  excitement  of  curiosity,  and  in 
which  the  curiosi^  is  excited  by  toirible  and  extm- 
ordinary  incident  vvill  not  have  perused  without 
some  portion  of  disappointment  the  Dnunas,  which 
it  has  been  my  employment  to  tranriate.  ITiey 
should,  however,  reflect  that  these  are  Historical 
Dramas,  taken  from  a  popular  German  History;  that 
we  must  therefore  judge  of  them  in  some  measure 
with  the  feelings  of  Germans ;  or  by  analog,  with 
the  interest  excited  in  us  by  similar  Dramas  in  our 
own  language.  Few,  I  trust  would  be  rash  or  ignorant 
enough  to  compare  Schiller  with  Kiakspearo ;  yet, 
merely  as  illustration,  I  would  say  >that  wo  should 
proceed  to  the  perusal  of  Wailenstein,  not  fiom  Lear 
or  Othello,  but  from  Richard  the  Second,  or  the  three 
parts  of  Henry  the  Sixth.  We  scarcely  expect  rapid- 
ity in  an  Historical  Drama ;  and  many  prolix  speeches 
are  pardoned  from  characters,  whose  names  and  ao- 
tions  have  formed  the  most  amusing  teles  of  oar  early 
lifo.   On  the  other  hand,  there  exist  in  those  playi 
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Biore  indiTidim.  Jbetntiesv-more  psHBgw  whoie  ez- 
etUeac*  will  bear  raflectkm.  than  in  the  fbnmer  pio- 
dnetionB  of  Schiller.  The  deecriplion  of  the  Aitro^ 
logical  Tower,  and  the  reflections  of  lh»  Young 
Loyer,  which  ibUow  H,  form  in  the  original  a  fine 
poem ;  and  my  translation  must  have  been  wretched 
indeed,  if  it  can  have  wholly  overclouded  the  beaatiea 
of  the  Scene  in  the  fint  Act  of  the  first  Play  between 
Qnestenberg,  Max.,  and  Octavio  PiccolominL  If  we 
except  the  Scene  of  the  setting  sun  in  Ihe  Robbers, 
I  know  jof  no  pan  in  Schiller's  Plays  which  equals 
the  whole  of  the  first  Scene  of  the  fifth  Act  of  the 
condoding  Play.  It  would  be  unbecoming  in  me  to 
be  more  difibae  on  this  sut^ect  A  translator  stands 
connected  with  the  original  Author  by  a  certain  law 
of  saboidinatioa,  which  makes  it  more  decorous  to 
point  out  excellencies  than  defects :  indeed  he  is  not 
likely  to  be  a  iair  judge  of  either.  The  pleasure  or 
disgust  from  his  own  labor  will  mingle  with  the 
feelings  that  arise  from  an  afier-view  of  the  original, 
Even  in  the  fint  perusal  .^f  a  work  in  any  foreign 
Isnguagto  which  vi^e  understand,  we  are  apt  to  at- 
tribute to  it  more  excellence  than  it  really  possesses, 
fiom  our  own  pleasurable  sense  of  difilicul^  over* 
oome  without  eflbn.  Translation  of  poetry  into  poetry 
is  diflicult,  because  tho  translate  must  give  a  bril- 
liancy to  his  language  without  tliat  warmth  pf  original 
conception,  fiom  which  such  brilliancy  would  follow 
of  its  own  aecofld.  But  the  Translator  of  a  living 
Aothior  is  encumbered  with  additional  inconveni- 
ences. If  he  render  his  original  faithfully,  as  to  the 
sesje  of  each  passage,  he  must  necessarily  destroy  a 
eoDsiderable  portion  of  the  apiwii ;  if  he  endeavor  to 
give  a  work  executed  according  to  laws  ofcompauti' 
d'oR,  be  sabjecti  himself  to  imputations  of  vanity,  or 
misrepresentation.  I  have  thought  it  my  duty  to  re- 
main bound  by  the  sense  of  my  original,  writh  as  few 
exoeptionB  as  the  nature  of  the  languages  rendered 
possible. 

DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Waluerstkin,  Ihike  of  Friedlandf  OenerdKadmo  of 

ike  Imperial  foreek  in  the  TTdriy-yeori?  War* 
"rkJCSKsa  or  FriedlAnd,  Wife  of  WaUentlehL 
Thkkjla,  her  Daughter,  Princew  of  Friedkmd, 
The  CouNTCBB  TEAT9KY,  iStsfcT  cf  the  DuchesB. 
Lady  Nxubrumn. 

Octavio  ?iccoLouat,  Lieulfinant-OeneraL 
Max.  Piccolomini,  hie  Son,  Cclonel  of  a  Regiment 

ef  CuiraeeUre. 
CouvT  TiRTRKT,  the  Commander  cf  teveral  Regi- 

mentg,  and  Brother4n4aw  cf  WaUenelem, 
Illo,  Fidd  MarahaL  Wallen»tein*$  ConfidanU 
BoTunu  an  hishmant  Commander  of  a  Regiment  cf 

Dragoons* 
Goiim>k,  Governor  of  fjgrro. 
Major  Geraldin. 
Captain  Dkveredx. 

'  MApDOfTALIK 

NmuAim^'^CaffittinofCamlryt  Aid-de-eamploTerUky* 
Swedish  Captain. 

SEfVL 

Burgomaster  of  Egra, 
Ampessade  of  the  Cviramere. 

$.''~^*»' «"<=■"""*•    \Bd«,gi^U,tUJ)uke. 

CviRASuKRa,  Dragoons,  Servants. 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  L 

ScKNE^.^  Ctoiaer  m  the  Houte  cf  the  Dacktm  ef 

■   Friedkmd.  ^ 

Countess  Tertbkt,  Thekla,  Lady  Neuirunn  (CIU 
two  latter  tit  at  the  aame  taUe  at  work), 

countess  (watching  them  from  the  oppoeile  nd^ 
So  you  have  nothing  lo  ask  me — nothing  ? 
I  have  been  waiting -for  a  word  from  you. 
And  could  you  then  endure  in  all  this  time 
Not  once  to  speak  his  name  7 

[Thekla  remaining  silent,  the  Cquntbib  tuss 
and  advances  to  her. 

Why,  how  comes  this? 
Perhaps  I  am  alreaiiy  grown  superfluous. 
And  other  ways  exist,  besides  through  me  f 
Confess  it  to  me,  Thekla  f  have  you  seen  him  t 

thekla. 
To-day  ond  yesterday  I  have  not  seeii  himw 

countess. 
And  not  heaid  firom  him,  either  f  Come,  be  open. 

THEKLA. 

No  syllable. 

COUNTESS. 

And  still  you  are  so  ctttmT 

THEKLA. 

I  am. 

COUNTESS. 

May*t  please  you,  leave  us.  Lady  Neubmnn. 

[Exit  Lady  Ncubromn 


SCENE  n. 
The  CouNTBss,  Thekla. 

COUNTESS. 

It  does  not  please  me,  Princess,  that  he  holds 
Himself  so  sliU,  exactly  at  (his  time. 

thekla. 
Exactly  at  this  time  f 

COUNTESS. 

He  now  knows  all : 
<Twere  now  the  moment  to  declare  himselfl  ' 

THEKLA. 

If  I'm  to  understand  you^  speak  leas  daikly. 

COUNTESS. 

Twas  for  that  purpose  that  I  bade  her  leave  us. 
Thelka,  you  are  no  more  a  child.    Your  heart 
Is  now  no  more  in  nonage :  for  you  love. 
And  boldness  dwells  vrith  love — thai  you  have  proved 
Your  nature  moulds  itself  upon  your  father's 
More  than  your  motherV-spirit.    Therefore  may  yon 
Hear,  what  were  too  much  for  her  fortitude. 

THEKLA. 

Enough :  no  further  preface,  I  entreat  you 
At  once,  out  with  it !  Be  it  what  it  may. 
It  is  not  possible  that  it  should  torture  roe 
More  thaa  this  introduction.    What  have  you 
To  say  to  me  7  Tell  me  the  whole,  and  briefly 

COUNTESS. 

You  11  not  be  frighten'd 
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THEKLA. 

Name  i^  I  eAUMt  you. 

O0UNT1E88. 

It  IJM  within  your  power  to  do  your  father 
A  weighty  »ervico 

THEKLA. 

lies  within  viy  power  f 

COUNTEBS. 

Mai.  Picoolomini  lovee  you.  You  can  link  him 
Indiawlably  to  your  father. 

'  THEEUU 

I? 
What  need  of  me  for  that?    And  is  he  not 
Already  link'd  to  himt 

C0UNTE88 

He  was. 

THEKUL 

And  wherefore 
Should  he  not  be  ao  now — not  be  ao  always  7 

OOUNTEflS. 

He  cleavea  to  the  Emperor  too. 

TUEKLA. 

Not  more  than  duty 
And  honor  may  demand  of  him. 

oouimas. 

We  ask 
Pmofs  of  his  lovOt  and  not  proofs  of  his  honor. 
Duty  and  honor ! 

Those  are  ambiguous  words  with  many  meanings. 
You  diould  interpret  them  for  him :  his  k>ve 
Sihould  be  the  sole  dofiner  of  lus  honor. 

TUSEUk. 

How? 

COUNTESS.  - 

The  Emperor  or  you  must  he  renounce. 

THEKLA. 

He  will  accompany  my  faiher  gladly 

In  his  retirement    From  l^imself  you  heard, 

How  much  he  wish*d  to  lay  aside  the  swonL 

COUNTESS. 

He  must  not  lay  the  «word  aside,  we  mean ; 
He  muat  unsheathe  it  in  your  Ather's  cause. 

THEKLA. 

Hell  spend  with  gladness  and  alacrity 

His  life,  Iiis  heart's-blood  in  my  father^s  cause. 

If  shame  or  injury  be  intended  him. 

OOUNTESB. 

You  win  not  luidentand  me     Well,  hear  then ; — 
Your  father  has  fallen  off  fivm  the  Emperor, 
And  i^  about  to  join  the  enemy 
With  the  whole  soldieiy^ 

THEKLA. 

Alas,  my  mother! 

COUNTESS. 

There  needs  a  great  example  to  draw  on 
The  army  afler  him.    The  Piccolomini 
Poesoai  the  love  and  reverence  of  the  troops ; 
They  govern  all  opinions,  and  wherever 
They  lead  the  way,  none  hesitate  ,to  follow. 
The  son  secures  the  father  to  our  interests — 
You've  much  in  your  hands  at  this  moment. 

THEKLA. 

Ah. 
My  misersble  mother!  what  a  death-stroke 
Awaits  thee !— «-No !  she  never  will  «urvive  it. 


OOONT 

She  will  accommodate  her  soul  to  that 
Which  is  and  must  be.   I  do  know  your 
The  Aroff  future  weighs  upon  her  heart 
With  torture  of  anxiety ;  but  ia  it 
Unalterably,  actually  present. 
She  soon  resigns  herself)  and  bean  it  oalmly; 

THEKLA. 

0  my  foreboding  bosom !  Even  now, 

E*en  now  His  here,  that  icy  hand  of  horror ! 
And  my  young  hope  lies  shuddering  in  its  grasp ; 

1  knew  it  well — ^no  sooner  had  I  entered, 
A  heavy  ominous  presentiment 

Reveal'd  to  me,  ihist  spirits  of  death  were  hovering 
Over  my  happy  fortune.    But  why  think  I 
First  of  myself?  My  mother !  O  ray  mother! 

O0UNTES8. 

Calm  yourself!  Break  not  out  in  vain  lamenting! 
Preserve  you  for  your  father  the  firm  fiiend. 
And  for  younelf  the  lover,  all  will  yet 
Plt>ve  good  and  fortunate. 

THEKLA. 

Prove  good !  What  good 
Must  we  not  part  ? — part  ne'er  to  meet  again  ? 

COUNTESS. 

He  parts  not  from  you !  He  can  not  part  fium  ywi 

THEKLA. 

Alas  for  his  sore  anguish !  It  will  rend 
His  heart  asunder. 

COUNTESa. 

If  indeed  he  loves  yoa 
His  resolution  will  be  speedily  taken. 

THEKLA. 

His  resolttU'on  will  be  speedily  takoD— 
O  do  not  doubt  of  that!  A  reaoluiion! 
Does  there  remain  one  to  be  lakaa  ? 

COCNTBSlL 

Hudi! 
Collect  youxself !  I  hear  your  mother  coming. 

THEKLA. 

How  shall  I  bear  to  see  her  f 

GOUMTBSa. 

Collect  yoorsdC 


SCENE  m. 

7b  dbsmoifrr  tAs  Ddcbbbe. 

DUCHESS  (to  the  CouNTsas). 
Who  was  here,  sister?  I  heard  some  one  taOdng, 
And  pasaionately  too. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay !  There  was  no  one. 

DUCHESS. 

I  am  grown  so  timorous,  every  trifling  noise 
Scatters  my  spirits,  and  announces  to  me 
The  footstep  of  some  messenger  of  eviL 
And  you  can  tell  me,  sister,  what  the  event  is  ? 
Will  he  agree  to  do  the  Emperor's  pleasure. 
And  send  the  hone-regiments  to  the  Cardinal? 
Tell  me,  has  he  dismiss'd  Von  QuesiAibeig 
With  a  fiiYomble  answer  ? 

COUNTESS. 

No,  he  has  not 

DUCHESS. 

Alas !  dien  ah  is  lost !  I  see  it  eoming* 
The  worst  that  can  oome!  Yea,  they  will  depoae  hisi 
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TbA  aocomd  tmrinea  of  the  Regeoabiirg  diet 
Will  all  be  acted  o'er  agpiin  * 

COUNTESS. 

No!  neyer! 
Make  your  heaic  easy,  sister,  as  to  that 

[THKKI.A,  in  esfrme  ligiiaiitm,  ihrowt  hertdf  upon 
her  wuMker  aad  enfdds  her  in  her  amts,  wequng. 

DUCHVSS. 

Tea.  my  poor  chfld! 

rhoa  too  haat  loat  a  most  ailectioiiate  godmother 

In  the  Einpreaa.    O  that  stem  unbending  man ! 

In  this  m:ihappy  marriage  what  have  I 

Not  sofier'd,  not  endured'?  For  even  as  if 

I  had  been  link'd  on  to  some  wheel  of  fire 

That  restleas,  ceaselets,  whirls  impetuous  onward, 

I  have  paas'd  a  life  of  frights  and  horrors  with  him, 

And  ever  to  the  brink  of  pome  abyss 

With  diny  headlong  violence  he  whirls  me. 

Kay,  do  not  weep,  my  child !  Let  not  my  snSerings 

Prengnify  onhappineiB  to  thee, 

Nor  blacken  widi  their  shade  the  fate  that  waits  thee. 

There  lives  no  second  Friedland :  thou,  my  child, 

Hsst  not  to  fear  thy  mother's  daniny. 

THKKLA. 

0  Irt  US  supplicate  him,  dearest  mother ! 
Quick !  quick !  here  *s  no  ahiding-plaoe  for  us. 
Here  eveiy  coming  hour  broods  into  life 
Sods  new  alfrij^itfid  UMiisteA 


Thou  wilt  share 
An  easier,  calmer  lot,  my  child !  We  too» 
I  and  thy  Ather,  witness'd  happy  days. 
Sdll  think  I  with  delight  of  those  first  years. 
When  he  was  making  progress  with  glad  efibrt. 
When  ^  ambition  was  a  genial  fire. 
Not  that  ccMwuming  flame  which  now  it  is. 
The  fkoperor  loved  him,  trusted  him :  end  all 
He  undertook  could  not  but  be  successful. 
But  since  that  ilkitair'd  day  at  R^ensburg, 
Which  plunged  him  headlong  from  his  dignity, 
A  gkwmy  uncompanionable  spirit, 
Umteady  and  suspicious,  has  possessed  him. 
IDs  quiet  mind  forsook  ^"na,  and  no  longer 
Did  he  yield  up  himself  in  joy  and  fiuth 
To  his  old  lock,  and  individual  power; 
But  diencefi>rth  tum'd  his  heart  and  best  afifeetions 
All  to  those  cloudy  sciences,  which  never 
Have  yet  made  happy  him  who  followed  them. 

COUNTESS. 

Tou  see  it,  sister !  as  your  eyes  permit  you. 

Bat  surely  this  is  not  the  conversation 

To  pass  the  time  in  which  we  are  waiting  for  him. 

You  know  he  will  be  soon  here.    Would  you  have 

him 
Find  her  id  this  condition  7 

OUCHEBS. 

Come,  my  child  f 
Come  wipe  away  thy  tears,  and  show^thy  fiidier 
A  cheerful  countenance.   See,  the  tie-knQt  here 
Is  uflP-this  hair  most  not  hang  so  dishevell'd. 
i^Mse,  dearest!  diy  thy  tean  upw   They  deform 
TTiy  gentle  eye. — Well  now— what  was  I  saying? 
Yes,  in  good  truth,  this  Piccolomini 
Is  a  most  noble  and  deserving  gentleman. 


That  is  ho,  sister! 


cotnmBBS. 


THKCLA  (to  Ae  CouNTrss,  wUh  maHtt  tffprmt  epprt^ 
non  of  tpifiUi, 
Aunt,  you  will  excuse  me  f  {It  goin^ 

oouNms. 
Bat  whither  t  See,  your  father  oon^es. 

TBCKLA. 

I  cannot  see  him  now. 

COUNTESS. 

Nay,  but  bethink  yoa. 

THKKLA. 

Believe  me,  I  camtet  sustain  his  presence. 

OOUNTKSS. 

But  he  will  miss  you,  will  asl^  after  you. 

DUCHESS. 

What  now?  Why  is  she  gomg? 

COUNTiaS. 

She*s  not  weU. 
DUCHESS  (enuttoudy). 
What  ails  then  my  bebved  chi)4  ? 

[Both  f allow  ihe  Paincess,  and  endeavor  to  detaSn 
her.  During  ikiaYfALLmmmani^pearB,  engaged 
in  etmvermtion  with  luiOb. 


SC£NE  IV. 

Wallenstein,  Illo,  Countesb,  Duchess,  Tbekls. 

wallbiibtein. 
All  quiet  in  the  camp? 

IIXO^ 

It  is  all  quiet 

wallenstein. 
In  a  few  hours  may  oonriers  come  from  l*raguA 
With  tidings,  that  this  capital  is  ours. 
Then  we  may  drop  the  mask,  and  to  the  traops 
Assembled  in  this  town  make  known  the  measure 
And  its  result  together.    In  such  cases 
Example  does  the  whole.    Whoever  is  foremost 
Still  leads  the  herd.    An  imitative  creatin.'e 
Is  man.  The  troops  at  Prague  conceive  no  other, 
Than  that  the  Pilsen  army  has  gone  through 
The  forms  of  homage  to  us ;  and  in  Pilsen 
They  shall  swear  fealty  to  us,  becaiise 
The  example  has  been  given  them  by  PraguOb 
Butler,  you  tell  me,  has  declared  himself? 

iLLa. 
At  his  own  bidding,  unsolicited* 
He  came  to  offer  you  himself  aiui  regiment 

WAmCNStEIN. 

I  find  we  must  not  give  implicit  credence 

To  every  warning  voice  that  makes' itself 

Be  listen'd  to  in  the  heart    To  hold  us  back. 

Oft  does  ^e  lying  Spirit  counteHeit 

The  voice  of  Truth  and  inward  Revelation, 

Scattering  false  oracle&    And  thus  have  I 

To  entreat  forgiveness,  for  that  secretly 

I  've  wrong'd  this  honorable  gallant  man. 

This  Butler  <  for  a  feeling,  of  the  which 

J  am  not  master  (/ear  I  would  not  call  it). 

Creeps  o*er  me  instantly,  with  sense  of  shudderim^' 

At  his  approach,  and  stops  lovers  joyous  motion. 

And  this  same  man,  against  wh<Mii  I  am  wam'd, 

This  honest  man  is  he,  who  reaches  p  me 

The.  first  pledge  of  my  fortune. 

^  ILLO. 

AimI  doubt  HOC 
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That  his  axainple  will  win  over  to  you 
Tbe  best  men  io  the  army. 

^     WAliLKflBTUN. 

Go  and  Mod 
bolani  hither.    Send  him  immediately. 
He  is  under  recent  obligations  to  me : 
Wiih  him  will  I  commence  the  triaL    Gk>. 

[ExUIisjjo. 

WALLBN8TKIN  (JtUTM  hxmtdf  lovnd  to  thefemoUM). 
Lo,  there  the  mother  with  the  darling  daughter : 
For  once  we  '11  have  an  interval  of  rest- 
Come  !  my  heart  yearns  to  live  a  cloudless  hour 
In  the  beloved  circle  of  my  family. 

COUNTKSS. 

Til  long  since  weVe  been  thua  together,  brother. 

WALLKN8TE1N  {tO  the  CoUNTESS  Otidt), 

Can  she  enstain  the  news  ?  Is  she  prepared  7 

COUNTESS. 

Not  yet 

WALLENSTEfN. 

Come  herct  my  sweet  girl!  Seat  thee  by  me. 
For  there  is  a  good  spirit  on  thy  lips. 
Thy  mother  praised  to  me  thy  ready  skill : 
She  says  a  voice  of  melody  dwells  in  thee. 
Which  doth  enchant  the  soul.  Now  such  a  voice 
Will  drive  away  from  me  the  evil  demon 
That  beats  his  bhick  wings  close  above  my  head. 

DUCHESS. 

Where  is  thy  lute,  my  daughter?  Let  thy  father 
Hear  some  small  trial  of  thy  skill. 

THBCLA. 

My  mother! 
I— 

DOCHESll. 

Trembling  f  oome,  collect  thyself   Go»  cheer 
Thy  lather. 

TBEKI«A. 

O  my  mother !  1*4  cannot 

COUNTESS. 

How,  what  is  that,  niece  f 

THEKLA  (to  the  Countess). 
O  spare  me — sing-— now — ^in  this  ion  anxiety 
Of  the  o*erburthen*d  soul — ^to  sing  to  Atm, 
MHm)  is  thrusting,  even  now.  my  mother  headlong 
Into  her  grave. 

BUCHESS. 

How,  Thekla!  Humoraome  f 
What !  shall  thy  father  have  expressed  a  wish 
In  yain! 

COOKTTSS. 

Here  is  the  lute. 

THEKLA. 

My  God !  how  can  I — 
[T^  orchestra plapB.  IhiruigihepUorneBoTTaKi.A 
espre$aes  in  hergettvreM  and  counienance  the 
tiruggU  ofkerfedingt :  and  at  the  moment 
that  the  whouSd  begin  to  wingt  coniraela  her- 
H^f  together,  as  one  shuddering,  throws  the 
instrvment  doumt  and  retires  abru^y, 

DUCHESS. 

Ify child!  OsheisiU-- 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  aiZs  the  maiden  f 
Say,  issheoflensof 

COUNTESS. 

Since  then  herself 


Has  now  belny^d  il,  I  too  most  no  loofsr 
Conceal  it 

WALLENSTBOf. 

Whatr 

COUNTESS. 

She  loves  him! 

WAUJENVnDf. 

Loves  iHm!  Whost 

COUNTESS. 

Max.  does  she  love !  Max.  Piccolomini. 

Hast  thou  ne'er  noticed  itf  Nor  yet  my  sister  f 

DUCHE^ 

WaA  it  this  that  lay  so  heavy  on  her  hearif 

God's  blessing  on  thee,  my  sweet  child  thou  need^ 

Never  take  shame  upon  thee  for  thy  ehoioe. 

COUNTESS. 

This  journey,  if  'twere  not  thy  aim,  ascribe  it 

To  thine  own  sslC    Thou  sfaDuldst  have  chosen  sn 

othev 
To  have  attended  her. 

WALLXNSTEDf. 

And  does  h«  know  itf 

COUNTESS. 

Yes,  snd  he  hopes  to  win  her. 

WALLBNSTEIN. 

Hopes  to' win  her! 
Is  the  boy  mad  f 

COUNTESS. 

Well,  hear  it  ftopi  themselvesL 

WAIXENSTEIN. 

He  diittks  to  cany  off  Duke  Friedland's  4aQghtar! 

Ay  I  the  thought  pleases  jne. 

The  young  man  has  no  grovelling  spiiit 

COUNTESS 

Smoe 
Such  and  such  constant  favor  you  haTS  shown  hiia 

WALLENSTEIN. 

He  chooses  finally  to  be  my  heir. 

And  ^e  it  is,  I  love  the  youth ;  yea,  honor  him. 

But  must  he  therefbre  be  my  daughter's  hiBbaD«f  t 

Is  it  daughten  only  ?  Is  it  only  cUldren 

That  we  must  show  onr  favor  by?  - 

DUCHESS. 

His  noble  disposition  and  his  manners — 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Win  him  my  heart,  but  not  my  danghter. 

DUCHESS. 

Then 
His  rank,  his  ancestors — 

WA  LLENSTEnt. 

Anoestora!  Whatf 
He  is  a  subject,  and  my  son-in-law 
I  will  seek  out  upon  the  thrones  of  Europe. 

DUCHBBS. 

O  dearest  Albrocht !  Climb  we  not  too  high. 
Lest  we  should  fall  too  low. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What?  have  I  paid 
A  price  so  heavy  to  ascend  this  eminence. 
And  jut  out  high  above  the  common  henl. 
Only  to  close  the  mighty  part  I  play 
In  life's  great  drama,  wiUi  a  common  kinsman  7 
Have  I  for  this — 

[Slops  sudderHyt  repressing  himsd/ 
She  is  the  only  thing 
That  will  remain  behind  of  me  on  earth ; 
And  I  will  see  a  crown  around  hor  head, 
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Or  die  in  the  Attewpt  to  plaoe  in  theiv. 
I  hamd  all — all !  and  for  this  alone. 
To  lift  her  into  graatnew — 
Tea,  in  this  moment,  in  the  whidi  we  are  apeaking — 

[He  recoUecU  kmitf. 
And  I  must  now,  like  a  sofV-hearted  father, 
Couple  together  in^pod  peasant-ftshion 
lite  pair,  that  chance  to  suit  each  other*s  liking — 
And  I  most  do  it  now,  even  now,  when  I 
Am  itretching  out  the  wreath  that  is  to  twine 
My  fall  accrnnplish'd  work — no!  she  is  thci jewel, 
Wlkich  I  have  treasured  kmg,  my  last,  my  noblest. 
And  'tis  my  purpose  not  to  let  her  fiom  me 
For  IsM  than  a  king's  sceptre. 


O  my  hoshand ! 
You're  ever  bniWing,  building  to  the  clouds. 
Still  building  higher,  and  still  higher  building, 
And  ne'er  reflect,  that  the  poor  tuirrow  basis 
Cannot  sustain  the  giddy  tottering  column. 

WALLXNBTmN  (to  (Ae  CouzfTKas.) 
Htve  yon  announced  the  place  of  residence 
Which  I  have  destined  for  her  ? 

OOtrNTESB. 

No!  not  yet 
Twere  better  yon  younelf  disclosed  it  to  her, 

DUCHUS. 

Howt  Do  we  not  return  to  Kam  then  t 


WAI.LKN8TIIN. 


Na 


And  to  no  other  of  your  lands  or  sealaf 

WALLKN8TK11C. 

Ton  would  not  be  secure  there. 


SCENE  V. 
7b  Ikon  enter  Count  Tektut* 


COUITTI 

— Tertsky! 
What  ails  him  ?  What  an  image  of  afiright! 
He  looks  as  he  had  seen  a  ghost 

TEETSKY  (Reading  Wallenstein  andif .( 
Is  it  thy  command  that  all  the  Croats— 

WALL£NBTEIN. 

Mine* 

TBET9KT. 

We  are  betnty'd. 

WALLElfStEIK. 

What? 

TBETBKT. 

They  are  off!  This  night 
The  Jiigers  likewise — all  the  villages 
In  the  whole  round  are  empty. 

trAIXBNOTEIN. 

Isolanit 

TBETBKT. 

Him  thoQ  hast  sent  away.   Yes,  sorely. 

wallenstAn. 

If 
teetsky. 
No !  Hast  thou  not  sent  him  off?  Nor  Deodalef 
Tbey  are  vanish'd  both  ef  them. 


SCENE  VL 


DUCB 

Not  secure 
In  the  Emperar's  realms,  beneath  the  Emperor's 
Ptotectiont 

wallenstein. 
Friedland's  wifeniay  be  permitted 
No  longer  to  hope  ihoL 

DUCHEBS. 

O  Ood  in  Heaven ! 
And  have  you  brought  it  even  to  this! 

WAULENSTBIN 

In  Holland 
Toull  find  protection. 

DUCHESS. 

In  a  Lutheran  eountiyf 
What?  And  you  send  us  into  Lutheran  countries  t 

WALLBN8TEIN.  ^ 

Duke  Franz  of  Lauenburg  conducts  you  thither. 

DUCHESS. 

Duke  Franz  of  Lauenburg  t 

The  ally  of  Sweden,  the  Emperor's  enemy. 

WAU.EN8TE1N. 

The  Emperor's  enemies  are  mine  no  kmger. 

twcHESS  ieasting  a  look  of  terror  on  the  DuKB  and  tke 

Countess.)   " 
Is  it  then  true  f  It  is.    You  are  degraded  T 
I^epoaed  fiom  the  command f  O  God  in  tifeaven! 

COUNTESS  iatide  to  the  Duke). 
l^eve  her  in  this  belief    Thou  seest  she  can  not 
Support  the  real  truth. 


7b  (Asm  eater  lixo. 

ILLO, 

Has  Tertsky  told  thee? 

TBBT8KT. 

He  knows  aU. 

ILLO. 

Andlikei 

That  Esterfaatzy,  Goetz,  Maradas,  Kannit^ 
Kolatto,  Falfi,  have  fbraaken  thee. 

TEETSKY.  . 

Damnation! 

WAIXXN8TEIN  {WUliM  Ot  (Ami). 

Hush! 

COUNTESS  {who  hoM  been  watching  them  anxumdyfiam 

the  diatance,  and  now  advances  to  them), 
Tensky!  Heaven!  What  is  it?  What  has  happen'd  f 

WALLENSTEIN  (jKorcdy  suppressmg  hie  ^motim), 
Nodung!  let  us  be  gone ! 

TEETBKT  (JoBowVUg  km). 

Theresa,  it  is  nothiiis* 
COUNTESS  {hdding  him  lodb). 
Nothing?  Do  I  not  see,  that  all  the  life-bknd 
Has  left  your  cheeks — look  you  not  like  a  ghost  f 
l^hat  even  my  brother  but  allects  a  calmnsssl 

PAGE  {enter*). 
An  Aid-de-Camp  inquires  for  the  Count  Terlsky. 

[Tertsky /o2{oiM  the  Paoi. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Go,  hear  his  business. 

{To  Illo). 

This  could  net  have  happeoTd 
So  unsuspected  without  mutiny. 
Who  was  oo  guard  at  the  gates  ? 

uxo. 

T 
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WAZ.LXNBTBIN. 

Let  'nefenbech  leav6  guard  'without  delay, 
And  Tertaky'i  groiiadien  retieve  him. 

(Illo  is  gcing). 


Haft  thou  heard  aught  of  Buder  ? 

ILLO. 

Him  I  met : 
He  will  be  here  himself  immediyitely. 
Butler  remains  UTwhaken. 

[Illo  exiL   Wallknstxin  u  foUoufhig 

C0UNTS8S. 

Let  him  not  leave  thee,  sister !  go,  detain  him ! 
There's  some  misfixtane. 

DUCHESS  (dinging  to  him). 

Gracious  Heaven !  what  is  it  7 

WALLftNBTCIir. 

Be  tranquil '  leave  me,  sister !  dearest  wift ! 
We  are  in  camp,  and  this  is  naught  unusual ; 
Here  storm  and  sunshine  Miew  one  another 
With  rapid  interchanges.    These  fierce  spirits 
Champ  the  curb  angrily,  and  never  yet 
Did  quiet  bless  the  temples  of  the  leader. 
If  I  am  to  stay,  go  you.  The  plaints  of  wtymen 
lU  suit  the  scenes  where  men  must  act 

[Hb  if  going :  Tertbkt  retarns. 

TSKTSKl. 

Reman  here.    From  this  window  most  we 

WALLBN8TEIN  (to  (As  COUNTBM). 

Sister,  retire! 

OOUMTBBS. 

No— never. 

WALLBirmm. 

Tis  my  wilL 
noiTiKT  {Imit  the  Countess  aaidc,  «md  drawing  her 

attauion  to  As  Duchess). 
llieresa! 

DUCBESS. 

Sister,  come  t  since  he  commands  it 


If  should  have  heen  kep|iseci«t  fiom  die  aimy. 
Till  fintune  had  decided  for  us  at  Prague. 

TERT8KT. 

O  ifaat  tfiou  hadst  believed  me !  Tesier«vening 
Did  tve  conjure  thee  not  to  fet  that  skulker. 
That  ibx,  Octavio,  pass  the  gates  of  Pilsen. 
•Thou  gavest  him  diy  own  horses  to  flee  from  diee- 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  old  tune  still !  Now,  once  $>r  all,  no  mora 
Of  this  Buspickm-^it  is  doting  folly. 

TERTBKT. 

Thou  didst  4x>nfide  in  Isolani  too ; 

And  lo!  he  was  the  first  that  did  desert  thee. 


SCENE  vn. 


WALLElfSTBIW,  TEtTurr. 

WALLENSTEIN  i^epputg  to  the  umdom). 
What  DOW,  then? 

TERT8KT. 

tliere  are  strange  movements  among  all  the  troops, 

And  no  one  knows  the  cause.    Mysteriously, 

With  gloomy  silence,  the  several  corps 

Marriial  themselves,  eadi  under  its  own  banners. 

Tieftnhach's  corps  make  threat'ning  movements ;  only 

llie  PappenheimerB  still  .remain  doof 

In  their  own  quartan,  and  let  no  one  enter. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Does  Pfeeolomini  appear  among  them  f 

TERTBKY. 

We  are  seeking  him :  he  is  nowhere  to  be  met  with. 

WALLENflTTEIN. 

What  did  the  Aid-de-Camp  deliver  to  yon? 

TCRTSKY. 

My  ngiments  had  dispatched  him ;  yet  once  more 

Tiey  swear  fidelity  lo  thee,  and  wait 

The  shout  for  onset,  all  prepared,  and  eager. 

WALLENSmN. 

Jkl  whancu  aiose  this  larum  in  the  camp? 


WALLB.N8TE1H. 

It  was  but  yesterday  I  rescued  him 
From  alject  wretchedneab    Let  that  gn.by ; 
I  never  reclLon'd  ]ret  oa  gratitude. 
And  wherein  doth  he  wrong  in  going  iram  me  f 
He  follows  still  the  god  whom  all  his  life 
He  has  worshippM  at  the  gaming-table.    Vfit^ 
My  fortune,  axid  my  seeming  destiny, 
He  made  the  bond,  and  broke  it  not  with  me. 
1  am  but  the  ship  in  which  his  hopes  were  stow'd. 
And  with  the  which  well-pleased  and  confident 
He  traversed  the  open  sea ;  now  he  beholds  it 
In  eminent  jeopardy  among  the  coast-rocks. 
And  hurries  to  preserve  his  wares.    As  light 
As  the  free  bird  from  the  hospitable  twig 
Where  it  had  nested,  he  flies  afiT  from  me : 
No  human  tie  is  snapped  betwixt  us  two. 
Yea,  he  deserves  to  find  himself  deceived 
Who  seeks  a  heart  in  the  unthinking  man. 
Like  shadows  en  a  stream,  the  fonns  of  lifo 
Impress  their  characters  on  the  smooth  forehead. 
Naught  sinks  into  the  bosom*s  silent  depth : 
Quick  sensibility  of  pain  and  pleasure 
Moves  the  light  fluids  lighdy;  but  no  soul 
Warmeth  the  inner  frame. 

TERTSKT. 

Yet  would  I  rather 
Trust  the  smooth  brow  than  that  deep-fiirrow'd  oos 


SCENE  vm. 

WALLENSTEIN,  TeRTSKT,  Iu^O. 

ILLO  (who  enler§  agitated  with  rag^ 
TVeason  and  mutiny! 

TERTSKT. 

And  what  iurifaer  now  ? 

ILLO.  '' 

TiefenbacVs  soldiers,  when  I  gave  the  ordeis 
To  go  off  guard — Mutinous  villains ! 

w«n! 


Whatfolfowedr 

ILLO, 

lliey  refused  obedienoe  to  theoL 

TERTSKt. 

Fire  on  them  instantly !  Give  out  the  order. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Gently!  what  cause  did  they  assign? 

ILLO. 

No  other. 
They  said,  had  right  to  issue  orders  but 
lieutanant-General  Piooofomtitt. 
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WALMJOwram  (»  a  ammddm  </  ogcny). 


What?  How  ii  that? 


ILLO. 


Bb  takes  Uiat  oflSce  on  him  by  commuMOH. 
Under  agn-oiuiual  of  the  Emperor. 


ftm dio  Empnof^-hear'it  ifaoii,  Duk^? 

iuA>, 

At  hie  indtemeiit 

Tba  Genemb  made  that  ttealthy  flight— 

T£RT8KY. 

Duke!  hear'itthoa? 

ILLO. 

Can£Ea  too,  and  Montecuculi, 

An  mifldng,  with  9ix  other  General, 

All  whom  he  had  induced  to  follow  him. 

Tliis  plot  he  has  long  had  in  writing  by  him 

From  the  EiMperor ;  but  'twas  ImaUy  concluded 

With  all  the  detail  of  the  operation 

Soaie  days  ago  with  the  Envoy  Quettenbeig. 

[WALLXNnviN  mnk»  domn  into  a  chair,  and  cover* 

TXETBKY. 

0  hadst  thon  bat  believed  me ! 


WALLKNSTEiN  {metl*  AtHi  wiik  ouitprmd  arwu,  aai 

embraeet  him  with  wamUh). 
Come  to  my  heart»  qVI  comrade !  Mot  the  mm 
Looks  out  upon  us  more  revivingly 
In  the  earliest  month  of  spring, 
Than  a  fiiend's  countenance  in  such  an  hoar. 

BUTLER. 

My  Genenl:  I  coiim^^ 

WALLSNBTiiN  {komng  on  Butler's  thouUir^ 

Know'st  tbou  already  ? 
That  old  man  has  betivy*d  me  to  the  Emperor. 
What  say'sc  thou  f  Thirty  yean  have  we  together 
Lived  out,  and  held  out,  sharing  joy  and  haidshap 
We  have  slept  in  one  camp-bed,  drunk  fitan  erne  glasib 
One  morsel  shared !  I  lean*d  myself  on  Am, 
As  now  I  lean  me  on  thy  fiuthful  shoulder. 
And  now  in  the  very  moment,  when,  all  love. 
All  confidence,  my  bosom  beat  to  his, 
He  sees  and  takes  the  advantage,  slabs  the  knife 
Slowly  into  my  heart 

[He  hidu  hi»  fane  en  Butler's  hreuf 


SCENE  I^ 
7b  them  enter  the  Countess. 

COUNTEOa. 

This  suspense, 
Thb  horrid  fear — 1  can  no  longer  bear  it 
For  heaven's  aake,  (ell  me,  what  bos  taken  place  f 

ILLO. 

The  regimenta-are  all  ftlUng  off  from  us. 

TERTSKT. 

Octsvb  Bboolomitti  is  a  traiiorr 

COUNTESS. 

0  my  Cveboding !  [Rutihea  otU  ef  the  room. 

TERTSKT. 

Hadst  thou  but  believed  me ! 
Now  seest  thou  how  the  stars  have  lied  10  thee. 


WALLRNSTBIN. 

The  stars  lie  m»t;  bat  we  have  here  a  work 

Wrought  counter  to  the  stars  and  destiny. 

The  idence  is  still  honest :  this  false  heart 

Forces  a  lie  on  the  truth-telling  heaven. 

Od  a  divine  law  divination  rests ; 

Where  Nature  deviates  from  that  law,  and  stumbles 

Oat  of  her  limits,  there  all  science  eria. 

True,  1  did  not  suspect !  Were  it  superstition 

Never  by  such  suspicion  t'  have  affronted 

The  human  form,  O  may  that  time  ne'er  come 

In  which  I  riuone  me  of  the  infirmity. 

The  wildest  savage  drinks  not  with  the  victim. 

Into  whose  breast  he  means  to  plunge  the  sword. 

This,  this,  Octavio,  was  no  hero's  deed  r 

T  was  not  thy  prudence  that  did  conquer  mine ; 

A  bad  heart  triumph'd  o'er  un  honest  one; 

No  shield  received  the  assassin  stroke ;  thou  plungest 

Thy  weapon  on  an  unprotected  breast — 

Against  such  weapons  I  am  but  a  child. 


SCENE  X. 

To  theee  enter  Butler. 
TERTSKT  (  meeting  him). 


Okoktben!  Buder!  Here  we've  stiU  a  flieiid» 


SUTLER. 

Foiget  the  &]ae  one. 
What  is  your  present  purpose  7 

WALLBNaTEIN. 

Well  remembered  f 
Courage,  my  soul !  I  am  still  ndh  in  friends,    • 
Still  loved  by  Destiny  t  &r  in  the  Bioment, 
That  it  unmasks  the  plotting  hypocrite. 
It  sends  and  proves  to  roe  one  faithful  heart 
Of  the  hypocrite  no  more !  Think  not,  his  loss 
Was  that  which  struck  the  pang :  0  no !  his 
Is  that  which  strikes  this  pong !  No  mon  of  him! 
Dear  to  my  heart,  and  honor'd  were  they  both, 
And  the  young  man — yes — he  did  truly  love  me,    " 
He — ^he--has  not  deceived  roe.    But  enough. 
Enough  of  this — Swift  counsel  now  beseems  us, 
The  courier,  whom  Count  Kinsky  sent  from  Pragueb 
I  expect  him  every  moment :  and  whatever 
He  may  bring  with  him,  we  must  take  good  care 
To  keep  it  fiom  the  mutineers.    Quick,  then ! 
Dispatch  some  nwaenger  yeu  caa  rely  on 
To  meet  him,  and  conduct  him  to  ma 

pLLO  iegeing 

BUTLER  idetaudng  him}. 
My  General,  whom  expect  you  then  t    ' 


Who  brings 
Hem! 


WALLRNSTEIN 

The 
word  of  the  event  at  Prague 

BUTLER  (hetitathy(\. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

And  what  now  f 

BUTLiR. 

YoudonotkDDwitf 

WALLENSTEIN. 

BUTLER. 

From  what  that  lartun  in  the  caipp  arose  f 


Wellt 


From  what! 


WAUJENBTEIR. 

Btrnjou 
That  couriei 


WALLENSTEIN  {with  eogcT  expectation). 


IB5 


Went 
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BOTLXK. 

It  already 

TKKT8CT  and  iLLO  {ot  Ae  9ame  feme). 
Already  here  ? 

WALLEN8TKIN. 

My  courier  7 

BOTI.KR. 

^     For  ■ome  houn. 

WALLKN8TCIK. 

And  InoCknowitf 

BOTLKR 

The  tentinelff  detam  him 
Jjk  cotlody* 

IU.0  (ttttihping  mik  hit  fiat^ 
Damnation ! 

BUTLKE. 

And  hit  letter 
Wat  broken  open,  and  is  circulated 
Through  the  whole  camp^, 

WALLCN8TBIN. 

You  know  what  it 


here. 


Queation  me  not ! 


BUTIJCR. 
TBRT8KY. 

Illo !  aiaa  ibr  ua. 


WALLENSTKIN. 

Hide  nothing  from  me— 1  can  hear  the  wont 
Plmgue  then  ia  loat    It  ia.    Coili'eai  it  freely. 

BUTLKR. 

Tea !  Prague  it  loat    And  all  the  several  regiments 

At  Budweias,  Tabor,  Bninnau,  Konigingratz, 

At  Brun  and  Znaym,  have^  fomken  you, 

And  ta'en  the  oaths  of  fealty  anew 

To  the  Emperor.   Yourself,  with  Kinaky,  Tertaky, 

4nd  Illo  have  been  sentenced. 

[TKRTBKy  and  Illo  exprett  alarm  and  fury, 
Wallemstbin  rahaintjirm  and  coHected. 

WAU.BNSTEIN. 

Tiadedded! 
*Tia  well !  I  have  received  a  sudden  cure 
From  all  the  pangs  of  doubt :  with  aieady  siream 
Once  more  my  life-bloud  flows !  My  soul 's  secure ! 
In  the  night  only  Fried land*s  stars  can  beam, 
lingering  irresolute,  with  fitful  fears 
I  drew  the  sword — 'twaa  with  an  inward  atrife. 
While  yet  the  choice  waa  mine.  The  murderoua  knife 
la  lifted  for  my  heart!  Doubt  diaappeaia! 
I  fight  now  fer  my  head  and  for  my  life.    • 

[Exit  Wallbnbtkin  ;  (As  olkertfaOoiD  km. 


8CENB  XI. 


coiTNTBM  rBRTSKY  {oUert  fiom  a  tidMwm). 

I  can  endure  no  longer.  No ! 

[Lookt  artrnnd  her. 
Where  are  they  I 
No  one  ia  here.   They  leave  me  all  alone, 
Alone  in  ihia  sore  anguish  of  suspense. 
And  I  must  wear  the  outward  show  of  calmness 
Before  my  siiter,  and  shut  in  within  me  • 
The  pangs  and  agonies  of  my  crowded  bosom. 
It  ia  not  to  be  borne. — If  all  ahould  fail ; 
If— if  he  muat  go  over  to  the  Swedea, 
An  empiv-handed  fugitive,  and  not 
As  an  aUy,  a  covenanted  equal, 


A  proud  commander  with  hia  army  following ; 
If  we  moat  wander  on  from  land  to  famd. 
Like  the  Coimt  Palatine,  of  fellen  greatxioaa 
An  ignominiouB  monument — But  no.' 
That  day  I  will  not  see !  And  could  himaelf 
Endure  to  aink  ao  low,  I  would  not  bear 
To  aee  him  a^  low  aonken. 


SCENE  xn. 


CotTNTEaa,  DucHBsa,  Tiiekla. 
THKKLA  {endeavoring  to  hdd  badt  the  DucH 
Doar  mother,  do  stay  here ! 

DCCHESa. 

No!  Here  ia  yet 
Some  frightful  myateiy  that  ia  hidden  from  me. 
Why  doea  ray  aiaier  ahun  me  7  Don*t  I  tee  her 
Full  of  aoapenae  and  anguiah  roam  about 
From  room  to  room  f— Art  thou  not  full  of  terror f 
And  what  impoft  theae  ailent  nods  and  geaturea 
Which  atealthwise  thou  exchangest  i^th  her  7 


TRKKLA. 


Notoing- 


Nothing,  dear  mother ! 

wjcmaa  (to  the  CotrnmB). 

Sister,  I  will  know. 

COUNTBSS. 

What  boots  it  now  to  hide  it  from  her  7 

Or  later  ahe  mutt  learn  to  hear  and  bear  it 

Tia  not  the- time  now  to  indulge  infirmity; 

Courage  beaeenia  ua  now,  a  heart  collect, 

And  exerciae  and  previous  discipline 

Of  fortitude.    One  word,  and  over  with  it ' 

Sister,  you  are  deluded.    You  believo. 

The  Duke  has  been  depiMed — The  Duke  is  a/A 

Deposed — he  is 

THBKI.A  (going  to  the  Couirrea^ 

What  7  do  you  wkh  to  kill  bar  7 

covimas. 

The  Duke  ia 

thckla  {JJtromng  her  arwu  mnrnnd  her  wulhei). 
O  aland  firm!  stand  finn,  my  nothar. 

C0DNTB8& 

Revolted  ia  the  Duke ;  he  ia  preparing 
To  join  the  enemy ;  the  army  leave  bin. 
And  all  haa  feilU 


ACT  n. 

aCEUE  I. 

SoiNB— A  tpadiMt  room  in  the  Dincx  or  Fuedlabb'i 

Palace. 

(WALLBN8TEIN  M  armor). 
Thou  haat  gain*d  thy  point,  Octavw !  Once  waan  an  I 
Almoat  aa  friendlesa  as  at  R^ensbuig. 
There  I  had  nothing  left  rae,  but  myself^ 
But  what  one  man  can  do,  yOu  have  now  experianos 
The  twiga  have  yon  hew*d  off,  and  here  I  aland 
A  leafleaa  trunk.    But  in  the  aap  within 
Uvea  the  creating  power,  and  a  new  worid 
May  aprout  forth  from  it.    Once  already  have  I 
Proved  myself  worth  an  army  to  you — ^I  alone ! 
Before  the  Swediah  airength  your  troopa  had  melied, 
Beaide  the  Lach  aunk  Tilly,  your  bat  hopet 
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Into  Bivaiia,  like  a  winter  lorrent. 

Did  that  GoitaTCB  piNir,  aod  at  Vienna 

In  liis  own  pelaoe  did  the  Emperor  tremble. 

Sbldteis  n^re  sceive,  fiir  still  the  multitude 

Follow  the  luck':  all  eyes  were  tura'd  on  me». 

Their  helper  in  diatresa :  the  Emperor's  pride 

Bow'd  iiaelf  down  before  the  maniie  hsd  iiynrad. 

T  was  I  nmsC  rise,  and  with  creative  wwd 

Aaemble  forces  in  the  desolate  camps. 

I  did  «L    like  a  god  of  war,  my  name 

Went  through  the  worid.  The  drum  was  beat— and,  1o! 

The  plow,  the  work-shop  is  fomken,  all 

Swam  to  the  old  iuntliar  kmg-loved  bannen ; 

And  as  the  wood-choir  rich  in  melody 

AaemUe  qmck  around  the  bird  of  wdnder, 

When  fiiBt  his  throat  swells  with  his  magic  song, 

So  did  the  warlike  youth  of  Germany 

Crowd  in  arcyuid  the  image  of  my  eagle. 

I  feel  myself  the  being  that  I  was. 

It  ii  (he  soul  that  builds  itself  a  body. 

And  Friedland*s  camp  will  not  remain  unfiU'd. 

Lead  then  your  thousands  out  to  meet  me     true ! 

Tbey  are  aceusttmi'd  umtar  me  to  conquer. 

Bat  not  against  me.    It  the  head  and  Umbs 

Separate  from  eaelt  other,  'twill  be  soon 

Made  manifest,  in  Tihich  the  soul  abode. 

(Iixo  and  Txhtskt  enier), 
Coarage,  fiiends !  Courage !  We  are  still  un  vanquished ; 
I  feel  my  footing  firm ;  five  regiments,  Tertsky, 
Are  still  our  own,  and  Batter's  gallant  troops ; 
And  a  host  of  axceen  thousand  Swedes  to-morrow. 
I  was  ndC  stronger,  when  nine  yean  ago 
I  mareh'd  forth,  with  glad  heart  and  high  of  hope, 
To  conquer  Geraaany  for  the  Emperor. 


SCENE  n 


WiLUumnN,  Illo,  TcaTSi^r.  (7b  ikem  enter  Neu- 
mann, «a4o  2eada  Tbetsky  atide,  and  kdke  with 


What  do  they  want  t 

WALUCNffmir. 
What  BOW  r 

TX11T8KT. 

Ten  Coiraasien 
IVon  Fappenheim  request  leave  to  addrea  you 
hi  the  name  of  the  regiment 

WALLMHmm  {fitutUy  to  Nutmann). 

Let  them  enter. 

[Eat  NEOMAifir. 
This 
May  end  in  something.    Mark  you.   They  are  still 
DaubtfuU  and  may  be  won. 


SCENE  in 

WALLKHaraill,  TiRTBKT/  lUsO,  TlN  CtriKABBmu 
(fed  bf  an  AifsmaADK,*  aiareft  «p  emd  arrange 
Hemeehee,  after  the  word  of  command,  tn  me 
jnmt  before  the  Doks,  and  make  their  ebeieance. 
He  taieee  hie  hat  of,  and  inunediately  eaeere  him- 
jsy  agamy. 


Halt!  Fmoc!  F^eaent! 


*  AimwHsde.  m  GeriMii,  Gtfraiicr.  p  sdUiot  inOrior  to  a 
eoiporal,  but  above  tiie  Mntinela.  Tbe  Gflraiaa 
^hex  be  i»  exempt  from  aoaofing  foard. 
13  * 


WALLKN8TEIN  (after  hehae  run  tkroagh  them  with  hit 
eye^  to  Ike  Anspessajdb). 
I  know  thee  well.  -Thou  art  out  of  Briiggin  in  Flan- 
ders :  thy  name  is  Mercy. 

ANSPBSSADK. 

Henry  Mercy. 

WALIXNBTIIN. 

Thou  wert  cut  off  on  the  march,  suirounded  by 
the  Hessians,  and  didst  fight  thy  way  with  a  hun 
dred  and  eighty  men  through  their  thousand. 

AmiPEaaADB. 
T  waa  even  so,  General ! 

WALLENSTEIir. 

What  reward  hadat  thou  for  this  gallant  expiott? 

ANSPiaSAOB. 

That  which  I  asked  for:  the  honor  to  serve  m  dui 
corps. 

WALUCNSTKiN  (fjimtng  to  a  eecondy,        * 
Thou  wert  among  the  volunteers  that  seized  and 
made  booty  of  the  Swedish  tottery  at  Altenboig. 
fixcoND  cinaAasixB. 
Tes,  General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  foiget  no  one  with  whom  I  have  ezdmnged  wordfc 
(A  pauee).    Who  sends  you  f 

AN8PES8ADB. 

Your  ix>ble  regiment,  the  Cuiraaaien  of  PiooolominL 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Why  does  noTyonr  colonel  deliver  in  your  requert. 
according  to  the  custom  of  service  ? 

ANSPESSADX. 

Because  we  would  fiist  know  whpat  we  serve. 

WALLEN8TUN. 

Begih  your  address. 

AN8PX88ADE  (giving  the  word  ef  foamowl). 
Shoulder  your  arms ! 

WALLENSTEIN  {tuming  to  a  third). 
Thy  name  ia  Risbeck ;  Cologne  ia  thy  birtfa-idaca 

THIRD  CUIRASSIBK. 

Risbeck  of  Cologne. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

It  waa  thou  that  broughtest  in  the  Swedish  coUiiial 
Diebald,  prisoner,  in  the  camp  a(  Niirembeig. 

THIRD  C0IKA88IER.   ,' 

It  was  not  I,  General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Perfectly  right!  It  was  thy  eider  brother:  thouhadsl 
a  younger  brother  too:  where  did  he  stay  T 

THIRD  CUIRASSIER. 

He  is  stationed  at  Olmiiu  with  the  Imperial  army. 

WALLENSTEIN  (to  the  AnSPESSADE). 

^  Now  then — ^gin. 

AlfSPEflllADE. 

There  came  to  hand  a  letter  fiom  the  Emperor, 
Commanding  us 

WALLENSTEIN  dntemtpttng  him)* 
Who  chose  you  ? 

ANSPESSADE. 

Every  company 
Draw  its  own  man  by  lot . 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Now!  to  the  bosinera 

ANaPCSSADB. 

There  came  to  hand  a  letter  from  the  Eippenir» 
Commanding  us  collectively,  from  thee 
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All  duties  of  ebedienoe  to  withdraw. 
Because  thou  werl  an  enemy  and  tiattdr. 

WALLINSTEIN, 

And' what  did  you  defcermijief 

ANSPtSSADS. 

All  our  comrades 
At  Braunnau.  Budweiss,  Prague  and  Olmiitz,  have 
Obey'd  already ;  and  the  regiments  here,  - 
Tieienbach  and  Toacafiov  instantly 
Did  follow  their  example.    But — but  we 
Do  not  believe  that  thou  art  an  enemy 
And  traitor  to  thy  country,  hold  it  merely 
For  lie  and  trick,  and  a  irurap'd-up  Spanish  story? 

[Withvoarmih. 
Thyself  shalt  tell  us  what  thy  purpose  is, 
For  we  have  found  thee  still  sincere  and  true : 
Mo  mouth  shall  interpose  itself  betwixt 
The  gallant  General  and  the  gallant  troops. 

WAIXENSTCIN. 

Thereuk  I  recognize  my  Pappenhcimen. 

ANSPKaSADE. 

And  Uiis  (xtHweal  makes  thy  regiment  to  thee : 

Is  it  diy  purpose  merely  to  preserve 

In  thy  own  hands  this  miUtary  sceptre, 

Which  so  becomes  thee,  which  the  £mperor 

4llade  over  to  thee  by  a  covenant  ? 

Is  it  thy  porpose  merely  to  remain 

Supreme  commander  of  the  Austrian  armieb  f— 

W9  will  stand  by  thee.  General !  and  guaranty 

Thy  honest  rights  against  all  opposition. 

And  should  it  chance,  that  all  the  other  regiments 

Turn  from  thee,  by  ourselves  will  we  stand  forth 

Thy  ftithful  soldiers,  and,  as  is  our  duty. 

Far  rather  let  ourselves  be  cut  lo  pieces, 

Than  sufler  thee  to  falL    But  if  it  be 

As  the  Emperor's  letter  says,  if  it  be  true, 

Thilt  tnou  in  traitorous  wise  wiU  lead  us  over 

To  the  enemy,  which  God  in  heaven  .forbid ! 

Then  we  too  will  forsake  thee,  and  obey 

That  letter 

WALLEN9TKIN. 

Hear  me,  children ! 


AN8PB8SADK. 


Tliere  needs  no  other  answer. 


Tea,  or  no! 


VVALLENaTEIN. 

Yield  attention. 
You  're  men  of  sense,  examine  for  yourselves ; 
Ye  think,  and  do  not  follow  with  the  herd : 
And  therefore  have  I  always  shown  you  honor 
Above  all  others,  suflcr'd  you  to  reoson ; 
Have  treated  fou.  as  free  men,  and  my  orden 
Were  but  the  echoes  of  your  prior  sufingi 


ANSPESSAOE. 

Most  iair  and  noblo  haa  thy  conduct  been 

To  us,  my  General !  Wiih  ihy  confidence 

lliou  hast  honored  us,  and  shown  us  grace  and  favor 

Beyond  all  other  regimen  is ;  and  thou  see'st 

We  follow  not  the  cenunon  herd.    We  will 

Stand  by  thee  faitli  fully.    Speak  but  one  word — 

Thy  word  sliall  satisfy  us,  tiioi  it  is  not 

A  treason  which  thou  meditaie8t->-that 

Thou  meanest  not  to  lead  the  army  over 

To  the  enemy ;  rior  e'er  betray  thy  country. 

WAT.I.ENSTKIN. 

Me,  me  are  they  bctntyiiig.    The  Emperor 


Hath  sacrificed  me  to  my  Enemies, 
And  I  must  fall,  unless  my  gallant  troopi 
Will  rescue  me.    See  I  1  confide  in  you. 
And  be  your  hearts  my  atroag-biM !  At  thb  bri 
The  aim  ia  taken,  at  this  hoary  head. 
This  is  your  Spanish  gratitude,  this  is  our 
Requital  for  that  murderous  fight  at  Lutseo! 
For  this  we  threw  the  naked  breast  against 
The  halbert,  made  for  this  the  fioaen  earih 
Our  bed,  and  the  hard  stone  our  pillow !  never  1 
Too  tapid  for  us,  nor  wood  too  imfiervious : 
With  cheerful  spirit  we  punucd  that  Mansfield 
Through  all  the  turns  and  windtnfp  of  hia  flight ; 
Yea,  our  whole  life  wastnK  one  restless  march ; 
And  hom^lesc  as  the  stirring  wind,  we  travelled 
O'er  the  war^wasted  earth.  And  now,  even  now* 
That  we  have  well-nigh  finished  the  hard  toil. 
The  unthankful,  the  curse-laden  toil  o(  weapons^ 
With  foithful  inde&tigable  arm     * 
Have  rell'd  the  heavy  war-load  up  the  hill. 
Behold !  this  boy  of  the  Emperor's  bears  away 
The  honors  of  the  peace,  an  easy  prize ! 
He  *11  weave,  forsooth,  mto  his  flaxen  locks 
The  olive^wanch,  the  hard-eam'd  ornament 
Of  this  gray  head,  grown. gray  beneath  the  helmed 

ANBPE88AOE. 

That  shall  he  not,  while  we  can  hinder  it! 

No  one,  but  thou,  who  hast  conducted  it 

With  fame,  shall  end  this  war,  this  frightful  war. 

Thou  ledd'st  us  out  into  the  bloody  field 

Of  death  ;  thou  and  no  other  shall  conduct  us  bona, 

Rejoicing  to  the  lovely  plains  of  peace— 

Shalt  share  with  us  the  fruits  of  the  long  toil— 

WAIXBNBTEIN. 

What?  Think  you  then  at  length  in  late  old  age 
To  enjoy  the  fruits  of  toil  7  Believe  it  not. 
NoVQT*  no  never,  will  you  see  the  end 
Of  the  contest !  you  and  me,  and  all  of  ua. 
This  war  will  swallow  up !  War,  war,  not  peace, 
Is  Austria's  wish ;  and  therefore,  because  I 
Endeavor'd  after  peace,  therefore  I  foil. 
For  what  cares  Austria,  how  long  the  war 
Wears  out  the  armies  and  lays  waste  the  world  t 
She  will  but  wax  and  grow  amid  the  ruin. 
And  still  win  new  domains. 
[The  CuiroBsiars  espreta  agitation  by  Aeir  gtOntL 

Ye 're  moved — I  see 
A  noble  rage  flaili  from  your  eyes,  ye  i^arrion ' 
Oh  that  my  spirit  might  posseas  you  now 
Oaring  as  once  it  led  you  to  the  battle ! 
Ye  would  stand  by  nie  with  your  veteran  arms 
Protect  me  in  my  rights ;  and  this  is  noble ! 
But  think  not  that  you  can  accomplish  it. 
Your  scanty  number !  to  no  purpose  will  you 
Have  sacrificed  you  for  your  General. 

[Con/Sdca/wSjf 
No!  let  us  tread  securely,  seek  for  friends ! 
The  Swedes  have  proiTer'd  us  assistanoe.  let  ua 
Wear  for  a  while  the  appearance  of  ggod-will. 
And  use  them  for  your  profit,  till  we  both 
Carry  the  fate  of  Europe  in  our  hands. 
And  from  our  camp  to  the  glad  juhilant  world 
Lead  Peace  forth  with  the  garland  on  her  head! 

ANSPESSAOE. 

*Tis  then  but  mere  appearances  which  thou 
Dost  put  on  with  the  Swede  I    Tliou'il  ix>t  betray 

)88 


tHE  DEATH  OF  WALLENSTEIN. 


179 


The  Emperor  t  Wilt  not  turn  m  into  Swedes! 
This  if  &B  only  thing  wfaicit  we  desire 
To  leem  fiom  thee. 

wALLSMmm. 

What  oare  I  lor  the  Swedes  f 
1  hale  diem  as  I  hate  the  pit  of  hell. 
And  under  Pkovidenoe  I  trust  right  soon 
To  chase  them  to  their  homes  across  the  Baltic. 
My  cares  are  only  for  the  whole :  I  have 
A  heart— it  bleeds  within  me  Ihr  the  miseries 
And  piteous  groaning  of  my  fellow  GermanSi 
Ye  are  but  common  Aen,  but  yet  y«  think 
With  minds  not  common ;  ye  appear  to  me 
Worthy  before  all  othefs^  thai  I  whisper  ye 
A  little  word  or  two  in  confidence ! 
See  now !  already  for  foil  fifleen  yean' 
The  war-torch  has  oontUtued  homing,  yet 
No  rest,  no  pause  of  conffict.    Swede  and  Gennan, 
Papist  and  Latheran !  neither  wiU  give  way 
To  the  other,  every  hand 's  against  the  other.  * 
Each  «ie  is  pertf ,  and  no  one  a  judge.    ^ 
Where  shall  this  end  7  Where's  he  that  wUl  unravel 
Tliis  tangle*  ever  tangling  more  and  more. 
It  muat  be  cut  asunder. 
I  feel  diat  I  am  the  man  of  destiny, 
And  trust,  with  your  assistance,  to  accomplish  it 


SCENE  IV. 

To  them  enter  Bctler. 

BUTLER  (jxusionatdy). 
taeneral !  this- is  not  right ! 

WALLXN8TEIN. 

What  is  not  right  f 

BUTLKR. 

^  must  needs  injure  us  with  all  honest  men. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

But  what? 

BUTLER. 

It  ia  an  open  proclamation 
Of  insurrection. 

WALLENSTRIN. 

Well,  well-^but  what  is  it? 

BUTLER, 


SCENE  V. 

7b  iheae  mler  ihe  Duchess,  toho  mhea  into  the  Cham' 
&er.   Thekla  ajtd  the  Countess  foUow  her. 

DUC&ESS. 

0  Albrecht ! 
What  hast  thou  donet 

wallenstein. 

And  now  comes  tfaiw  beside. 

COUNTESS. 

Forgive  me,  brother !  It  was  not'  in  my  power. 
They  know  aU. 

DUCHE88. 

What  hast  thou  done  f 

COUNTESS  (to  TertskyX 
Is  there  no  hope  7  Is  all  lost  utterly  7 

tertsky. 
All  lost    No  hope.    Prague  in  the  Emperor'^  hands 
The  soldiery  have  la'en  their  oaths  anew. 

COUNTESS. 

That  lurking  hypocrite,  Octavio  I 
Count  Max.  is  off*  too  7 

TERTSKY. 

Where  can  he  be?  Hd's 
Gone  over  to  the  Emperor  with  his  fother. 

[Thekla  riMAes  out  into  the  arms  of  her  motieri 
?uding  her  face  in  her  bosoms 

DUCHESS  (infolding  her  in  her  arms). 
Unhappy  child !  and  more  unhappy  mother ! 

WALLENSTEIN  (a«u2e  to  Tertsky). 
Quick !   Let  a  carriage  stand  in  reacliness 
In  the  court  behind  the  palace.    Scherfenberg 
Bo  their  attendant ;  he  is  faithful  ta  us ; . 
To  Egra  he  'II  conduct  them,  and  we  follow. 

[To  Illo,  who  returns. 
Thou  hast  not  brought  them  back? 

illo. 

Hear'st  thou  the  uproar! 
The  whole  corps  of  the  Pappenheimers  is 
Drawn  out :  the  younger  Piccolomini, 
Their  colonel,  they  require :- for  they  affirm, 
That  he  is  in  the  palace  here,  a  pruoner ; 
And  if  thou  dost  not  instantly  deliver  him, 


S^^l*?*^^  regimenal  tear  the  Imperial  Eagle     ^hey  will  find  means  to  free  him  with  the  swoH. 


From  off  the  banners,  and  instead  of  it, 
faave  reared  aloft  thy  arms. 

ANBPBSflADE  {abruptly  to  the  Cuirassiers). 

Rightabout!  March! 
wallenstein. 
Coised  be  this  counsel,  and  accursed  who  gave  it! 

[To  the  Cviras^ers^  uAo  are  retiring. 
Halt,  children,  halt !  There's  some  mistake  in  this; 
Ilark ! — I  will  punish  it  severely.    Stop ! 
They  do  not  hear.  (To  Illo).  Go  after  them,  assure 

them, 
And  bring  them  beck  to  roe,  cost  what  it  may. 

[Illo  hurries  out. 
This  hurls  tis  headlong.    Butler!   Butler! 
Yoa  are  my  evil  genius :  wherefore  must  you 
Announce  it  in  their  presence  7  It  was  all 
In  a  fair  way.  They  were  lialf  won,  those  madmen 
With  their  improvident  over-re|uimeas — 
A  cruel  game  is  Fortune  playing  with  me. 
The  zeal  of  friends  it  is  that  razes  me, 
And  not  the  hate  of  enemies 


[AU  stand  amaxei. 


TERTSKT. 

What  shall  we  make  of  this  ? 


WALLENSTEIN. 

Said  I  not  so  ? 
.0  my  prophetic  heart !  he  is  still  here. 
He  has  not  betray'd  me — he  could  not  betray  me. 
I  never  doubted  of  it 

COUNTESS. 

If  he  be 
Still  here,  then  all  goes  well ;  for  I  know  what 

[Embracing  Thekla. 
Will  keep  him  here  for  ever. 

.      TERT8KY. 

It  can't  be. 
His  father  has  betrsy'd  ns,  is  g<me  over 
T\>  the  Emperor — ^the  son  could  not  have  ventured 
To  stay  behind. 

THEKLA  (her  eye  fixed  on  the  doory 


There  he  is ! 
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SCENE  VI 
7b  ikuetnUr  Max.  Pxooomivni. 

MAX. 

Tes !  here  he  is !  I  cfm  endure  no  longer 
To  creep  on  tiptoe  round  ihis  house,  and  luik 
In  ambuah  for  a  favorable  moneat: 
Thia  loitering,  this  suspense  exceeds  my  powers. 

{Admuuifig  U>  Thkkla,  who  has  tkroum  kerae^ 
»  into  her  mother' t,  anw^ 

Turn  not  thine  eyes  away.   O  leok  upon  nof^ ! 
Confess  it  freely  before  all.   Fear  no  one. 
Let  who  wiU  hear  that  we  both  love  each  other. 
Wherefore  continue  to  conceal  it  ?  Secrecy 
Is  for  the  happy — misery,  hopeless  misery, 
Needeth  no  evil !  Beneath  a  thousand  suns 
It  dares  act  openly. 

[He  dbeeroes  the  Countbss  loofdng  <m  Tiixkla 
viih  expreedone  <^' triumph. 
No, Lady!  No! 
Expect  not,  hope  it  not    I  am  not  come 
To  stay ;  tt>  bid  &rewell,  farewell  for  ever, 
. For  this  I  come !  'Tis  over!  I  must  leave  thee ! 
Thekla,  I  must — must  leave  thee !  Yet  thy  hatred 
Let  me  not  take  widi  me.    I  pray  thee,  grant  me 
Oqe  look  of  sympathy,  only  one  look. 
.Say  that  thou  dost  not  hate  me.^  Say  it  to  me,  Tliekla ! 

[Chaijpe  her  hand. 

0  God !  I  cannot  leave  this  spot — ^I  cannot! 
Cannot  let  go  this  hand.    0  tell  nie»  TheUa ! 
That  thou  dost  suffer  with  me,  art  convinced 
That  I  can  not  act  otherwise. 

[Thkkla,  avoiding  his  looh,  poitds  wUh  her  hani 
to  her  father.  Max.  turns  round  to  the  Dukk, 
whom  he  had  not  ^  then  peroeiMied. 
Thou  here  7  It  was  not  thou,  whom  here  I  sought 

1  trusted  never  more  to  have  beheld  thee. 
My  business  is  with  her  alone.    Here  will  I 
Receive  a  full  acquittal  from  this  heart-— 
Per  any  other  I  am  no  more  concenv'd. 

WALLStf  STEIN. 

Think'st  thou,  that,  fooMike,  I  shall  let  thee  g«, 
And  act  the  mock-magnanimous  with  thee  t 
Thy  father  is  become  a  villain  to  ne ; 
I  liM  thee  for  his  son,  and  nothing  more : 
Ifor  to  no  purpose  shalt  thou  have  been  giyen 
Into  my  power.    Thmk  not,  that  I  vnll  honor 
That  ancient  love,  which  so  rerooneleasly 
He  mangled.   They  are  now  past  by,  those  hours 
Of  friendship  and  forgiveness.    Hate  and  vengeance 
Succeed — *t  is  now  their  turp-«I  too  can  duow 
All  feelings  of  the  man  aside — can  prove 
Myself  as  much  a  monster  as  thy  father ! 

MAX.  (calmly). 
Thou  wilt  proceed  with  me,  as  thou  hast  power. 
Thou  know'st,  I  neither  brave  nor  fear  thy  nge^ 
What  has  detain'd  me  here,  that  too  thou  know'st 

['ndeing  Thxkla  by  the  hand. 
See,  Duke!  All — all  would  I  have  owed  to  thee. 
Would  have  received  from  thy  paternal  hand 
The  lot  of  blessed  spirits.    Thw  host  thou 
Laid  waste  for  eyei>--that  oancems  not  thee. 
Indifieient  thou  trsmplest  in  the  dust 
Their  happineai^  who  most  are  thine.    The  god 
Whom  thou  dost  sejrve,  is  no  benignant  deity. 


Like  as  the  Uind  iireooiicilaUia 

Fierce  element»  incapable  of.  compact; 

Thy  heart's  wilc^  impulse  only  dost  than  SaSkm^ 

WAUMsanoN* 
Thcu  art  tecrtbing  thy  own  felher's  heart 
The  adder!  O,  tke  charms  of  heli  o*erpo«vei^d  m^ 
He  dwelt  within  me,  to  my  inmoat  soul 
Still  to  and  fro  ha  pasa'd,  suspected  never! 
On  the  wide  ocean,  in  the  stany  heawB 
Did  miaa  eyies  seek  the  enemy,  wliom  I 
In  my  heait's  heart  had  fbUed !  Had  I  been 
To  Ferdintad  what  Ociavio  ww  to  me. 
War  had  I  ner*erd«noiiiiGed  againat  him.    Ifo^ 
I  never  ceuld  have  done  it   The  Enperar  ww 
My  austere  master  only,  not  my  fiiend. 
There  was  aUeady  war  'twixt  hiBi  and  me 
When  he  4laliver'd  the  Conmander'a  Staff 
Into  my  haadi ;  fer  there's  a  natval 
Unceasiiig  war  'twixt  cunning  and  ^mpifion  ( 
Peace  eziatS/only  betwixt  confidence 
And  faith.    Who  poisona  oonfidanca*  he  maricnn 
The  future  generationa. 

MAX. 

I  ^ill  not 

Defend  my  father.    Woe  is  me,  I  cannot ! 
Hard  deeds  and  laekless  have  ta'en  place ;  one  airae 
Drags  after  it  the  other  in  close  link. 


•I 


Bniobv  of 


have  here  Tentared  to  omK  a  coMiderable  __ 
I  fear  that  I  ihould  not  have  done  amiM,  bad  1 

this  Hbertr  mora  fVoqaeatty.   It  ia,  however, 

to  five  the  original  with  a  literal  traulatioQ. 

Weh  denen,  die  aaf  Dich  vaitraiio,  an-Diab 
Die  aiehre  Hiitle  ihrea  Gliickea  lehpeo, 
Gelockt  von  Deiner  geiatlichen  Geatah, 
Sehoell  unverhoflfl,  bei  ntechtlich  atiUer  Weile 
OBhrta  in  dem  luduchen  FeaeneUande,  kdal 
Sichaoa  nut  tebender  OewaJt,  nnd  wet 
Tieibt  iiber  alle  Pflanxuogen  der  Meoaehoa 
Der  Wilde  Strom  in  grauaender  Zerrtomng. 

WAIXBlfimN. 
BoacfaUdentDeinfaVatanHeim.  WiaDa*s 
Beaehreibit,  ao  iafa  in  seinem  Einceweide. 
In  dieaerechwaraon  Ueuchlen  Bmat  feataheL 
O,  nich  hat  Hsilenkunat  retaiiMbt !    Mir . 
Der  Abgraad  dea  veiffoe^teatao  der^Seiater, 
Den  Liif  eokundigaten  hereof,  jind  ateilt*  ifaa 
Ab  Freund  an  meine  Seite.    Wervermac 
Der  HcBlIe  Maefat  cu  widentaho !   Ich  soff 
Dea  Boailiafcen  aaf  an  oMioen  Baaen, 
Hit  meinem  Hersbiot  n«int  ioh  ihn,  eraoff  • 
Bioh  Khwelcend  vol!  an  meioer  Liebe  Brttrtaa« 
Ich  hatte  nimmer  Argea  geren  ihn. 
Wait  offea  liem  ich  dea  Gedankena  Thore, 
Und  warf  die  SchKiawl  woIm  Vonicht  wee 
Am  flteneahmuMl,  elo. 

irraRAL  TRANSLATION. 
Aka!  ftrtboae  who  plaoe  their  confidence  oo  tbee,  aial^ 
thee  lean  the  aaeare  hut  of  their  fortiine,  alland  bf  thy  hn#> 
tkitaUe  forak  Suddenlr.  onaxpededly.  in  a  BMwieaC  atiil  as 
night  there  ia  a  fennentation  in  the  treaoheriMia  sulfof  fire;  it 
diaohariea  itaelf  with  raging  force,  and  away  over  all  the  plao- 
tationa  of  men  drivea  the  wild  itream  In  IKghtAil  devaatatioo. 
JTsUmtUm.  Thou  art  portraying  thy  father*i  heart;  aa  tho* 
deecribeat.  even  ao  la  it  ahaped  in  hia  eotraila,  in  tha  bbek  hypo- 
^rite*a  braest  O.  the  art  of  hell  baa  deceived  me  I  The  Ahyia 
sent  up  to  me  the  moat  ipoUed  oTihe  spirila,  the  moetaUMU  ia 
liea,  and  placed  him  aa  a  friend  by  my  side.  Who  may  with 
stand  the  power  of  holll  I  took  the  bauliak  to  my  boeom,  with 
aiy  heart'a  blood  I  nonriah'd  hfan ;  be  racked  himaelf  glutfal  at 
the  breaata  of  my  lovo.  Inever  harboved  erU  towarde  him ; 
wide  open  did  I  leave  the  door  of  my  thooghtit  f  thi«waway 
the  key  of  wiaa  foreaight  In  the  atany  heaven.  ets.-^We  find 
a  difflcalty  in  believini  tha  to  have  bean  written  by  &lalfar 
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Bot  we  are  ianooenti  how  |uiTe  we  feOeik 

Ifilo  thii  circle  of  nahftp  and^goikf 

To  whom  have  we  been  fiulhleas  ?  Wherefore  mmt 

lie  evil  deeds  and  gnilt  recipiocal 

Of  our  two  laKhen  twine  like  terpeniB  round  mt 

Why  muflt  our  fiithen* 
UoconqiieraUe  hate  rend  os  asunder 
Who  love  each  other? 

« 

WALLENflnnt. 

Max.,  remain  with  me. 
Go  yon  not  fiom  me.  Max.!  Hark!  I  will  tell  thee— 
How  when  at  Prague,  our  winterquarten,  thou 
Wert  brought  into  my  tent  a  tender  boy, 
Not  yet  aocustom*d  to  the  German  winters; 
l%y  hand  was  frozen  to  the  heavy  colon ; 
lliou  wouldst  not  let  tfaenl  ga — 
At  that  tixne  did  I  take  thee  in  my  arms. 
And  with  my  mande  did  I  ooTer  diee ; 
I  was  thy  nurse,  no  woman  could  have  been 
A  kinder  to  thee ;  I  was  not  ashamed 
Tb  do  for  thee  all  little  offices. 
However  strange  to  me ;  I  tended  thee 
TQl  life  retnm'd ;  and  when  thine  eyes  first  open*d, 
1  Dad  thee  in  my  arms.    Since  then,  when  have  I 
Alter'd  my  feelbigs  towards  thee?'  Many  thousands 
Have  I  made  rich,  presented  them  with  lands ; 
Rewarded  them  with  dignities  and  honors ; 
Thee  have  I  Uwed:  my  heart,  myselit  I  gave 
To  thee !  They  all  were  aliens:  thou  wert 
Our  child  and  inmate.*  Max.!.  Thou  canst  not  leave 


me; 


I 


It  can  not  be ;  I  nay  not,  will  not  diink 
Tint  fiiax.  earn  leave  me. 

MAX. 

OmyGod! 

WALLENSmir. 

I  have 
Held  and  snatainVI  diee  from  thy  tottering  childhood. 
What  holy  bond  is  there  of  natural  love? 
What  human  tie,  that  does  not  knit  thee  to  me  f 
I  tove  ihee,  Max. !  What  did  thy  fitther  ibr  lihee. 
Which  I  too  have  not  done,  to  the  height  of  duty! 
Go  hence,  forsake  me,  serve  thy  Emperor ; 
He  will  reward  thee  with  a  pretty  chain 
Of  gold ;  with  his  ram's  fleece  wUl  he  reward  thee ; 
For  that  the  fiiend,  the  ftther  of  thy  youth. 
For  that  the  holiest  feeling  of  humanity, 
Was  nothing  wnrth  to  thee. 

MAX. 

O.God!  hdwcani 
Do  otherwise  ?  Am  I  not  forced  to  do  it. 
My  oath— my  duty^honor — 

WAU^niaTEIN. 

Howt  Thy  duty? 
DotytowluMf  Who  art  thou?  Max^!  bethink  thee 
What  duties  raayat  ikou  have?  If  I  am  acting 
A  criminal  part  toward  the  Emperor, 
It  is  my  crima^  not  thine.    Dost  thou  bdong 
To  thine  own  self?  Art  thou  thilie  own  coramanderf 
Sland'ft  thoo,  like  me,  a  fieeman  in  ihe  world, 
The  in  thy  actions  thou  shouldst  plead  free  agenqrf 


*  ritiitapooruidiiMdsqiistsnaarialioaofUis 
■■DitcitT  of  die  orifinal— 

8ie  aOt  wueo  Fbnndliiige^  Du  want 
DasKmddflsHaaM. 
laaMd  the  whole  HMech  ■  fai  the  bM  style  of 

iiwoMisI 


On  me  thou  'rt  planted,  I  am  thy  Emperor ; 

To  obey  me,  to  bdong  to  me,  this  is 

Thy  honor,  this  a  law  of  nature  to  thee ! 

And  if  the  planet,  on  the  which  thou  livest 

And  hast^thy  dwelling,  from  its  orbit  starts. 

It  is  not  in  thy  choice,  whether  or  no 

Thou 'It  follow  it,    Unfelt  it  whirls  thee  onward 

Together  with  his  ring  and  all  his  moons. 

With  little  guilt  stepp'st  thou  into  this  contest , 

Thee  will  the  world' not  censure,  it  will  praise  thea^ 

For  that  thou  held'st  thy  friend  more  woith  to  diea 

Than  names  and  infinenees  more  removed. 

For  justice  is  the  virtue  of  the  ruler. 

Affection  and  fklelity  the  sutgect's. 

Not  every  one  doth  it  beseem  to  question 

The  &i^  high  Arcturus.  Most  securely 

Wilt  thou  pursue  the  nearest  duty — let 

The  pilot  fix  his  eye  upon  the  pole^tar. 


SCENE  vn. 

To  theie  enter  Nxwhann. 

WALUCNBTEIN, 

What  now? 

NEWMANN. 

Tlie  Pappenheimers  are  dismounted, 
And  are  advancing  now  on  loot,  determined 
With  sword  in  hand  to  storm  the  house,  and  fi«6 
The  Count,  their  colonel. 

WALLEN8TKIN  (<0  TKRTSXT). 

Have  the  cannon  planted^. 
I  will  receive  them  with  chain^hot 

[Exit  TiRTBKr 
Pieacribe  to  me  with  sword  in  hand!  Go,  Neunannt 
^is  my  command  that  they  retreat  this  moment* 
And  in  their  ranks  in  siloioe  wait  my  pleasure. 

[Nkumann  estc  Iixo  sitpa  to  Ae  tmndam 

COVHTEMB. 

Let  him  go,  I  entrsat  thee,  let  him  gOb 

ILLO  {at  iht  wndtmy 
Hell  and  perdition ! 

WALUNSTEIir. 

What  is  it? 

ILJLO. 

They  scale  the  council-house,  the  roof's  oncover'd : 
They  levd  at  this  house  the  cannon 

MAX. 

Madmen 

ILLO. 

They  are  maknig  preparationa  now  to  fire  on  ui. 

DUCKX8S  AND  COUNTK88. 

Merciful  Heaven ! 

MAX  (to  Wallxnbtein). 
Let  me  go  to  them ! 

WALLZNaniN. 

Not  a  step! 
MAX.  {yMmg  to  Thxkla  and  ike  Docuna). 
Buttheir  life!  Thine! 

WALLKirSTXIlff. 

What  tidings  hring'st  thovuTerfid^ . 


SCENE  VnL 
7b  f&ese  Tk&tsst  (retummg^ 


TDLTBXT. 

Mesnge  and  greeting  fiom  our  faithful  regimanli 
Their  ardor  may  no  longer  be  cnrb'd  in. 
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They  entreat  permiision  to  commdnce  the  attaclc. 
And  if  thou  wouldat  but  give  the  word  of  onset, 
Tljey  could  now  charge  the  enemy  in  reaJ", 
Into  the  city  wedge  them,  and  with  ease 
O'erpower  theto  in  the  narrow  streets. 

.     ILLO. 

Ooome! 
Let  not  their  ardor  coot    The  soldievy 
Of  Buder's  corps  stand  by  us  iaithfully ; 
We  are  the  greater  number.    Let  us  chaige  them. 
And  finish  here  in  Pilsen  the  revolt 

WALLENiBTEIN. 

What?  riiall  this  town  become  a  field  of  slaughter, 

And  brother-killing  Discord,  fire-eyed, 

Be  let  loose  through  its  streets  to  roam  and  rage  f 

Shall  the  decision  be  deliver'd  over 

To  deaf  remorseless  Rage,  that  hears  no  leader? 

Here  is  not  room  for  batde,  only  for  butchery. 

Well,  let  it  be !  I  have  long  thought  of  it. 

So  let  it  burst  then! 

[Tuma  to  Max. 

Well,  how  is  it  with  thee  ? 
Wilt  thou  attempt  ^  heafc  wnth  me.    Away ! 
Thou  art  free  to  go.    Oppose  thyself  to  me. 
Front  against  firont,  and  lead  them  to  the  battle ; 
Thou'rt  skilled  in  war,  thou  hast  leam'd  somewhat 

under  me,     , 
I  need  not  be  ashamed  pf  ray  opponent, 
And  never  hadst  thou  fairer  opportunity 
To  pay  me  for  thy  schooling. 

COUNTX88. 

Is  it  then. 
Can  it  have  come  to  this  ?r^What!  Cousin,  cousin  1 
Have  you  the  heart  ? 

VAX. 

The  regiments  that  are  trusted  to  my  care 

I  have  pledged  my  troth  to  bring  away  from  Pilsen 

True  to  the  Emperor,  and  this  promise  will  I 

Afoke  good,  or  perish.    More  than  this  no  duty 

Requires  of  nie.    I  will  not  fight  against  thee, 

Unless  oompeird ;  for  though  an  enemy. 

Thy  head  is  holy  to  me  still. 

\Tu)OTeportMofca7man.  iLLOandTERisKYhirry 
(0  l%e  wtndoio. 


ILLO. 

Not  yet,  my  General ! 

COUNTESS. 

O,  hold  him!  hoMhim! 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

Leave  mo 

MAX. 

Do  it  not ; 
Nor  yet !  This  rash  and  bloody  deed  has  thrown  them 
Into  a  frenzy-fit—allow  them  time — — 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

Away!  too  long  already.have  I  loiter'd. 
They  are.  embolden'd  to  these  outrages. 
Beholding  not  my  face.    They  shall  behold 
My  countenance,  shall  hear  my  voice    ■ ' 
Are  they  not  my  troops  ?  Am  I  not  their  General, 
And  their  long-feqr'd  commander!  Let  me  see. 
Whether  indeed  they  do  no  longer  know  . 
That  oountenanpe,  which  was  their  sun  in  battle! 
From  the  balcony  (mark !)  I  show  myself 
To  these  rebellious  forces,  aod  at  once 
Revolt  is  mounded,  and  the  higb«woln  current 
Shrinks  back  into  the  old  bed  of  obedience. 
[Exit  Waujenstein:  Illo,  Teatskt,  and  Butlei 
foUow, 


What's  diat? 


WALLKNBTEIN. 
TERTSKT. 

He  foils. 

WAIXEN8TEIN. 

Falls!  who? 

ILLO. 

Tiefenbach's  corps 
DMchaiged  the  ordnance. 

WALLBNSTEIN. 

Upon  whom? 

ILLO. 

On  Neumann, 
Tuur  messenger. 

WALLEN8TEIN  (starting  up). 

Ha!  Death  and  Hell!  I  will— 

TERTSKT. 

Expose  thyself  to  their  blind  frenzy? 

DUCHESS  eme^  coirNTEaa. 

No! 

For  God's  sake,  no! 


SCENE  IX. 
Countess,  Duchess,  Max.  and  Thekla. 

oouirrass  (fo  the  DuGHsas). 
Let  them  but  see  him— there  is  hope  aiill,  sister. 

DUCHESS. 

Hope !  I  have  none ! 

MAX.  (who  during  (he  hut  scene  has  been,  alaniing  at 
dislamx  in  a  ^AsibU  shmggle  qffedings,  advancee). 

This  can  I  not  endure. 
With  most  determined  soul  did  I  oome  hither. 
My  purposed  action  seem'd  unblamable 
To  my  own  conscience — and  I  must  stand  here 
Like  one  abhorr'd,  a  hard  inhuman  being ; 
Yea,  loaded  with  the  curse  of  all  I  love ! 
Must  see  all  whom  I  love  in  this  sore  anguish. 
Whom  I  with  one  word  can  make  happy — O ! 
My  heart  revolts  within  me,  and  two  voices 
Make  themselves  audible  within  my  bosom. 
My  soul's  benighted ;  I  no  longer  can 
Distinguish  the  right  track     O,  well  and  truly 
Didst  Ihou  say,  fother,  I  rehed  too  much 
On  my  own  heart    My  mind  moves  to  and  fro— 
I  know  not  what  to  do. 

COUNTESS. 

What!  you  know  not? 
Does  not  your  own  heart  tell  you  ?  O !  then  I 
Will  tell  it  you.    Your  fother  is  a  traitor, 
A  frightful  traitor  to  us — ^he  has  plotted 
Against  our  General's  life,  has  plunged  us  all 
In  misery— and  you're  his  son !  'TIS  your's 
To  make  the  amende — Make  you  the  son's  fideli^ 
Outweigh  the  father's  treason,  that  the  name 
O^  Picoolomini  be  not  a  proverb 
Of  infomy,  a  common  form  of  cursing 
To  the  posterity  of  Wallenstein. 

MAX. 

Where  is  that  voice  of  truth  which  I  dare  follow? 
It  speaks  no  longer  in  my  heart    We  all 
But  utter  what  our  panonato  wishes  dictate : 
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0  that  an  aogel  would  deacend  fion  Heaven, 
And  flooop  for  me  the  right,  the  uncoirupted, 
With  a  pore  hand  fipom  the  pore  Fount  of  light, 

[HtM  eyet  glance  on  ThKKla. 
What  other  angel  seek  I  ?   To  this  heart, 
To^tiiis  unerring  heart,  will  I  tubmit  it ; 
Will  aak  thy  love,  which  has  the  power  to  hi 
The  happy  man  alone,  averted  ever 
From  the  diaquieted  and  guilty— coa«(  thou 
Still  love  me,  if  I  itay  ?  Say  that  thou  caiwt^ 
And  I  am  the  Dake*a— — 


COUNT] 

Think,  ni< 


Think  nothing,  Thekla ! 


Speak  what  ibaa/edeM, 

OOONTl 

Think  upon  jma  fitffaer. 

MAX. 

I  did  not  qneation  thee,  aa  Friedland's  daughter. 

Hiee,  Ae  beloved  and  the  unerring  god 

Within  thy  hean,  I  question.    What's  at  stake? 

Not  whether  diadem  of  royalty 

Be  to  be  won  or  not — that  might* st  thou  Ikink  on. 

Thy  fiiend,  and  his  soul's  quiet,  are  at  stake ; 

The  fortune  of  a  thousand  gallant  men. 

Who  will  all  follow  me ;  shall  I  forswear 

My  oath  and  du^  to  the  Emperor  7 

Say,  shall  I  send  into  Octavio's  camp 

The  parricidal  ball  f  For  when  the  ball 

Hsa  left  its  cannon,  and  is  on  its  flight. 

It  is  no  longer  a  dead  instrument! 

It  Uvea,  a  spirit  passes  into  it, 

The  avenging  furies  seize  posseanon  ef  it, 

And  with,  sure  malice  guide  it  the  worst  way. 


THXKLA. 


0! 


MAX.  (iatem^ptu^'  ha). 

Nay,  not  precipitately  either,  Thekla. 
I  nodeistand  thee.    To  thy  noUe  heart 
The  hardeat  duty  might  appear  the  highest 
The  human,  not  the  great  part,  would  I  act 
Even  from  my  childhood  to  this  present  hour. 
Think  what  the  Duke  has  done  for  me,  how  loved  me, 
And  think  too,  how  my  fother  has  repaid  him. 
0  likewise  the  free  lovely  impulses 
or.  hospitality,  the  pious  friend's 
Faithful  attachment,  these  too  ate  a  holy 
Religion  to  the  heart ;  and  heavily 
The  shudderings  of  nature  do  avenge 
Themselves  on  the  barbarian  that  insults  them. 
Lay  all  upon  the  balance,  all — then  speak. 
And  let  thy  heart  dedde  it 

THKKLA. 

O,  thy  own 
Hadi  hmg  Bgo  decided.   Follow  thou 
Thy  heart's  fint  feeUng 

ooont; 


Ohl  ill-fttBd  woman! 

THEKLA. 

b  it  possible,  that  that  can  be  the  right. 
The  which  thy  tender  heart  did  not  at  first 
Detect  and  seiae  with  instant  impulse?  Go, 
Fulfil  thy  duty!  I  shouhl  ever  k>ve  thee. 
Whate'er  thou  hadst  ehos^  thou  wooldst  still  have 
acted 


Nobly  and  worthy  of  thee — but  repentance 
Shall  ne'er  disturb  thy  soul's  fiiir  peace. 


MAXf 


Thenl 


Most  leave  thee,  must  pan  from. thee! 

THKKLA. 

Being  fidthful 

To  thine  own  self,  thou  art  foithfol  too  to  me :. 

If  our  fttes  part  our  hearts  remain  united. 

A  bloody  hatred  vnll  divide  for  ever 

The  houses  Piccolomini  and  Friedland ; 

But  we  belong  not  to  our  houses — Go ! 

Quick !  quick !  and  separate  thy  righteous  cause 

From  our  unholy  and  unblessed  one ! 

The  curse  of  Heaven  lies  upon  our  head: 

Tis  dedicate  to  ruin.    Even  me 

My  father's  guilt  drags  with  it  to  perditioou 

Mourn  not  for  me  : 

My  destiny  will  quickly  be  decided. 

[Max.  dasps  her  in  kit  armB  in  extreme  emoikn. 
There  is  heard  from  behind  Ike  Scene  a  hud, 
wOdt  long-continued  cry,  Vivat  Fkkdinan- 
Dus,  accompanied  by  warlike  InstrumeniM. 
Max  and  Thekla  remain  without  motiom 
in  eadi  other' e  embracest 


SCENE  X. 
To  them  enter  Txktsky. 
(X>dntkbb  imeeting  him). 

What  meant  diat  cry  ?  What  was  it! 

TXETBKY. 

All  is  lost! 

COnNTKSB. 

What!  they  regarded  not  hia  countenance ? 

TKKTSKT. 

Twas  an  in  vain. 

DUCHKSS. 

They  shouted  Vivat  f 

TKKTSKT. 

To  the  Emperor 

ooiTNms. 
The  traitors! 

TKKTSKT. 

Nay !  he  was  not  once  permitted 
Even  to  ad<}res8  them.    Soon  as  he  began. 
With  deafening  noise  of  warlike  instruments 
They  drown'd  his  words.    But  here  he  comes. 


SCENE  XI. 


To  1he$e  -mler  Wallknstein,  aecompamed  by  Illo 

OfufBUTLKK. 

WALLKNSTEIN  {fli  he  enters). 

Tertsky! 

TKKTSKT. 

My  General  ? 

WALLKNSTEIN. 

LetXNir  regiments  hold  themselves 
In  readiness  to  march ;  for  we  shall  leave 
Pilaen  ere  evening.  [Exit  Tketbkt. 

Butler! 

yUTLXK. 

Yes.  my  GeneraL 
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WALLKNSTXm. 

The  Governor  at  Egra  is  your  firiend 
And  toantryman.    Write  to  him  instantly 
By  a  post-courier.    He  must  be  advised, 
T%at  we  are  ^vith  him  early  on  the  monow. 
You  follow  OS  yottisel£  your  regiment  with  yoo. 

BUTLBE. 

It  shall  be  done,  my  General ! 

Wallenbtbin  (sfepf  between  Max.  ard  Thebxa,  vko 
have  renudned  during  tkie  time  in  eodk  oAer'e 
oroif). 

Put! 

MAX. 

OGod! 
[Cuiraerien  enter  with  'drawn  ewords^  and  auenMe  in 
the  bachgroiaid,  Aiihe  tame  time  the^v  are  heard 
from  hdow  tome  spirited  paiaagee  oiUqfIhe  Pt^ 
penheim  March,  which  $eem  to  addresa  Max. 
WALLBN8TEIN  (to  the  Cmtastiere)'   . 
Here  he  is,  he  is  at  liberty :  I  keep  him 
Ko  longer. 

[He  iunu  away,  and  standi  to  that  Max.  cannot 
.    past  by  Jam  nor  approadi  the  Pbimgxbs. 

max. 

Thou  know'st  that  I  have  not  yet  learnt  to  live 
Without  thee !  I  go  forth  into  a  desert. 
Leaving  my  all  behind  me.    O  do  not  turn 
Thine  eyes  away  from  me !  O  once  more  show  me 
Thy  ever  dear  and  honored  countenance. 

[Max.  attempta  to  take  hi*  handj  but  it  r^eOed; 
he  twTU  to  the  Countess. 
Is  diere  no  eye  that  has  a  look  of  pity  for  me  f 

[The  Countess  tume  away  from  Atm;  As  terns 
to  the  Duchess.         ^ 
Mjf  mother' 

DUCHEBB. 

Go  where  duty  calls  yon.    Haply 
The  tune  may  come,  when  you  may  prove  to  us 
A  true  fiiend,  a  good  angel  at  the  throne 
Of  the  Emperor. 

MAX. 

You  give  me  hope ;  you  woidd  not 
Sufler  me  wholly  to  despair.    No !  no ! 
Mine  is  a  certain  misery — ^Thanks  to  Heaven 
That  o&en  me  a  means  of  ending  it 

[7^  miUtary  music  begins  again.  T%e  stage  fUs 

more  cmd  more  with  armed  men.   Max.  sees 

Butler,  and  addresses  him. 
And  you  here.  Colonel  Builer — and  will  yon 
Not  follow  me  1    Well,  then !  remain  more  faithffa] 
To  3rour  new  lord,  than  you  have  proved  youTMlf 
To  the  Emperor.    Come,  Butler!  promise  me, 
Give  me  your  hand  upon  it,  that  you'll  be 
The  guardian  of  his  life,  its  shield,  iti  watohman. 
He  is  attainted,  and  his  princely  head 
Fair  booty  for  each  slave  that  trades  in  murder. 
Now  he  doth  need  the  faiihful  eye  of  friendjihip, 
And  hose  whom  here  I  see — 
'  [Catting  suspicious  looks  on  Iixo  and  Butler. 

ILLO. 

Go — seek  for  traitors 
In  Galas',  in  your  fother's  quarters.    Here  ■ 
Is  only  one.    Away !  away !  and  fiee  us 
From  his  detested  sight!  Away! 

[Max.  attempts  ones  more  to  approach  Thekla. 
WALLEN8TEIN  prtoenU  Aon.    Max.  stands 


trrvsolafB,  and>  m  e^parent  anguisk.  In  ike 
me&nr  time  the  atttgefiBM  mare  and  mfire;  cmd 
the  horns  sound  from  hdow  louder  and 
louder,  and  each  time  (rfler  a  shorter  inter- 
vaL 

MAX. 

Bkrw,  blow!  O  were  it  but  the 'Swedish  trarapels^ 
And  al^  the  naked  swords,  which  I  see  here. 
Were  phmged  into  my  bresst!  What  purpose  yoat 
You  come  to  tear  me  fiom  this  place !  Beware, 
Ye  drive  me  not  to  desperatioDd— >Do  it  aot ! 
Ye  may  repent  it! 

[The  skj^  is  entirely  filed  with  armed  men, 
Yet  more !  weight  upon  weif^t  to  drag  me  down ! 
Think  what  ye're  doi^g.    It  is  not  weU  dome 
To  chooee  a  man  despairing  for  yoor  leader; 
You  tear  me  from  my  happinns.    Well,  then. 
I  dedicate  yoor  souls  to  vengeance.    Mark ! 
For  your  own  ruin  you  have  chosen  me : 
Who  goes  with  me,  must  be  prepared  to  perish. 

[He  turns  to  the  boek-groumd,  there  eneuet  a  tud 
den  and  violent  mewment  among  the  Cmras 
tiers;  they  surround  him,  and  carry  kisn  egf 
inuHd  tumulL  WallemstriN  resMunsM' 
m4WiiUe.  Tbekla  sinks  into  her  msothet't 
arms.  The  curtain  fidls,  7^  wsusic  be- 
comes loud  and.  aeerpowering,  and  passes 
into  a  complete  war-march  the  ordketfra 
^'oiiis  it—<md  continuet  during  the  mtenal 
between  the  teoond  and  thirdJilte, 


Acrrn. 

SCENE  L 
ScBfis.^7^  BuRaoMAffTER's  Houte  at  ^ra. 
BUTLER  ijutt  arrived). 
Here  then  he  il,  by  his  destiny  conducted/ 
Here,  Friedlond !  and  no  farther!  From  Bohemia 
Thy  meteor  rose,  traversed  the  sky  awhile. 
And  here  upon  the  borders  of  Bohemia 
Must  sink. 

Thou  hast  forsworn  the  ancient  colors. 
Blind  man !  yet  tnistest  to  thy  ancient  fortunes. 
Profiiner  of  the  altar  and  the  hearth. 
Against  thy  Emperor  and  fellow^citixens 
Thou  mean*st  to  wage  the  war.  Friedland,  bewar»' 
The  evil  spirit  of  revenge  impels  diee — 
Beware  thou,  that  revenge  destroy  thee  not ! 


SCENE  n. 
Butler  and  Gordon. 


eOROON. 

Is  it  you  f 
How  my  heart  sinks !  The  Duke  a  fugitive  traitor! 
His  princely  head  attainted !  O  my  God ! 

BUTLER. 

You  have  received  the  letter  which  I  aeot  yon 
By  aposteouiierT 

GORDON. 

•  Yes :  and  in  obedienoe  to  it 
Open*d  the  strong-hold  to  him  without  acropler 
For  an  imperial  letter  orden  me 
To  follow  your  commands  implicitly. 
But  yet  forgive  me ;  when  even  now  I  mw 
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The  Duke  binself)  my  aeniplcf  reoommenced. 
For  truly,  not  like  an  attamted  man. 
Into  this  town  did  Friedl^  niBke  his  entrance ; 
Hii  wanted  nutfeaty  beam'd  from  hia  brow, 
Aad  cafan,  a*  in  the  dayi  when  all  waa  ngbt» 
Did  he  raceiye  fiom  me  the  aooou^  of  offioa. 
Til  aaid,  that  fallen  pride  leanu  oondeaaaMion : 
But  sparing  and  with  dignity  the  Duke 
Weighed  erery  ayllable  of  approbation. 
As  maateia  praise  a  servant  who  has  done 
Ha  dnty,  and  no  mor& 

yoTUau 

Tia  all  praeiaaly 
As  I  nkted  in  my  letter.    Friedland 
Has  sold  the  anny  to  the  enemy,  ^ 

And  pledged  himself  to  give  uplVagne  and  Egia. 
Oh  this  report  the  regiments  all  forsook  him, 
The  five  ezoepled  that  belopg  to  Teitaky, 
And  which  have  fellow'd  him,  as  thou  hast  seen. 
Hie  sentence  of  attainder  is  pass'd  on  him. 
And  eveiy  k^al  subject  is  required 
To  give  him  in  to  justice,  dead  or  living. 

OOADOM. 

A  tnitar  to  die  Emperor-^Soch  a  noble ! 

Of  such  high  talents !  What  is  human  graatnemf 

I  often  said,  this  can't  end  happily. 

His  mighv  hia  greatneas,  and  this  obscure  power 

Are  but  a  cover'd  pil-iall.  The  human  being 

May  not  be  trusted  to  self  government 

The  clear  and  written  kw,  the  deep-trod  ftot-marks 

Of  ancient  custom,  are  all  neceaaary 

Td  keep  him  in  the  road  of  faith  and  dbty. 

The  authority  intrusted  to  this  man 

Wss  unexamined  and  imnatural. 

rt  placed  him  on  a  Level  with  his  Emperor, 

Till  the  proud  soul  unleam'd  submission.  Woekme; 

1  mourn  ibr  him !  for  where  he  foil,  I  deem 

Might  none  stand  firm.   Alas !  dear  General, 

We  in  our  lucky  mediocrity 

Have  ne'er  experienced,  cannot  calculate. 

What  dangerous  wishes  such  a  height  may  breed 

In  the  heart  of  such  a  man. 

BUTLBX. 

Spare  your  lamentr 
THI  he  need  sympathy ;  for  at  this  present 
He  is  still  mighty,  and  stiU  formidable. 
The  Swedes  advance  to  £gra  by  forced  marches^ 
And  quickly  will  the  junction  be  accomplish'd. 
This  must  not  be !  The  Duke  must  never  leave 
This  strong-hold  on  free  footing ;  for  I  have 
Pledged  life  and  honor  here  to  hold  him  prisoner, 
And  your  assistanca  'tis  on  which  1  calculate. 

oo&Doir. 

0  fliat  I  had  not  lived  to  see  this  day ! 
FVom  his  bond  I  received  this  dignity, 
He  did  himself  intrust  this  strong.hold  to  me, 
Which  1  am  now  required  to  make  bis  dungeon. 
We  subalterns  have  no  will  of  our  own : 
The  free,  the  mighty  man  akme  may  listen 
1\»  the  (air  impulse  of  his  human  nature. 
Ah !  we  are  but  the  poor  tools  of  the  law, 
Ohedience  the  aole  virtue  we  dare  aim  at! 

BUTLER. 

TYay !  let  it  not  ofilict  you,  that  jrour  power 
li  circumscribed.    Much  liberty,  much  error ! 
The  narrow  path  of  duty  is  securest 


Anfl  all  then  have  <leserted  him,  ytm  say  f 
He  has  built  up  the  luck  of  many  thousands ; 
For  kingly  was  his  spirit :  his  full  hand 
Was  ever  open !  Many  a  one  from  dust 

[WUh  a  dy  gianee  on  ButUOl 
Hath  he  selected,  fi^nn  the  very  dust 
Hath  raised  him  into  dignity  and  honor. 
And  yet  no  friend,  not  one  friend  hath  he  purchaaad. 
Whoae  heart  beats'true  to  him  in  the  evil  hour 

BimJEB. 

Here  *8  one,  I  see. 

GOEDON. 

I  have  eiyoy'd  fhMn  him 
No  grace  or  fovor.    I  could  alraoat  doubt. 
If  ever  in  his  greamess  he  once  thought  on 
An  old  friend  of  his  youth.    For  still  my  office 
Kept  me  at  distance  from  him ;  and  when  first 
He  to  this  citadel  appointed  me, 
He  was  sincere  and  serious  in  his  duty. 
I  do  not  then  abuse  his  confidence, 
If  I  preserve  my  fealty  in  that 
Whidi  to  my  ft^lty  was  first  delivered 

BirrLKR. 
Say,  then,  will  you  fulfil  the  attainder  on  him  f 

GORDON  ipauaes  reflecting — then  as  in  deep  d^eetioK^ 
If  it  be  so — ^if  all  be  as  you  say — 
If  he  've  betray'd  the  Emperor,  his  master. 
Have  sold  the  troops,  have  purpoaed  to  deliver 
The  strong-holds  of  the  country  to  the  enemy->- 
Yea,  truly  I — there  is  no  redemption  for  lum ! 
Yet  it  is  hard,  that  me  (he  lot  dioukl' desdna 
To  be  the  instrument  of  his  perdition ; 
For  we  were  pages  at  the  court  of  Bergau 
At  the  same  period ;  but  I  was  the  senior. 

BOTLUL 

I  have  heard  so 

GORDON. 

Tis  full  thirty  yean  sinoe  then. 
A  youth  who  scarce  had  seen  hia  twentieth  year 
Waa  Wallenstein,  when  he  and  I  were  friends : 
Yet  even  then  he  had  a  daring  soul : 
His  frame  of  mind  was  serious  and. severe 
Beyond  his  years :  his  dreams  were  of  great  objects 
He  walk'd  amidst  us  of  a  silent  apirit, 
Coimniming  with  himself;  yet  I  have  knofvn  him 
Tmnsported  on  a  sudden  into  utterance 
Of  strange  conceptions ;  kindling  into  splendor 
His  soul  reveal'd  itseli^  and  he  spake  ao 
That  we  look'd  round  perplex'd  upon  each  other. 
Not  knowing  whether  it  were  craziness, 
Or  whether  it  were  a  god  that  spoke  in  him. 

BUTLER. 

Bos  was  it  where  he  foil  two  story  high 

From  a  window-ledge,  on  which  he  had  foUen  asleep 

And  rose  up  free  from  injury  ?  From  this  day 

(It  is  reported)  he  betroy'd  clear  marks 

Of  a  distemper'd  fimcy. 

GORDON. 

He  became 
Doubtless  more  se1f^i)wmpt  and  melancholy ; 
He  made  himself  a  Catholic.    Marvellously 
His  marvellous  preservaticm  had  transfbnnVI  him 
Thenceforth  he  held  himself  for  an  exempted 
And  pnvilcged  being,  and,  aa  if  he  were 
Incapable  of  diiziness  or  foil, 
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He  ran  alone  the  unsteaify  rope  of  life. 

But  now  our  destinies  drove  us  asunder ; 

He  paced  with  rapid  step  the  way  of  greatnc 

Was  Count,  and  Prince,  Duke-regent,  and  Dictator. 

And  now  is  all,  all  this  too  little  for  him ; 

He  stretches  forth  ^is  hands  ibr  a  king's  crown, 

And  plunges  in  unfathomable  ruin. 


BDTLER. 


No  more,  he  comes. 


SCENE  IIL 


To  lAe^e  enter  Wallenstein,  in  convenatun  with  the 

BUROOMABTER  of  EgrO. 

WAjLLENSTEIN. 

You  were  at  one  time  a  free  town.    I  see, 
Ye  bear  the  half  eagle  in  your  city  aims. 
Why  the  half  eagle  only  ? 

BURGOMASTER. 

We  were  free. 
But  ibr  these  last  two  hundred  yean  has  Egra 
Remain'd  in  pledge  to  the  Bohemian  crown ; 
There£>re  we  bear  the  half  eagle,  the  other  half 
Being  cancell'd  till  the  empire  ransom  us. 
If  ever  that  should  be. 

WALXiENSTEIN. 

Ye  merit  freedom. 
Only  be  firm  and  dauntless.    Lend  your  ears 
To  no  designing  whispering  court-minions. 
What  may  your  imposts  be  ? 

BURGOMASTER. 

So  heavy  that 
We  totter  under  them.  The  garrison 
lives  at  our  costs. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

I  will  relieve  you.    Tell  me, 

There  are  some  Protestants  among  you*  still  I 

[7%e  Burgomaster  hetUaiet, 
Yes,  yes ,-  I  know  it    Many  lie  concealed 
Within 'these  walls — Confess  now — ^you  yourself— 

[Fixu  his  eye  on  him.  7%e  Burgomaster  alarmed. 
Be  not  alarm'd.    I  hate  the  Jesuits. 
Could  my  will  have  determined  it,  they  had 
Been  long  ago  expell'd  the  empire.    Trust  me-* 
Mass-book  or  Bible — ^'tia  all  one  to  me. 
Of  that  the  world  has  had  sufficient  proof 
I  built  a  church  for  the  refbrm'd  in  Glogau 
At  tny  own  instance.    Herkye,  Burgomaster ! 
What  is  your  name  ? 

BUROOMABTER. 

Pachhalbel,  may  it  please  you. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Harkye* 

But  let  it  go  no  further,  what  T  now 
Disclose  to  you  in  confidence. 

[Laying  hie  hand  on  the  Burgomaster's  thotdder 
with  a  certain  edemniiy. 

The  times 
Draw  near  to  their  fulfilment.  Burgomaster ! 
The  high  will  fall,  the  low  will  be  exalted. 
Harkye !  But  keep  it  to  yourself!  The  end 
Ap]iroaches  bf  the  Spanish  double  monarchy^- 
A  new  arrangement  is  at  hand.  You  saw 
The  three  moons  that  appcar'd  at  once  in  the  Heaven. 


.  borgomastbr.- 
With  wonder  and  aflSight ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Whereof  did  two 
Strangely  transform  themselves  to  Uqody  daggers. 
And  only  one,  the  noddle  moon,  remain'd 
Steady  and  clear. 

burgomaster. 
We  applied  it  to  the  Turks. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  Turks !  That  all  ?— I  tell  you,  that  two  empixei 
Will  set  in  blood,  in  the  East  and  in,  the  West, 
And  Lutfa'ranism  alone  remain. 

[Obeerving  Gordon  -ami  Butler. 
r  faith, 
'Twas  a  smart  cannonading  that  we  heanl 
This  evening,  as  we  jonmey'd  hitberwanl ; 
'Twas  on  our  Ic^  hand.    Did  you  hear  it  here  t 

GORDOSr. 

Distinctly.  The  wind  brought  it  firom  the  South. 

BUTLER. 

Tt  seem'd  to  come  from  Weiden  pr  fiom  Neosladt 

WALLBNSTEIN. 

'Tis  likely.  Thaf 's  the  route  the  Swedes  are  taking. 
How  strong  is  the  garrison  ? 

GORDON. 

•Not  quite  two  hundred 
Competent  men,  die  rest  ore  invalids. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Good !  And  how  many  in  the  vale  of  Jocfaim. 

GORDON. 

Two  hundred  arquebuaiers  have  I  sent  thither. 
To  fortify  the  posts  against  the  Swedes. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Good  {  I  commend  your  foresight  At  jh»  works  tpo 
You  have  done  somewhaif 

GORDON. 

Two  additional  batteries 
I  caused  to  be  nm  up.    They  were  needed. 
The  Rhinegrave  presses  hard  upon  us.  General ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

You  have  been  watc^ul  in  your  Emperor's  service 
I  am  content  with  you,  lieutenanuColoneL 

[To  Butler. 
Release  the  outposts  in  the  vale  of  Jochim 
With  all  the  stations  in  the  enemy's  route. 

[7V>  Gordon 
Governor,  in  your  faithful  hands  I  leave 
My  wife,  my  daughter,  and  my  sister.    I 
Shall  make  no  stay  here,  and  wait  but  the  arrival 
Of  letters  to  take  leave  of  you,  together 
With  all  the  regiments. 


SCENE  IV. 
To  these  enter  Count  Tertbky. 

TERTSKT*. 

Joy,  Geneial ;  Joy !  I  bring  you  welcome  tidiqgp. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

And  what  may  they  be  ? 

TERTSKY. 

There  has  been  an  engageraeat 
At  Neustadt ;  the  Swedes  gain'd  the  victory. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

From  whe'nce  did  you  receive  the  intelligence  f 

196 


THE  DEATH  OF  WALLEN8TEIN. 


187 


TEKTSKY. 

K  coantiyman  from  Tirachenseil  oonvey'd  it. 
Soon  after  sunrise  did  the  fight  begin ! 
A  tiDop  of  the  IknperialistB  from  Fachau 
Had  forced  their  way  into  the  Swedish  cemp; 
The  cannonade  continued  full  two  houn ; 
There  were  left  dead  upon  the  field  a  thousand 
Imperialists,  together  with  their  Colonel ; 
Further  than  this  he  did  not  know. 

WALLEN8TEIN. 

How  came 
Imperial  troops  at  Neustadt?  Altringer, 
Bat  yesterday,  stood  sixty  nules  from  there. 
Count  Galas*  Ibrce  collects  at  Fiauenberg, 
And  have  not  the  ftiU  complement   Is  it  possible, 
That  Says  perchance  had  ventured  so  fax  onward  T 
It  caimot  be. 

TKKTSKT. 

We  shall  soon  know  the  whdle,        ^ 
For  here  comes  lUo,  fiill  of  haste,  and  joyous. 


SCENE  V. 

Yb  iheu  enter  Illo. 

nxo  (to  Wallenstkin). 
A  ooorier,  Duke !  h^  wishes  to  speak  with  thee. 

TiRtSKY  ^eagerly). 
Does  he  Ining  confirmation  of  the  victory  t 

W4IX.BN8TEXN  (of  ihe  soifie  time). 
What  does  he  bring  ?  Whence  comes  he  7 

iixo. 

From  the  Rhinegiave. 
And  what  he  brings  I  can  announce  to  you 
Beforehand.    Seven  leagues  distant  are  the  Swedes; 
At  NeuBladt  did  Max.  Piccoloidini 
Throw  himself  on  them  with  the  cavalry ; 
A  murderous  fight  took  place !  o'erpower'd  by  numbers 
The  Phppenheimers  all,  with  Max.  their  leader, 

[Wallenstein  Audders  and  turns  pale. 
Were  left  dead  on  the  field. 

WALLENSTKIN  (.after  a  pause,  in  a  Uw  voice). 
Where  is  the  messenger  ?  Conduct  me  to  him. 

fWALLEifSTEiN  ts  going^  toheu  Lady  Neubrunn 
nuAes  into  tie  room.  Some  Servants  fcUoa 
bert  and  run  across  the  siage, 

NXUBB.ONN. 

Help!  Help! 

iLLO  and  TE&T6KY  {ot  ihs  somo  time). 
What  now? 

NBUBRUNN.  , 

The  Princess! 

WALLKNSTEIN  and  TERT8KY. 

^  Does  she  know  it  ? 

NKUBRUNN  (at  the  same  time  with  them). 
Sw  ii  dying!     [Hurries  off  ihe  stagey  when  Wallen- 

8TEIN  and  Tertsky/oQoio  Aer. 


SCENE  VI. 
BoTLBR  and  Gordon. 

^  GORDON. 

What*sthisr 

bdtler. 
She  has  lost  the  man  she  loved^ 
zoung  Piccolomini,  who  fell  in  the  battle. 


«ORDON. 

Unfiirtunate  Lady ! 

BUTLKR. 

'   You  have  heard  what  IUq 
Reporteth,  tbat  the  Swedes  are  conquerors. 
And  marching  hltherward. 

""  GORDON. 

Too  well  I  heard  H 

BUTLBR. 

They  are  twelve  raiments  strong,  and  there  are  fira 
Close  by  us  to  protect  ihe  Duke.    We  have 
Only  my  single  regiment ;  and  the  garrison 
Is  not  two  hundred  strong. 

GORDON. 

Tis  even  so 

BUTLER. 

It  is  not  possible  with  such  small  force 
To  hold  in  custody  a  man  like  him. 

GORDON. 

I  grant  it 

BirrLKR. 
Soon  the  numbers  would  disum  vm, 
And  liberate  him. 

GORDON. 

'  It  were  to  be  fear'd. 

BUTLER  (fl/tm  a  pause). 
Know,  I  am  v^*arranty  fbr  the  event ; 
With  my  head  have  I  pledged  myself  for  his, 
Must  mi^e  my  word  good,  cost  it  what  it  will, 
And  if  alive  we  cannot  hold  him  prisoner. 
Why— death  makes  all  things  certain ! 

GORDON. 

Butler!  What, 
Do  I  understand  you  T  Gracnua  God !  You  could— 

BUTLER. 

He  must  not  live. 

GORDON. 

And  you  can  do  the  deed ! 

B17TLER. 

Either  you  or  L   This  rooming  was  his  last 

GORDON. 

Tou  would  assassinate  him.  - 

BUTLER. 

Tie  ray  purpose 

GORDON. 

Who  leans  with  his  whole  confidence  upon  you!    > 

BUTLER. 

Such  is  his  evil  destiny ! 

GORDON. 

Your  General! 
The  sacred  person  of  jrotu*  General! 

BUTLER. 

My  General  he  has  been, 

GORDON, 

That  'tis  only 
An  "  has  been  '*  washes  out  no  viUany. 
And  without  judgment  paas'd  ? 

BUTLER. 

Thd  execution 
Is  here  instead  of  judgment 

. GORDON. 

This  were  murder. 
Not  justice.    The  most  guilty  should  be  heard 

BUTLER. 

His  guilt  is  clear,  the  Emperor  has  poM'd  judgment, 
And  we  but  execute  his  will. 
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aoiLixAi. 

We  should  not 
Huny  to  realize  a  bloody  tentence. 
A  word  may  be  recall'd,  a  life  can  never  be. 

BUTLER. 

Dispatch  in  wrTice.  pleeaes  sovereigni. 

GORDON. 

No  honest  man's  ambitious  to  press  forward 
To  the  hangman's  service. 

BUTLKR. 

And  no  brave  man  iDses 
His  color  at  a  daring  enterprise. 

GORDON. 

A  brave  man  hazards  life,  but  not  his  oonacience. 

BirrLBR.. 
What  then?  Shall  he  go  forth,  anew  to  Undlo 
The  unextinguishable  flame  of  war  t 

GORDON. 

Seize  him,  and  hold  him  prisonei^-do  not  lg|l  ban ! 

BUTUBR. 

Had  not  die  Emperor's  army  been  defeated, 
I  might  have  done  so  — ^But  'tis  now  pas^  bjr. 

GORDON. 

O,  wherefore  open'd  I  the  strong-hold  to  him  f 

Atlkr. 
His  destiny  and  not  the  place  destroys  him. 

GORDON. 

Upon  these  ramparts,  as  beseemM  a  soldier, 
I  had  fidlen,  defending  the  Emperor's  citadel ! 

BUTLKR. 

STosi  ai^  a  thousand  gallant  men  have  perish'd ! 

OORDON.     - 

Doing  their  dut]r — that  adorns  the  man ! 

But  murder's  a  black  deed,  and  nature  curses  it 

BUTLKR  {hringM  out  a  paper). 
Here  is  the  manifesto  which  eommandt  us 
To  gain  possession  of  bin  person.    See — 
It  is  addreas'd  to  you  as  well  as  me. 
Are  you  content  to  take  the  consequences, 
If  throu^  our  feult  he  escape  to  the  enemy  ? 

GORDON. 

I  f  Gracious  God  I 

BUTLER. 

Take  it  on  youselC 
Come  of  it  what  it  may,  on  you  1  lay  it 

GORDON. 

0  God  in  heaven ! 

BI7TLER. 

Can  you  advise  aught  else 
Wherewith  to  execute  the  Emperor's  purpose  f 
Say  if  you  can.    Fori  deare  his  fell. 
Not  his  destruction. 

GORDON.  ^ 

Merciful  heaven !  what  must  be 

1  see  as  dear  as  you.    Yet  still  the  heart 
If^thin  my  bosom  beats  with  other  feelings! 

BUTLER. 

Bfine  is  of  harder  stuff!  Necessity 

In  her  rough  school  hath  steel'd  me.    And  this  Hid 

And  Tert^  likewise,  they  must  not  survive  him. 

GORDON. 

I  feel  no  pang  ibr  these.   Their  own  bad  hearts 
ImpelVd  them,  not  the  influence  of  the  stars, 
'Twaslfaey  who  strew'd  the  seeds  of  evil  passioDi 
la  his  calm  broast,  and  with  officious  villany 


Water'd  and  nurs'd  the  pou'nous  plants.    May  tfaaf 
Receive  ffaeir  eamestB  to  die  uttermost  mite ! 

tUTLKR. 

And  their  death  shall  precede  his! 

We  meeint  to  have  taken  diem  alive  this  eyening 

Amid  the  meny-oiaking  of  a  feast. 

And  keep  them  prisoners  in  the  citadels 

But  this  makes  ^rter  vrork.    I  ^  this  instsnl 

To  give  the  necessary  oideia. 


scBME  vn. 

Sb'cheaB  enter  Illo  amt  TntncY. 

TKRTSKT. 

Our  Inck  is  on  the  turn.    To-morrow  come 
The  Swedes — twelve  thousand  gallant  wanion,  IDo 
Then  straightways  for  Vienna.    Cheerily,  finend ! 
What!  'meet  such  news  with  such  a  ndoody  fecef 

ILLO. 

It  lies  vdth  us  at  present  to  prsseribe 

Laws,  and  take  vengeance  on  those  worthless  trsiton 

Those  skulking  cowards  that  deserted  us ; 

One  has  already  done  his  bitter  penance. 

The  Picoolomini :  be  lus  the  fete 

Of  all  who  vinsh  us  evil !  lliis  flies  sun 

To  the  old  man's  heart ;  he  has  his  whole  life  loog 

Fretted  and  toil'd  to  raise  his  ancient  house 

Fro9i  a  Count's  tide  to  the  name*of  Prinee ; 

And  now  must  seek  a  grave  for  his  only  aoo. 

BUTLKR. 

Twas  pity,  though !  A  youth  of  such  heroic 
And  gentle  temperament!  The  Duke  himselC 
Twas  easily  seen,  how  near  it  went  to  his  heart 

ILLO. 

Hark  ye,  old  friend !  That  is  the  very  point 
That  never  pleased  me  in  our  General — 
He  ever  gave  the  preference  to  the  Italians. 
Yea,  at  this  very  moment,  by  my.  soul ! 
He'd  gladly  see  us  all  dead  ten  tiroes  over. 
Could  he  thereby  recall  his  friend  to  lifeu 

TERT8KT. 

Hush,  hush!   Let  the  dead  rest!  Thia  evenm^i 

business    > 
Is,  who  can  feirly  drink  the  other  down — 
Your  regiment,  lUo!  gives  the  entertainment. 
Come !  we  will  keep  a  merry  eamival — 
The  night  for  once  be  day,  and  'mid  fhll  glanes 
Will  we  expect  the  Swedish  avant-giirde. 

ILLO. 

Yes,  let  us  be  of  good  cheer  for  to4ay, 
For  there's  hot  vrark  before  us,  friends !  This  swoid 
Shall  have  no  rest,  till  it  be  badied  to  the  hilt 
bi  Austrian  blood. 

GORDON. 

Shame,  shame!  what  tslk  is  thii 
My  Lord  Field  Marshal  ?  Wherefbre  foam  you  so 
Against  your  Emperor  f 

BUTLKR. 

Hope  not  too  much 
From  this  first  victory.    Bethink  yon,  sirs ! 
How  rapidly  the  wheel  of  Fortune  turns; 
The  Emperor  still  is  formidably  strong. 

ILLO. 

The  fimperor  has  soldiers,  no  e<Mnmand«r 
For  this  King  Ferdinand  of  Hungary 
Is  but  a  ^rro.   Galas f  He's  no  luck, 
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And  WM  of  old  the  roiner  of  aimiei. 

And  then  thie  yiper»  this  OctaTio, 

b  eicdleot  at  ■labfaiog  in  the  beck. 

Bat  tte'er  raeeti  Fkiedlend  in  die  open  fleld. 


Trot  me,  my  fiiends,  it  cannot  hut  nicceed  { 
Fortune,  we  know,  can  ne*er  fbnake  the  Duke! 
And  only  onider  Walledeaein  can  Amtiia 
iecQBqoarar. 

ILLO. 

The  Duke  will  eoon  aaeofble 
Aai^dyanqr:  all  eonwe  crowding,  ■Hnaming 
To  biimeB,  dedjcete  by  deitiny, 
To  iame,  and  pnmptnm  fivtune.    I  behoM 

Old iimei eone  back  again!  he  wiQ  become 
Onoe  mora  dM  nighty  Lord  which  he  haa  been. 
How  win  the  ftob,  who've  now  dewrled  him. 
Look  thenf  I  cant  bat  laugh  to  think  of  them, 
For  hodi  will  he  piennt  to  all  hia  fiiemh. 
And  Uke  a  Ktog  and  Empenr  fewaid 
Trae  iBrvioea ;  but  we*ve  the  neaieK  ofadnia. 

[7b  Gordon 
Ton  will  not  be  ieigotten,  Govenor! 
Bell  take  you  from  thia  neat,  and  bid  you  ahine 
In  higher  atation:  your  fidelity 
WeU  rnerila  it 

GORDON. 

I  am  content  already, 
And  wiah  to  dimb  no  higher;  whwe  graat  height  ia. 
The  fidl  moat  needa  be  great   **  Great  height,  great 
depth." 

ILLO. 

Here  you  hare  no  more  boaineaa,  ibr  toHmonow 
The  Swedea  will  take  poaaeaaion  of  the  cttadeL 
Come,  Tertaky,  it  ia  aopper-time.    What  think  yon  f 
Nay,  shall  we  hare  the  State  iliuminated 
In  honor  of  the  Swede  7  And  who  refiiaea 
Tt  do  it  ia  a  Spaniaid  and  a  traitor. 


BUTLCR. 

Do  aa  he  ordered  you.    Send  round  patools. 
Take  meaaurea  for  the  citadeFa  aecuri^; 
When  they  are  within,  I  doae  the  caatle-gate 
That  noting  may  tranapire. 

GORDON  («MfA  eaneti  onneCy). 

Otk\  haatenocao! 
N17,  atop;  ftat  fell 


Nty!  Nay!  not  dial,  it, will  not  pleaae  the  Dnke^ 

ILLO. 

What!  we  are  maateia  here ;  no  aoul  ahall  dare 
Avow  himaelf  imperial  where  we've  the  rule. 
Gordon!  good  night,  and  ibr  the  laat  time,  take 
A  &ir  leave  of  the  place.    Send  out  patro)* 
To  make  aecure,  the  Watch-word  may  be  alter'd 
At  the  atn^  of  ten ;  deliver  in  die  keya 
To  the  Duke  himaelf,  and  then  yoo  've  quit  ibr  ever 
7our  wardahip  of  the  gatea,  for  on  to-monow 
The  Swedea  will  take  poaaeaaion  of  the  citadel 

TRRTaKT  (oa  Aa  it  gohtg,  to  Butler). 
Too  come,  dwugh,  to  the  caade  7 


Attheiight'linei 
[Exmmi  TUIT8KY  and  Iixa 


SCENE  vm. 

GoRiiON  and  Butler. 


Ton  have  heard  already 
To-morrow  to  die  Swedea  behmga.   TUa  night 
Alone  ia  oora.    They  make  good  expedition. 
But  we  wfll  make  atiU  greater.   Fare  you  well 

GORDON. 

Ah !  your  looka  tell  me  nodking  good.   Nay,  Buder 
I  pray  you,  proniae  me ! 

BXTFLER. 

The  aun  haaaet; 
A  fatefVd  evening  doth  deacend  upon  U4, 
And  bringa  on  their  long  night!  Their  evil  ataia 
Deliver  them  unarm'd  into  our  handa, 
And  fiom  their  drunken  dream  of  golden  fortunea 
The  dagger  at  their  heart  ahall  rooae  them.    Well* 
The  Duke  waa  ever  a  great  calculatoi , 
Hia  fellow-men  were  6gurea  on  hia  cheaa-board. 
To  move  and  iltation,  aa  hia  game  required. 
Other  men'a  honor,  dignity,  good  name. 
Did  he  ahift  like  powna,  and  made  no  conacience  of  it 
Still  calculating,  calculating  atill ; 
And  yet  at  laat  hia  calculation  provea 
Emmeoua;  die  whole  game  ia  loat ;  and  lo! 
His  own  life  will  be  found  among  the  fbrleim. 

GORDON. 

0  diink  not  of  hia  errora  now ;  remember 
Hia  giotttiieaa,  hia  munificence,  think  on  aH 
The  lovely  featurea  of  hia  character, 

On  all  the  noble  exploita  of  hia  life. 
And  let  them,  like  an  angel'a  aim,  unaeen 
Arreat  the  biled  awoid. 

9UTLER. 

It  ia  too  late. 

1  aofler  not  myaelf  to  feel  compaaaion. 
Dark  thoughta  and  bloody  are  my  duty  now : 

[Orating  Gordon's  AantL 
Gordon !  'tia  not  my  hatred  (I  pretend  not 
To  love  the  Duke,  and  have  no  canae  to  love  him). 
Yet  'tia  not  now  my  hatred  that  impeb  me 
To  be  hia  murderer.    Tm  hia  evil  &te. 
Hoatile  oooevmneea  of  many  eventa 
Control  and  aubjugate  me  to  the  c^Boe. 
In  vain  the  hmnan  being  mediiatea 
Free  action.    He  ia  but  the  wire-woric'd*  pnppet 
Of  the  blind  Power,  which  out  of  hia  own  cfadoe 
Createa  ibr  him  adread  neceaaty. 
What  too  would  it  avail  him,  if  there  were 
A  aomething  pleading  for  him  in  my 
Still  I  muat  kill  him. 


Gordon  (Uokmg  after  them). 
Unhappy  men !  How  free  from  all  foreboding ! 
They  ntth  into  the  ouiapread  net  of  murder, 
In  the  blind  dmnkenneoi  of  victory ; 
I  have  no  pity  for  dieir  fate.    Thia  Illo, 
^^  overflowing  and  foolhardy  villain, 
^W  viould  &in  bathe  himaelf  in  hia  Emperor'a 
fakxxU- 


GORDON. 

If  your  heart  apeak  to  yptt 
Follow  ila  impulae.    Tia  the  voice  of  God. 
Think  you  your  fortunea  will  grow  proaperoDS 
Bedew'd  widi  blood— hia  blood  t  Believe  it  not ! 


•  We  doobt  the  proprietr  of  pattiof  to  Maaphemoaa 
aMotinUMmoath  efaarcfaaraetar.  T« 
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BUTLBK. 

Tou  know  not  Aak  not!  Wherefore  should  it  happen. 
That  tl^e  Swedes  gain*d  the  victory,,  and  hasten 
With  snch  forced  marches  hitherward  7  Fain  would  I 
Have  given  him  to  the  Emperor's  mercy ^-^OoidOin ! 
I  do  not  wish  his  blood — ^But  I  must  ransom 
The  honor  of  my  wond^T— it  lies  ^i  pledge— 

And  he  must  die,  or 

[Pasnonatdy  grouping  Gokdos'b  hand. 
Ldsten  tlien,  and  know ! 
I  am  diahonor'd  if  the  Duke  escape  ub« 


GORDON. 


O!  to  save  such  a 


BUTLXR. 

What! 


GORDON. 

Jt  is  worth 
A  sacrifice^— CoQie,  fiiend !    Be  noble-minded ! 
Our  own  heart,  and  not  other  hien's  opinions. 
Forms  our  true  honor. 

BUTLER  (foUh  a  cold  and  haughty  air), 
'  He  is  a  great  Lord, 

This  Duke — and  I  am  but  of  mean  importance. 
This  is  what  you  would  say  7   Wherein  concerns  it 
The  world  at  lai^e,  you  mean  to  hint  to  me, 
Whether  the  man  of  low  extraction  Jteeps 
Or  blemishes  his  honor — 
So  that  the  man  of  princely  rank  be  saved  ? 
We  all  do  stamp  our  value  on  ourselves. 
The  price  we  challenge  for  ourselves  is  given  us. 
There  does  not  Uve  on  earth  the  man  so  station'd, 
That  I  despise  myself  compared  with  him. 
Man  IB  made  great  or  little  by  his  own  will ;     - 
Because.  I  am  true  to  mine,  therefore  he  dies. 

GORDON. 

I  am  endeavoring  to  move  a  rock. 

Thou  hadst  a  mother,  yet  no  human  feelings 

I  cannot  hinder  yon,  but  may  some  God 

Rescue  him  flom  you !  >  \Esii  Gordon. 


SCENE  IX. 


BUTUER  (a2ofw). 
I  treasured -my  good  name  all  my  lifo  long; 
The  Duke  has  dieated  me  of  life's  best  jewel, 
So  that  I  blush  before  this  poor  weak  Gordon  * 
He  prizes  above  all  his  fealty ; 
Hjs  conscious  soul  accuses  him  of  nothing ;' 
In  oppositioa  to  his  ovm  soft  heart 
He  subjugates  himself  to  an  iron  duty. 
Me  in  a  weaker  moment  passion  warp*d ; 
I  stand  beside  him,  and  most  ieel  myself 
The  worse  man  of  the  twa  What,  though  the  world 
Is  ignorant  of  my  purposed  treason,  yet 
Owb  man  does  know  it,  and  can  prove  it  loo— 
I£gh-minded  Picooloinini ! 
There  Uves  the  man  who  can  dishonor  me ! 
This  ignominy  blood  alone  can  cleanse ! 
Duke  Friedland,  thou  or  I — ^Into  my  own  hands 
Fcwtune  detivers  me — ^The  dearest  thing  a  man  has 
is  himself 

(7^  curfom  drop») 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L 

ScKNX— Bitf2er's  Chamber. 

BuTLEB,  Major,  and  Gerjlij>in. 

BUTLER. 

Find  me  twelve  strong  Dragoons,  aim  lliani  wiA 

pikea. 
For  there  must  be  no  firing—- 
Conceal  them  somewhere  near  the  banqueNnrm, 
And  soon  as  the  dessert  is  served  ap,  rush  all  in 
And  ciy — ^Who  is  loyal  to  the  Elmpeiorf 
I  will  overturn  the  table — while  you  atladc 
lUo  and  Tertsky,  end  dispatch  them  bodi. 
The  casde^palace  is  well  barred  and  guaided. 
That  no  intelligence  of  this  proceeding 
May  makfi  its  way  to  the  Duke. — Go  instaiiify; 
Have  you  yet  sent  for  Captain  Devereox 
And  the  Macdooald  ?    '    ■ 

GERALDIN. 

They*]]  be  here  ancD. 

[Exit  Gbraldiji. 

BITTLER. 

Hera's  no  room  for  delay.  The  citixenB 
Declare  for  him,  a  dizzy  drunken  spirit 
Possesses  the  whole  town.   They  see  in  the  Duke 
A  Prince  of  peace,  a  founder  of  new  ages 
And  golden  times.    Arms  too  have  been  given  out 
By  the  town-council,  and  a  hundred  citizens 
Have  volunteer'd  themselves  to  stand  on  guard 
Dispatch  then  be  the  word.   For  enemiea 
Threaten  us  fiom  without  and  fiom  within. 


SCENE  n. 


Butler,  Captain  Deverbux,  and  Macdonald. 

MACDONALD. 

Here  w«  are,  GeneraL 

DEVERBUX. 

What's  ID  be  the  watdi-word \ 

BUTLER. 

Long  liva  the  Emperor ! 

BOTH  (reooiSi^y. 
Howf 

BUTLER. 

Live  the  Hooae  of"  Austris! 

DEVERBUX. 

Have  we  not  sworn  fidelity  to  Friedland  t 

MACDONALD. 

Have  we  not  march'd  to  this  place  to  pniCect  himt 


Protect  a  traitor,  and  his  country's  eoeaxy  t 

DEVEREUX. 

Why,  yes !  in  his  name  you  administer'd 
Our  oath. 

KACDONALDu 

And  followed  him  younolf  to  Egra. 

BUTLER. 

I  did  it  the  more  surely  to  destroy  him 

DEVEREUX. 

So  then! 


MACDONALD. 

An  alter'd  case ! 
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BDTLER  (to  DeTEREUX)* 

Thou  wretched  man! 
So  ettOy  leflireit  ihaa  thy  oath  and  colon? 

DETKBEUX. 

Th«  devfl  I — I  imt  ibiiow'd  your  example. 
If  yoD  could  piove  a  Tillain,  why  not  we  f 

MACDONALa 

WeVe  nought  to  do  with  thinking — that's  your 


Ton  are  our  Genexal,  and  give  out  the  orders ; 
We  follow  yott,  dumgh  the  track  lead  to  hell 

BOTLXR  {{gtpeased). 
Good  then !  we  know  each  other. 

KACDONALD. 

I  should  hope  so. 

DEVERSUX. 

Soldiers  of  fortune  are  we— who  hids  most, 
He  has  us 

MACDONAUX 

Tife'enso! 

BOTLBE. 

Well,  for  the  present 
Ye  nrast  remain  honest  and  faithful  soldiers. 


We  wish  no  other. 

butt.br. 

Ay,  and  make  your  fbrtnnea. 

MACnONXLD. 

That  MstiU  better. 

BUTLEB. 

Listen! 

BOTH. 

We  attend. 

BirrLBR. 
It  M  the  Emperor's  will  and  ordinanoe 
To  seize  the  person  of  the  Prinoe-duke  Friedland, 
Alive  or  dead. 

DBVBRBUX. 

|t  nms  so  in  the  letter. 

MAODONALDb 

AliTe  Of  dead— these  were  the  very  words. 

BUTLER. 

And  he  shall  be  rewarded  fiom  the  State 
In  hmd  and  gold,.v^  profleia  aid  thereto. 

DEVf^REUX. 

A7!  that  sounds  weU.  The  v)ordt  sound  always  well 
That  trsvel  hither  from  the  Court.    Yes !  yes ! 
We  know  already  what  Court-words  import 
A  golden  chain  perhaps  in  sign  of  fiivor. 
Or  sn  old  charger,  or  a  parchment  patent. 
And  such  likow — The  Ptince-duke  pays  better. 

MACnONALD. 

Tes, 
The  Diike*s  a  splendid  paymaster. 

BUTLER. 

All  over 
With  that,  my  fiiends !  His  lucky  stars  are  set 

KACDONAUK 

And  is  that  oertiint 

BUTLER. 

Tou  have  my  woid.fbr  it 

DEVEREUX. 

His  lucky  fortunes  all  past  by  ? 

BUTLER. 

For  ever 
He  IS  as  poor  as  we. 


KACnONALD. 

As  poor  as  we  t 

DEVEREUX. 

Maedonald,  well  desert  him. 

•  BUTLER. 

Well  desert  him* 
Full  twenty  thousand  have  dpne  that  already ; 
We  must  jo  more,  my  countrymen !  In  short — 
We — we  must  kill  him. 

BOTH  (jUartmg  back). 
Killhim! 

BUTLER. 

Yes!  must  kill  him; 
And  for  that  purpose  have  I  chosen  you. 

BOTH. 

Us' 

BUTLER. 

You,  Caplsin  Devereux,  and  thee,  Maedonald 

DEVEREUX  (fl/ter  a  pauae). 
Choose  you  some  other. 

BUTLER* 

WhotT  art  dastardly? 
Thou,  with  full  thirty  lives  to  answer  ibr— 
Thou  conscientious  of  a  sudden? 

DEVEREUX. 

Nay, 
To  nsmtsninntft  our  Lord  and  Gener^ — 

MAODONALD. 

To  whom  we  've  sworn  a  soldi^Fs  oath — 

BUTLER. 

The  oath 
Is  null,  for  Friedland  is  a  traitor. 

DEVEREUX. 

No,  no!  it  is  too  bad ! 

MACDONALD. 

Yes,  by  my  soul ! 
It  is  too  bad.    One  has  a  oonscience  ux^^ 

DEVEREUX. 

If  it  were  not  our  Chieflain,  who  so  long 

Has  issued  the  commands,  and  claim'd  our  duty. 

BUTLER. 

Is  that  the  objection  ? 

DEVEREUX. 

Were  it  my  own  ftther^ 
And  the  Emperor's  service  should  demand  it  of  me. 
It  might  be  done,  perhaps — But  we  are  soldiers, 
And  to  assassinate  our  Chief  Commander, 
That  is  a  sin,  a  foul  abomination. 
From  which  no  Monk  or  Confessor  absolves  us 

BUTLER. 

I  am  your  Pope,  and  give  you  absolution. 
Determine  quickly! 

DEVEREUX. 

Twill  not  do. 

MACDONALD. 

T wont  do. 

BUTLER. 

WeU.  off  then !  and— eend  Pestalutz  to  me. 

DEVEREUX  (AesiWes). 
The  Pestalutz— 

MACDONALD. 

What  may  you  want  with  hun  \ 

BUTLER. 

If  you  r^ect  it,  we  can  find  enough — 

DEVEREUX. 

Nay,  if  he  must  fall,  we  may  earn  the  bounty 

SOI 
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As  well  as  any  other.    What  think  yon, 
Brother  Macdonald? 

IflACDOKALIk 

Why,  if  he  muH  fill. 
And  wiU  fiill,  axi4  it  can*t  be  otherwise, 
One  would  not  give  place  to  this  Pestalnts. 

DKVBRSUZ  (after  tome  r^UetUm). 
When  do  you  purpose  he  should  fall  f 

BDTLER, 

This  night 
TVHnomw  wiH  die  Swedes  be  at  our  gates. 

DKVCBXI7Z. 

Ton  take  upon  you  all  the  oonsequencea  * 

<BUTUUU 

I  take  the  whole  upon  me. 

DXVKEKnZ. 

And  it  is 
The  Empeior's  wlllr  his  express  absdale  wiUf 
For  we  have  instances,  that  folks  may  like 
The  murder,  and  yet  hang  the  murderer. 

BtrruBR. 
The  mamftstoflayv—alive  or  dead. 
Alive — *tis  not  ponihle — ^you  see  it  is  noC 

DBVKBBUX. 

Well,  dead  then!  dead!  But  how  can  we  come  at  him? 
The  town  is  fiU'd  with  Tertsky's  soldiery. 

lUCDONAUK 

Ay!  and  then  Tertsky  still  remains,  and  Illo— 


To  run  him  throu^  the  body  in  retain. 

A  coat  that  is  iar  better  and  fiir  warmer 

tMd  the  Emperor  give  to  him.  the  Prinoe*s  mantle 

How  doth  he  thank  the  Emperor  f  With  revolt, 

.And  treason.  • 

DKVXREUX. 

That  is  tnift    The  devil  take 
Bach  diankeiB !  Ill  dispatch  him. 

BUTLKR. 

And  wouldst  qiu«| 
Thy  conscience,  diou  |ias(  naught  to  do  but  simply 
Pull  off  th^  coat ;  so  canst  thou  do  the  deed 
With  Ught  heart  and  good  spirils. 


With  these  you  shall  begin — ^^u  understand  me  t 

DEVSREUX. 

Howf  And  must  they  too  pensh! 

BUTLER. 

Theyth0£lst 

MAODOlfAUX 

Hear,  Deverenx!  A  bfeedy  evening  this. 

DKVERfcCrX. 

Have  yon  a  man  fiir  thatt  Commission  mfr.— 

BtTTLER. 

Tis  given  In  trust  to  Mi^or  Geraldln ; 
This  is  a  carnival  night,  and  there's  a  feast 
Given  at  the  castle— there  we  shall  surprise  them, 
And  hew  them  down,    llie  Pestalutz,  and  Lesley 
Have  that  oommission — soon  as  that  is  finish'd — 

DEVKREUX. 

Hear,  General !  It  will  be  all  one  to  you — 
Harkye,  let  me  exchange  with  Geraldin. 

BUTLER. 

Twill  be  <he  lesser  danger  with  the  Duke. 

DEVEREUX. 

Danger!  the  devil!  What  do  you  think  me.  General  ? 
Tis  the  Duke's  eye,  and  not  his  sword,  I  ftar. 

BUTLER. 

~Yhat  can  his  eye  do  to  thee  f 


Dtoth  and  hell ! 
Thou  know'st  dmt  I*m  no  mift-sop,  General ! 
But  'tis  not  eight  days  since  the  Duke  did  send 
Twenty  gold  ineoes  for  this  good  wann  coat  • 
Which  I  have  on !  and  then  for  him  to  see  me 
Standing  before  him  with  the  pike,  his  murderer, 
That  eye  of  his  looking  upon  this  coat — 
Why — ^why— the  devil  fetch  me!  I'm  no  milk^sop! 

BUTLER. 

The  Duke  presented  thee  this  good  warm  coat, 
And  thim  a  needy  wight*  hast  pangs  of  ooosdanoe 


DEVEREUX. 


Ton  are  rig^t 


That  did  not  strike  me.   Ill  pull  off  the 
So  there's  an  end  of  it 

MACDONALDk 

Yes*  but  there's  another 
Print  to  be  thought  6C 

BUTLIR. 

/  And  what's  fluu,  MandonaM 

HAODONALa 

What  avails  sword  or  dagger  asaitat  kim  t 
He  is  not  to  be  wounded — he  is — 

BUTLER  (tlartmg'vp). 

What? 

^  MACliONALDL 

Safe  against  shot,  and  stab  and  flash !  Hsid  fissov 
Secured,  and  warranted  by  the  black  art  j 
His  body  is  impenetrable,  I  tell  you. 

DEVEREUX. 

In  Inglestadt  thero  was  just  such  another : 
His  whole  skin  was  the  same  as  steel ;  at  last 
We  were  obliged  to  beat  hka  down  with  gnnslockf 

MACDONALD. 

Hear  what  I'll  da 


WeUr 

MACDONALD). 

In  the 

There's  a  Dominican,  my  countryman. 
I'll  make  him  dip  my  sword  snd  pike  for  me 
In  holy  water,  and  say  over  them 
One  of  his  strongest  blessings.  That's  iwobatunL 
Nothing  can  stand  'gainst  that 

BUTLER* 

~  So  do.  MacdnMld 
But  now  go  and  select  from  out  the  regiment 
Twenty  or  thirty  able4iodied  fellows, 
And  let  them  take  the  oaths  to  the  Empeior. 
Then  when  it  strikes  eleven,  when  the  first  loonds 
Are  pass'd,  conduct  them  silently  as  may  be 
To  the  house— I  will  myself  be  not  &r  ofll 

DEVEREUX. 

But  how  do  we  get  through  Hartschier  and  Gordoo 
That  stand  on  guard  there  in  the  inner  cfaamhert 

BOTIXR. 

I  have  made  myself  acquainted  with  die  plaeew 
I  lead  you  through  a  back-door  that's  defended 
By  one  man  only.   Me  my  rank  and  ofltee 
Give  access  to  the  Duke  at  every  hour, 
I'll  go  before  you — ^with  one  pooianl-stroke 
Cut  HariBchier's  windpipe,  and  make  way  for  you 

DEVEREUX. 

And  when  we  are  there,  by  what  moans  shall  we  ftfl 
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The  Dake^s  bed-chsmber,  withourhis  alanniog 
The  wrranti  of  the  Court ;  for  he  has  here 
A  DomenNi*  oonpany  of  foUowen  t 

BUTLER. 

The  ettendanli  fin  the  right  yiing ;  he  halet  biufle, 
And  lodgee  io  th^  left  wing* quite  alone. 

DKVKREUX. 

Were  it  well  ovei^^ey*  Macdonald  t  I 
Feel  qoeerly  cm  the  occanon,  devil  knows  I 

lUCDONALD. 

And  1  too.  Tie  too  great  a  penonage. 
People  will  bold  as  for  a  brace  of  villaioa. 

BDTLBR. 

In  plentsr,  honor,  iplendor^Yoa  miy  nfely 
Laugh  at  the  people's  babble. 

DKVSREUX. 

If  the  bnrineM 
Sqoaret  with  one's  honor— if  that  be  quite  certain^ 

BUTLER. 

Set  your  hearts  quite  at  ease.  Te  save  for  FeidioMid 
Htt  Crown  and  Empire.  The  reward  can  be 
No  raiall  one. 

DKYKREUX. 

And  'til  his  purpose  to  "dethrone  the  Emperor? 

BUTLER. 

Yes ! — ^Yes  I — to  rob  him  of  his  Crown^  and  life. 

DEVEREUZ. 

And  he  must  foil  by  the  executioner's  handa. 
Should  we  deliver  him  up  to  the  Emperor 

AUtb? 

BUTLER. 

It  wove  his  certain  destiny. 

DEVEREUZ. 

WeU!  WeD!  Came  then.  Msodonald,  he  shall  wit 
Lis  hag  in  pain. 
(fnanC  Botlke  ikrough  om  door^  MACStotUMJD  amd 
Dbverbux  Iknmgk  tke  oAtr. 


SCENE  m. 


ScnnH-A  OeCfcii&ond^Zoomyii/iarfmeitf  Af  tAsDucBBss 
Friedland's.  Thbrla  on  a  teal^pdle,  her  eyes 
cUmd.  The  Duchess  and  Lady  Neubrunn 
huiiedabotaher.  WALLENSTEiNanJtAe Countess 
m  cmscrsalMm. 

WALLENSTDN. 

Bow  knew  she  itso  soon  ? 


00UN1 

She  seems  to  have 
Foreboded  nme  nuBfertune*    The  report 
Of  an  engagementf  in  the  which  had  fallen 
A  colonel  of  the  lm,perial  army,  frighten'd  her.    ' 
I  nw  it  instantly.    She  flew  to  meet 
The  Swedirii  oouim,  and  with  sudden  questioiung, 
Soon  wrested  fiom  him  the  disastrous  secret. 
Tbo  late  we  misii'd  her,  hasten'd  after  her, 
We  fosnd  her  lying  in  his  arms,  all  pale 
Aod  inaswooB. 

WALLBNSTE1N. 

A  heavy,  heavy  blow ! 
Andibeaomipiepaied'  Poor  child!  Howisitt 

[Turnup  to  Ae  Oughbib. 
b  die  eoninff  a>  hon^lf ' 

DnmEW. 

Her  ejres  are  opening. 


ftaUTei. 
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THEILLA  {Iqoktng  around  ker)> 
Where  am  I  ? 

WALLEMBTEIN  (iteps  to  her,  Touing kertq>inkia arwU^ 
Come,  cheerly,  TheUa !  be  my  own  bmve  gitl ! 
See,  there's  thy  loving  mother.    Thou  art  in 
Thy  father's  anna. 

THEKLA  (atandtng  «p). 

Where  is  he  f  Is  he  gone  f 

DUCHESS. 

Who  gone,  my  daughter  f 

TtfEKLA. 

He— the  man  who  uttor'd 
That  woid  of  misezy. 

DUCHESS. 

O!  think  not  of  it^ 
MyThekla! 

WALLElfSTEIN. 

Give  her  sorrow  leave  to  talk ! 
Let  her  complain — taiingle  your  teaiB  with  hen^ 
For  she  hath  suffered  a  deep  anguirii ;  but 
She'll  rise  superior  to  it,  for  my  Thekk 
Hath  all  her  father's  unsubdued  hearL 

THEKLA. 

I  am  not  ill.  See,  I  have  power  to  stand. 

Why  does  my  mother  weep  ?    Have  I  alaim'd  bar  I 

It  is  gone  by^l  recollect  myself— 

[She  auU  her  eyes  round  the  rooiHt  <u  eedang  umm 
one. 
Where  is  he  f  Please  you,  do  not  hide  him  fiom  m^. 
You  see  I  have  strength  enough :  now  I  will  hear  him. 

NDUCRE88. 

No,  never  shall  diis  messenger  of  evil 
Enter  again  into  thy  presence,  Thekla ! 

THEELA. 

My  fother— 

WALLENSTEUV. 

Dtihrest  daughter ! 

THEKLA. 

I'm  not  weak— 
Shortly  I  shall  be  quite  myself  again. 
You'll  gnuit  me  one  request? 

WALLENSTEllf. 

Name  it,  my  daughter 

THEKLA. 

Permit  the  stnoger  to  be  call'd  totne, 
And  grant  me  leave,  that  by  myself  I  may 
Hear  hii  rapott  and  queetioB  him. 

DUCHESS. 

No,  new! 

C01TNTE8B. 

Tis  not  advisableT-^ssent  not  to  it. 

WALLENSTEllf. 

Hush !  Wherefore  wouMst  thou  speak  with  him,  iny 
daughter  ? 

THEKLA, 

Knowing  the  whole,  I  shail  be  more  collected : 
I  will  not  be  deceived.    My  mother  wishes 
Only  to  spare  me.    I  will  not  be  spared, 
The  worst  is  said  already :  I  can  hear 
Nothing  of  deeper  anguish ! 

DUCHESS  and  coitntess. 
Do  it  not 

THEKLA. 

The  horror  overpower'd  me  by  surprisou 
My  heart  betray'd  me  in  the  stranger's  proswiee 
Ho  WW  a  witness  of  my  weakness,  yea, 
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I  iank  into  his  arms ;  and  that  has  shamed  me. 
I  must  replace  myself  in  his  esteem. 
And  I  must  speak  with  him,  perforce,  that  he. 
The  stranger,  may  not  think  ungently  of  me. 

WAIXENSTKIN. 

I  see  she  is  in  the  right,  and  am  inclined 

l^)  grant  her  this  request  of  Hers,    tk),  call  him. 

(Ladt  Neubrunn  goet  to  caU  him). 

DUCHESS. 

But  I,  thy  mother,  Tvill  be  present— 

•    THEKLA. 

Tvere 
More  pleasing  to  me,  if  alone  I  saw  him : 
Trust  me,  I  ^all  behave  myself  the  more 
CoUectedly. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Permit  her  her  own  will.  ' 
Leave  ^er  alone  with  him :  for  there  are  sorrows, 
Where  of  necessity  the  soul  must  be 
Its  own  support.    A  strong  heart  will  rely 
On  its  own  strength  alone.  In  her  own  bosom, 
Not  in  her  mother's  arms,  must  she  collect 
The  strength  to  rise  superior  to  this  blow. 
It  is  mine  own  brave  girl.    I  '11  have  her  treated 
Not  as  the  woman,  but  the  heroine.  {Gcing. 

COUNTESS  (detaining  him). 
Whera  art  thou  going?  I  heard  Tertsky  say 
That  'tis  thy  purpose  to  depart  from  honce 
l\>-monow  early,  but  to  leave  .us  here. 

WALLENBTEIN. 

Tesy  ye  stay  here,  placed  under  the  protection 
Qf  gallant  men. 

COUNTESS. 

O  take  us  with  you,  brother ! 
Leave  us  not  in  this  gloomy  solitude 
TV)  brood  o'er  anxious  thoughts.   The  mists  of  doubt 
Magnify  evils  to  a  shape  of  horror. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Who  speaks  of  evil  ?  I  entreat  yon,  sister, 
Use  words  of  better  omen.  ^ 

COUNTESS. 

Then  take  us  with  jwl 

0  leave  us  not  behind  you  in  a  place 
That  forces  us  to  such  sad  omens.    Heavy 
And  sick  within  me  is  my  heart 

These  walls  breathe  on  me,  like  a  church-yard  vault 

1  cannot  tell  you,  brother,  how  this  place 
Doth  go  against  my  nature.    Take  va  with  you. 
Come,  sister,  join  you  your  entreaty ! — Niece, 
Yours  too.  We  all  entreat  you,  take  us  with  you ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  place's  evil  omens  will  I  change. 

Making  it  that  which  shields  and  shelters  for  me 

My  best  beloved. 

LADT  NEUBjiUNN  {retunung). 
The  Swedish  officer. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Leave  her  alone  virith  me.  [Exit 

DUCHESS  (to  Thekla,  who  starts  and  shivers). 
There— pale  as  death !— Child,  'tis  impoflsible 
That  thou  sboulds^speak  with  him.  Follow  thy  mother. 

THKKLA. 

The  Lady  Neubrunn  tlien  may  stay  with  me. 

[Exeunt  Duchess  and  Countbu. 


SCENE  IV. 
Thekla,  the  Swedish  Captain,  Ladt  Nbitbruhx. 

.    CATKIN  {rupedfuUy  approacking  Aer) 
Princess— I  must  entreat  your  gende  pardon^ 
My  inconsiderate  rash  speech — How  could  I — 

thekla  {toUh  digmty). 
You  have  beheld  me  in  my  agony. 
A  most  distressful  accident  occasion'd 
You  from  a  strangc|r  to  become  at  once 
My  oonfklanL 

captain. 
I  fear  you  hate  my  presence. 
For  my  tongue  spake  a  melancholy  wonL 

thekla. 
The''iault  is  mine.    Myself  did  wrest  it  from  yocu 
The  horror  which  came  o*er  me  interrupted 
Your  tale  at  it^  comroencemenL  May  it  please  you. 
Continue  it  to  the  end. 

CAPTAIN. 

Princess,  't  will 
Renew  your  anguish. 

THEKLA. 

I  am  finiL 

I  unB  be  firm.  Well— how  began  the  engagement  t 

CAPTAIN. 

We,  lay,  expecting  no  attack,  at  Neusiadt, 
Intrench*d  but  insecurely  in  our  camp. 
When  towards  evening  rose  a  cloud  of  dust 
From  the  wood  thitherward ;  our  vanguard  fled 
Into  the  camp,  and  sounded  the  alarm. 
Scarce  had  We  mounted,  ere  the  Pappenheiinan, 
Their  horses  at  full  speed,  broke  through  the  lines, 
And  leapt  the  trenches ;  but  their  heedless  courage 
Had  borne  them  onward  far  bef(»e  the  otheis— 
The  infantry  were  still  at  distance  only. 
The  Pappenheimers  followed  daringly 
Their  daring  leader 

[Thekla  betrays  agitation  in  her  gettttres.  Th 
Ogicer  pavses  till  she  mak^  a  sign  tobimtf 
proceed. 

CAPTAIN. 

Both  in  van  and  flanks 
With  our  whole  cavalry  we  now  received  them ; 
Back  to  the  trenches  drove  them,  where  tbe  foot 
Stretch'd  out  a  solid  ridge  of  pikes  to  meet  them. 
They  neither  could  advance,  nor  yet  retreat* 
And  as  they  stood  on  every  side  .wedged  in. 
The  Rhinegrave  to  their  leader  call'd  aloud. 
Inviting  a  surrender ;  but  their  leader. 

Young  Piccolomini. 

[TiiEXLA,  as  giddy,  grasps  a  dear 
Known  by  his  plume, 
And  iiis  long  hair,  gave  signal  for  the  trenches; 
Himself  leapt  first,  the  regiment  all  fdunged  efler 
His  charger,  by  a  halbert  gored,  rear'd  up. 
Flung  him  widi  violence  qS,  and  over  him 

The  horses,  now  no  longer  to  be  curb'd, • 

[Thekla  vAo  has  accompaided  the  iatt  speech  lafk 
aB  the  marks  of  increasing  agony,  trtaHa 
through  her  vohde/ramey  and  isfaUing.  Tht 
Lady  Neubrunn  rvns  to  her,  and  recd^sa  kfi 
in  her  arms. 


neubrunn. 


My  dearest  lady- 
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CAirrAiN. 
I  retire. 

TBEKIA. 


Ptooeed  to  the  oon&lonon. 


"ri»  over. 


CAPTAIN. 

Wild  detpair 
bspired  the  troops  with  frenzy  when  they  saw 
Their  leader  perith ;  every  thought  of  rescue 
Wm  spum'd ;  they  fought  like  wounded  tigere ;  their 
Fnntic  resistance  roused  our  soldiery ; 
A  murderous  fight  took  place,  nor  was  the  contest 
Finiih'd  l^elbre  their  last  man  felL 

THKKUk  ifaUering). 

And  whers 

Whers  is— rToa  have  not  told  me  alL 

CAPTAIN  (afler  a  paute). 

This  morning 
We  buried  him.    Twelve  youthis  of  noblest  birth 
Did  bear  him  to  interment ;  the  whole  army 
FoUow'd  the  bier.    A  laurel  deck'd  bis  cofBn ; 
Tiw  swoid  of  the  deceased  was  placed  upon  it, 
In  mark  of  honoTt  by  the  Rhinegrave's  self. 
Nor  teoFB  were  wanting ;  for  there  ar^  among  us 
Many,  who  had  themselves  experienced 
The  greatness  of  his  mind,  and  gentle  niianners ; 
All  were  aflected  at  his  (ate.    The  Rhinegrave 
Would  willingly  have  saved  him ;  but  himself 
Made  vain  the  attempt—'tis  said  he  wish*d  to  die. 

XKirBR0NN  (to  Thekla,  toAo  hat  hidden  her  coun- 
'   ienance). 
Look  up,  my  dearest  lady 

TIRKLA. 

Where  is  his  gtave  f 

CAPTAIN. 

At  Neustadt,  lady ;  in  a  cloister  church 

Are  his  remains  deposited,  until 

We  can  receive  directions  from  his  father. 

THEKLA. 

What  is  tiie  cloister's  name  7 

CAPTAIN. 

8aint  Catherine's. 

THIEKUL 

And  how  far  is  it  thitherT 

CAPTAIN. 

Near  twelve  leaguev. 

THEKLA. 

And  which  the  way  t 

CAPTAIN.    > 

You  go  by  Tirschenreit 
And  Falkeoberg,  through  our  advanced  posts. 


THEKLA. 


li  then  uimmanderf 


Who 


CAPTAIN. 

Colonel  Seckendorf. 

[THEKLA  Mep9  to  Uu  table,  and  takes  a  ring  from 
iioaeheL 

TBEKLA. 

Yottliave  beheld  me  in  my  agony, 

And  ihown  a  feeling  heart    Please  yoo,  accept 

[Gwing  him  the  ring, 
A  small  memorial  of  this  hour.    Now  go ! 


Frinei 


CAPTAIN  (confiued) 


(Tbekla  tHenHy  makes  ngns  to  him  to  go,  and 
turns  frimhinu  The  CAvr Aijf  Ungers,  and 
is  aboui  to  speak.  Lady  Neubkcnn  repeats 
the  signal,  and  he  retires. 


SCENE  V. 

Tbekla,  Lady  Neubrunn. 

THEKLA  (falls  on  Lady  Neubrcnn's  neck). 
Now,  gentle  Neubrunn,  show  me  the  aflection 
Which  thou  hast  ever  promised — prove  thyself 
My  own  tAie  friend  and  faithful  fellow-pilgrim. 
This  night  we  must  away ! 

NEUBKCNN. 

Away!  and  whither t 

THEKLA.  -. 

Whither!  There  is  but  one  place  in  the  world. 
Thither  where  he  lies  buried!  To  lus  coffin! 

NEUBRUNN. 

What  would  you  do  there  7 

THEKLA. 

What  do  there  7 
That  wouldst  thou  not  have  uskM,  hodst  thou  e'er 

loved.    ' 
There,  there  is  all  that  still  remains  of  him. 
That  single  spot  is  the  whole  oarth  to  roe. 

NEUBRUNN. 

That  place  of  death 

THEKLA. 

Is  now  the  only  plaoe. 
Where  life  yet  dwells* for  me:  detain  me  not ! 
Come  and  make  preparations :  let  us  think 
Of  means  to  fly  from  hence. 

NEUBRUNN. 

Your  father's  rage 

THEKLA. 

That  time  is  past 

And  now  I  fear  no  human  being*s  rage. 

NEUBRUNN. 

The  sentence  of  the  world !  The  tongue  of  calumny  I 

THEKLA. 

Whom  am  I  seeking  7  ITira  who  is  no  more. 

Am  I  then  hastening  to  the  arms O  God ! 

I  haste  but  to  the  grave  of  the  beloved. 

NEUBRUNN. 

And  we  alone,  two  helpless  feeble  women  7 

THERLA. 

We  will  take  weapons :  my  arm  shall  protect  thee. 

NEUBRUNN.  •  ^ 

In  the  dark  night-tune  7 

THEKLA. 

Darkness  will  conceal  us. 

NEUBRUNN. 

This  rough  tempestuous  night 

THEKLA. 

Had  be  a  soft  bed 
Under  the  hoo&  of  his  war-horses  7 

NEUBRUNN. 

Heaven ! 
And  then  the  many  poeis  of  the  enemy ! 

THEKLA. 

They  are  human  beings.    Misery  travels  free 
Through  the  whole  earth. 
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JIEITBRONN. 

The  journey's  weaiy  length* 

THEKLA. 

rhe  pflgrim,  timTelling  to  a  distant  shrine 

Of  hope  and  healing,  doth  not  count  the  leaguea. 

NKUBRUNN. 

How  can  nve  pass  the  gates  ? 

THKKLA. 

Gold  opens  them. 
GOk  do  bat  go. 

NKUBl^UNN. 

Should  w«  be  recognized—- 

THKKLA. 

In  «  despairing  woman,  a  poor  fugitive,  4 

Win  no  one  seek  the  daughter  of  Duke  Friodland 

NKUBRUNN. 

And  where  procttie  we  horses  for  our  flight? 

THKKLA. 

My  eqaeny  procares  them.    Go  and  fetch  bun. 

nkobrunn; 
Dares  he,  without  the  knowledge  of  bis  lord  ? 

THKKLA. 

He  will    GOk  only  ga    Delay  no  longer. 

NKUBRONN. 

Dear  lady!  and  yoor  mother? 

THKKLA. 

Oh !  my  mother ! 

NKUBRUNN. 

So  much  as  she  has  suffered  too  already ; 
Your  tender  mother— Ah !  how  ill  prepared 
For. this  last  anguish ! 

THKKLA. 

Woe  IB  me !  my  mother ! 

[PauKS. 
Go  instantly. 

NKUBRUNN. 

But  think  what  you  are  doing! 

THKKLA. 

What  am  be  thought,  abready  has  been  thought 

NKUBRUNN. 

And  being  there,  what  purpose  you  to  do  ? 

THKKLA. 

There  a  Divinity  will  prompt  my  souL 

NKUBRUNN. 

Tour  heart,  dear  lady,  is  disquieted ! 

And  this  is  not  the  way  that  leads  to  quiet 

THKKLA. 

To  a  deep  quiet,  such  as  he  has  found. 

It  dnws  me  on,  I  know  not  what  to  name  it, 

Resistless  does  it  draw  me  to  his  grave. 

Th^re  will  my  heart  be  eased,  my  tears  will  flow. 

0  hasten,  make  no  further  questioning! 
Therd  is  no  rest  lor  me  till  I  have  lei^ 

These  walls— they  fall  in  on  me — a  dim  power 
Drives  me  from  hence— O  mercy!  What  a  feeling! 
What  pale  and  hollow  forms  are  those !  They  fill. 
They  crowd  the  place !  I  have  no  longer  room  here ! 
Mercy !  Still  more !  More  still !  The  hideous  swaim ! 
They  press  on  me ;  they  chase  me  from  these  walls^ 
Those  hollow,  bodiless  forms  of  Uving  men ! 

NKUBRUNN. 

Ton  iK^ten  me  so,  lady,  that  no  longer 

1  dare  stay  here  mysel£    I  go  and  call 
Rosenberg  «cstantly.  [Exit  Lady  NKtjBauNN. 


SCENE  VL 

THKKLA. 

His  Spirit  *tis  that  calls  me :  'tis  the  troop 

Of  his  true  foUowen,  who  ofler*d  up 

Themselves  to  avenge  his  death :  and  they  aociHe  me 

Of  an  ignoble  loitering — they  would  not 

Forsake  their  leader  even  in  his  dcgith    thmf  died  ioi 

him! 
And  shall  /  live  ? — 

For  me  too  was  that  laurel-garland  twined 
That  decks  his  bier.    life  is  an  empty  caskets 
I  throw  it  from  me.    O !  my  only  hope ; — 
To  die  beneath  the  hoofi  of  trampling  steeds  .■ 
That  is  the  lot  of  heroes  upon  earth!  [EaUTaEXLt, 
( Tne  CHffteui  ampt)* 


ACT  V. 
SCENE L 


ScKNS— A  SoZooii,  termhutad  6jr «  OaUeij  wkkk 
tends  far  into  the  ktd^-gnmmd, 

WaLlknbtkin  (tUting  at  a  taUe). 

The  Swkdibu  Caftain  (ttanding  before  him). 

WALXXN8TKIN. 

Commend  me  to  your  lord.    I 

In  his  good  fortune ;  and  if  you  have 

Deficient  in  the  expressions  of  that  joy. 

Which  such  a  victory  might  well  demand. 

Attribute  it  to  no  lack  of  good-will. 

For  henceforth  are  our  fortunes  one.    Farewell, 

And  for  your  trouble  take  my  thanks.    TMnorrow 

The  citadel  shall  be  surrendered  to  you 

On  your  arrival. 

[7^  SwKDiBH  Captain  retiree.  WAUxswrwrn  mtt 
loel  in  thought,  hi»  eyetfand  vacandyt  ^nd  ku 
head  euMtttined  bff  hie  hand,  T%e  Cwnmm 
Tkrtskt  enters,  etande  before  him  awkSe,  »■- 
obeerved  by  him  ;  at  length  he  elarte,  aeat  ier 

WALLKNBTKIN. 

Comest  thou  from  her?  Is  she  restored  ?  How  isriief 

OOCNTK88. 

My  sister  tells  me,  she  Hvas  mora  collecled 
After  her  conversation  with  the  Swede. 
Sh9  has  now  retired  to  rest. 

WALLKNBTKIN. 

The  pang  win  boAbd. 
She  will  shed  teart 


OOUNTl 

I  find  thee  alter'd  too^ 
My  brother !  AAer  such  a  victory 
I  had  expected  to  have  found  in  thee 
A  cheerful  spirit   O  remain  thou  finn ! 
Sustain,  upheld  us !  For  our  light  thou  art, 
Our  sun. 

WALLKNBTKIN. 

Beqtiiet    I  ail  nothing.    Where^ 
Thy  husband  ? 


*  The  sDliloqar  of  Theklm  eooMli  in  the  oriciml  of  ib-tad 
twentj  BaM,  twonlj  of  which  mn  io  rfaymei  of  imfiilar  i 
reooe.  I  thouf  fat  it  prndsot  to  abfidgo  iL  Indawl  the  wfaob  m 
between  Thekla  end  Ledy  Neubrunn  might,  perhaps,  have  I 
omitted  withoat  iojory  to  the  plajr. 
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COVNTESS. 

At  a  baDqoet--b6  and  nia 

WALLBfffTSiN  (ruu  and  ttrides  aerou  th»  mloon\. 
The  night's  £u  ipent    Betake  thee  to  thy  ehamber. 

C017NTE8B. 

Bid  me  not  gD^  O  let  me  stay  with  theef 

WALUOVSTBIN  {movet  to  Ae  totndov). 
Tlieie  ■  a  busy  moiien  in  the  Heaven, 
Hie  wind  doth  chaae  the  flag  apoo  the  lower. 
Fart  sweep  the  cloadi»  the  sickle*  of  the  moon. 
Straggling,  darts  natehes  of  uncertain  light 
No  form  of  star  is  Tisibie !   That  ooe 
White  stain  of  light,  that  single  glimmering  yonder, 
b  from  Cassiopeia,  and  therein 
k  Jupiter.    (A  pmue}.    But  now 
The  blackness  of  the  troubled  dement  hides  himf 
[Hi  snifts  tnlo  prrfownd  mdttnckUy,  and  foolf 
vaoandy  inU)  the  dittakce. 
ooumn  (loots  on  Um  vummfuUy,  Ihtn  gratp$  hu 

AondX 
What  art  thoa  brooding  on? 

WALLipwncxN. 
-*  Methmks, 

If  I  bat  saw  him,  *twonld  be  well  with  io». 
Be  is  the  star  of  my  nativity. 
And  often  marvellously  hath  his  aspect 
Shot  strength  inio  my  heart 

COC7NTE88. 

Tliou  *lt  see  him  again. 
WALLEHrruN  (remains  for  a  wAtZe  wUh  adaent  mind^ 

Iken  attumet  a  livdier  manner^  and  txanu  middenly 

to  Ae  CoMiitesf). 
See  hhn  again  f  O  never,  never  again ! 

C0UNTI88. 

Bdwf 

WALLENBTXnC 

He  is  gone — ^is  dust 


couimBM 
Whom 


thou  thent 


WALLENSTEItT. 

He,  the  move  fimunale!  yea,  he  hath  flnish'd! 

For  him  there  is  no  longer  any  futurs^ 

Hit  life  is  bright — bright  widiout  spot  it  loas, 

And  camiot  cease  to  be.    No  ominous  hour 

Knocks  at  his  door  with  tidings  of  nuahap. 

Far  off  is  he,  above  desire  and  fear  { 

No  more  submitted  to  the  change  and  chance 

Of  the  unsteady  planets.    O  'tis  well 

^1^  hm!  but  who  knows  what  the  coming  hour 

VeiTd  in  thick  darkness  brings  for  us  r 

^*Thaw  Ibor  lines  are  szpraand  ip  tbeoriginsl  with  si^aWta 
Ueily. 

An  RimnH^  Itt  geiehBftiffe  Bbwefrnig, 
Dn  Thannes  Fahne  jast  lier  Wiod.  whiMll  fdit 
Dar  WolkM  Zof .  die  MmtdM-SieM  wtsill, 
Und  dorch  die  Nacht  aaekt  uagewine  Halle. 


The  woid  **  moon-aiekle,'*  reminde  me  of  a  painse  in  Har^ 
rii,MqaotodbrM>nM».  under  the  woid"fklcmted.'*  "The 
MKchteDed  pert  of  the  moon  appean  io  the  fonn  of  a  dekls  or 
"^Siar-hook,  whieh  ie  while  ebe  ia  movinf  from  the  coiymiO" 
^  to  ibe  oppoeidon,  or  ftom  the  imw-dkmhi  to  the  full:  bat 
A«n  fun  to  a  new  asaio,  the  enlishtened  pan  appessa  fibbooe, 
■Bdtfiedark/aleateA** 

The  words  **  wanken"  and^'  aohweL ju  are  not  eaailr  trans- 
•tod.  The  Eofligh  words,  by  whieh  we  attempt  to  lender 
»•■.  are  either  rulfar  orpedaiitie.  or  iwt  of  mfllsienllr  lene- 
nleppKeation.  80  "derWolken  Za«''— The  Draft  tiie  Ph>- 
esMm  of  doads.-*Tho  Maaaa  9f  the  (Tkmdi  aweep  onward 
ianriftt^cai. 


OOUMTBS. 

Thou  speakest 
Of  FicoolominL    What  was  his  death  f 
Hie  courier  hod  just  lef)  thee  as  I  cama 

[Wallenstein  by  a  nuilion  of  hit  hand  makn 
$ign^  to  her  to  he  niUnL 
Turn  not  thine  eyes  upon  the  backward  view, 
Let  us  look  forward  into  sunny  days. 
Welcome  with  joyous  heart  the  victory, 
FoigeC  what  it  has  eost  thee.    Not  t»day. 
For  the  first  time,  thy  friend  was  to  thee  dead ; 
To  thee  he  died,  when  firat  he  parted  from  thee. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

This  anguish  wilt  be  wearied  down,*^  I  know  \ 
What  pang  is  permonent  with  man  ?  From  the  highest 
As  fiom  the  vilest  thing  of  every  day 
He  leams  to  wean  himself:  for  the  strong  hours 
Conquer  him.    Yet  I  feel  what  I  have  lost 
In  him.    The  bloom  is  vanish'd  fiom  my  life. 
For  O!  he  stood  beside  me,  like  my  youth, 
Transform'd  for  me  ihe  i^al  to  a  dreAm, 
Qothing  the  palpable  and  ^e  familiar 
With  golden  exhalations  of  the  dawn. 
Whatever  fortunes  wait  my  future  Un'la, 
The  beautiftd  is  vanish'd— -and  returns  not 

COUNTESS. 

O  be  not  treocherow  to  thy  awn  power. 
Thy  heart  is  rich  enough  to  vivify 
Itselil    Thou  lovest  and  [Hizest  virtues  in  him. 
The  which  thyself  didst  plant,  thyself  imfbld. 

WALLENSTEIN  {fttpping  to  the  door). 
Who  internipiB  us  now  at  this  late  hour  ? 
It  is  the  Governor.    He  brings  the  keys 
Of  the  Citadel.    *Tis  midnight.   Leave  me,  iHter 

COUNTESS. 

0  'tis  so  hard  to  me  this  nighl  to  leave  the^— 
A  boding  fear  possesses  me ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Fear?  Wherefcret 

COITNTESS. 

Sliouldst  thou  depart  this  night  and  we  at  waking 
Never  more  find  thee! 

WAIXBNSTEIN. 

Fanciest 

00UNTB88. 

O  my  soul 
Has  long  been  weigh'd  down  by  theaedaik  fbrebodiii^b 
And  if  I  oombat  and  repel  them  waking, 
They  still  rush  down  upon  my  besot  in  dreams. 

1  saw  thee  yester-night  with  diy  first  wile 
Sit  at  a  banquet  gorgeously  attued. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

This  was  a  drsam  of  favorable  omen. 

That  marriage  being  the  founder  of  my  fertunes. 

OOUNTBBft 

To-day  I  dreamt  that  I  was  seeking  thee 

In  thy  own  chamber.    As  I  entered,  lo ! 

It  was  no  more  a  chamber :  the  Chartretise 

At  Gitochin  'twas,  which  thou  thyself  hast  founded 


•  A  very  faiadeqoala 

Veiecnmersen 
Denn  was  v( 


lahall#riiv« 
What  does  not 


*  ich  dieaen  Schlac.  das 
nichtderllenMh! 


ICO, 


LTFERALLT. 

thia  blow,  of  that  Tm 
fiiavsdownl 
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And  where  it  is  thy  vnll  that  thou  shouldst  be 
Interr'd. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Thy  loul  ifl  busy  with  these  thoughts. 

COUNTESS. 

What !  dost  thou  not  believe  that  oA  in  dreaois 
A  voice  of  wamiug  speaks  prophetic  to  us  7 

WALLENSTEIN. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  there'  exist  such  voioas. 

Yet  I  vrould  not  call  them 

Voices  of  warning  that  announce  to  us 

Only  the  inevitable.    As  the  sun, 

Ere  it  is  risen,  sometinies  paints  its  iiqage 

In  the  atmosphere,  so  ofVen  do  the  spirits 

Of  great  events  stride  on  before  the  events,  j 

And  in  to-day  already  walks  to-morrow. 

That  which  we  road  of  the  fourdi  Henry's  death 

Did  ever  vex  and  haunt  me  like  a  tale 

Of  my  own  future  destiny.    The  king 

Felt  in  his  breast  the  phantom  of  the  knife, 

Long  ere  Ravaillac  arm'd  himself  therewith. 

His  quiet  mind  fbreook  him :  the  phantasma 

Started  him  in  his  Louvre,  chased  him  forth 

Into  the  open  air :  like  funeral  knells 

Sounded  that  coronation  festival ; 

And  still  with  boding  sense  he  heard  the  tread 

Of  those  feet  that  even  then  were  seeking  him 

Throughout  the  streets  of  Paris. 

CO0NTE88. 

And  to  thee 
The  voice  within  thy  soul  bodes  nothing  f 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Nothing. 
Be  wholly  tranquiL 

COUNTESS. 

And  another  time 
(  hasten'd  after  thee,  and  thou  rann*st  flnom  me 
Through  a  long  suite,  threygh  many  a  spacx)us  hall, 
lliere  seem*d  no  end  of  it:  doors  creak'd  and  clapp*d ; 
T  fbllow'd  panting,  but  could  not  o'ertake  thee ; 
When  on  a  sudden  did  I  feel  myself 
Grasp'd  from  behind — the  hand  was  cold,    that 

gnisp'd  me^ 
T  was  thou,  and  thou  didst  kiss  me,  and  there  seem*d 
A  crimson  covering  to  envelop  us. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

That  is  the  crimson  tapestry  of  my  chamber. 

COUNTESS  (gazing  on  /ton). 
If  it  should  come  to  that — if  I  should  see  thee. 
Who  standett  now  before  me  in  the  fuUneas 
Of  life —  [She  falls  on  kit  hreatt  and  weeps. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

The  Emperor's  prodaniation  weighs  upon  thee^ 
Ali^iabets  wound  not — and  he  finds  no  hands. 

COUNTESS. 

If  he  should  find  them,  my  resolv**  k  taken — 
I  bear  about  me  my  support  and  refuge.  * 

{ExU  Countess. 


SCENE  TI. 

Wallenistein,  Gordon. 

wallenstein. 
AH  qoiet  in  the  town ! 

GORDON. 

The  town  is  quiet 


waLlexstein. 
I  hear  a  boisterous  mu^ic !  and  the  Castle 
Is  Ughted  up.    Who  are  the  revellen  7 

GORDON. 

There  is  a  banquet  given  at  the  Castle 

To  the  Count  Terisky,  and  Field  MarAal  lUo. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

In  honor  of  the  victory — ^This  tribo' 

Can  show  their  joy  in  nothing  ebe  but  feasting. 

[Rings.    The  Groom  of  the  Chamxer  enters 
Unrobe  me.    I  will  lay  me  down  to  sleep. 

[WALLENSTEIN  tokss  the  keysfroBi  Gordon 
So  we  are  guarded  from  all  enemies. 
And  shut  in  with  sure  friends. 
For  all  must  cheat  me,  or  a  face  like  this 

[Fixing  his  eye  on  Gordon 
Was  ne'er  a  hypocrite's  mask. 

[The  Groom  of  the  CHAHkER  takes  of  his  smji 
tie,  coUart  and  scarf, 

WALLE.NSTEIN. 

Take  care — what  is  that 
groom  of  Tine  chamber. 
The  golden  chain  is  snapped  in  two. 

WALLtNSTEIN. 

Well,  it  has  lasted  long  enough.    Hefre — give  it 

[He  takes  and  looks  at  the  chnjk 
'Twos  the  first  present  of  the  Emperor' 
He  hung  ii  round  me  in  the  war  of  Friule. 
He  being  then  Archduke;  aDd  I  have  worn  it 

Till  now  from  habit 

From  superstition,  if  you  will.    BeUke, 

It  was  to  be  a  Talisman  to  me ; 

And  while  I  wore  it  on  my  neck  in  faith, 

It  was  to  chain  to  me  all  my  life  long 

The  volatile  fortune,  whose  first  pledge  it  was. 

Well,  be  it  so !  Henoefbrwaid  a  new  fortune 

Must  spring  up  fi>r  me ;  for  the  potency 

Of  this  charm  is  dissolved. 

Groom  of  the  Chamber  retires  with  (he  ti^ 
ments,  Wallenstein  riMs,  talKS  a  stris* 
across  the  room,  and  stands  at  last  h^m* 
GoiiDON  in  a  posture  of  meditation. 

How  the  old  time  returns  upon  me !  I 

Behold  myself  once  more  at  Burgau,  where 

We  two  were  Pages  of  the  Court  together. 

We  oflentiroes  disputed :  thy  intention 

Was  ever  good ;  but  thou  wert  wont  to  play 

The  Moralist  and  Preacher,  and  wouldst  rail  at  me" 

That  I  strove  after  things  too  high  for  me. 

Giving  my  fiiith  to  bold  unlawful  dreams. 

And  still  extol  to  me  the  golden  mean 

— ^Thy  wisdom  hath  been  proved  a  thriflless  £riend 

To  thy  own  self    See,  it  has  made  thee  eariy 

A  superannuated  man,  and  (but 

That  my  munificent  stars  will  intervene) 

Would  let  thee  in  some  miserable  oomer 

Go  out  like  an  untended  lamp. 

GORDON. 

My  Prince ! 
With  light  heart  the  poor  fsher  moots  his  boat. 
And  watches  from  the  shore  the  lofty  ship 
Stranded  amid  the  storm. 

'  WALLENSTEIN. 

Art  thou  already 
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b  harbor  dien,  <lld  manf  Well !  I  am  not. 
The  ttnoooquer'd  tpiiit  drives  me  o'er  life's  billows; 
My  planks  still  firm,  my  canvas  swelling  proudly. 
Hope  is  my  goddess  still,  and  Youth  my  inmate ; 
And  while  we  stand  thus  front  to  front  almost, 
I  might  presume  to  say,  that  the  swift  years 
Have  paas'd  by  poweriess  o'er  my  unblanch'd  hair. 
[He  wtcwMwUh  long  atridetacrou  the  Saloon^  and 
remauu  on  the  cppoate  tide  mier-agaiTut 
Gordon. 
Who  n>w  panrisla  in  calling  Fortnne  fidae  f 
To  me  she  has  proved  iaithM,  with  Ibnd  love 
T^iok  me  from  out  the  common  ranks  of  men, 
And  like  a  mother  goddess,  with  strong  aim 
Carried  me  swifUy  ap  the  steps  of  life. 
Nothing  is  common  in  my  destiny. 
Nor  in  ihe  furrows  of  my  hand.    Who  dares' 
Interpret  then  my  life  for  me  as  'twere 
One  of  the  undiatingoishable  many  ? 
True,  in  this  present  moment  I  appear 
Fallen  low  indeed ;  hot  I  shall  rise  again. 
The  high  flood  will  soon  follow  on  tUs  ebb ; 
The  fountain  of  my  fortune,  which  now  stopa 
Repreas'd  and  bound  by  some  malidods  star, 
W31  soon  in  joy  play  forth  from  all  its  pipes. 

GORDON. 

And  yet  remember  I  the  good  old  proverb, 
"  Let  the  night  come  before  we  praise  the  day." 
I  would  be  slow  from  long-continued  fortune 
To  gather  hope :  for  Hope  is  the  companion 
Given  to  the  unfortunate  by  pitying  Heaven ; 
Fear  hovers  round  the  head  of  prosperous  men : 
For  still  unateady  are  the  scales  of  fiite. 

WALLENSTEIN  iemQing). 
I  hear  the  very  Gordon  that  of  old 
Was  wont  to  preach  to  me,  now  once  mora  preaching; 
I  know  well,  that  all  sublunary  things 
Are  still  the  vassals  of  vicissitude. 
The  onpropitious  gods  demand  their  tribute. 
This  long  ago  the  ancient  Pagans  knew : 
And  therefore  of  their  own  accord  they  offor'd 
To  themselves  injuries,  so  to  atone 
The  jealousy  of  thqir  divinities  : 
And  human  sacrifices  bled  to  Typhon. 

[After  a  pause,  serioue,  and  m  a  more  subdued 
wionner. 
I  too  have  sacrificed  to  him — ^For  me 
There  fell  the  dearest  friend,  and  through  my  fault 
He  fell !   No  joy  from  favorable  fortune 
Can  overweigh  the  anguish  of  this  stroke. 
The  envy  of  my  destiny  is  glutted : 
life  pays  for  life.    On  his  pure  head  the  lightning 
Was  drawn  off  which  vrould  else  have  shattered  me. 


SC£NE  in. 
To  them  enter  -SenI. 


WALLENSTEIN. 

U  not  that  Seni  t  and  beside  himself, 

If  one  may  trust  his  looks  f  What  brin^i  thee  hither 

At  this  Utia  hour,  Baptista  7 

8XNI. 

Terror,  Duke ! 
On  thy  aooount 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  now* 


BENL 

Flee  ere  the  day-break ! 
Itasl  not  diy  peiBon  to  the  Swedes ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

What  DOW 
Is  in  thy  thoughts  7 

SEKl  {vnUi  louder  voice). 
Trust  not  thy  person  to  these  Swedes. 

WALLENSTEIN. 

IVhat  is  it  then 

8ENI  («^  more  rtrgendy). 

0  wait  not  the  arrival  of  these  9wedee ! 
An  evil  near  at  hand,  is  threatening  thee  ' 

From  fiilse  friends.    All  the  signs  stand  full  of  honor . 
Near,  near  at  hand  the  net-work  of  perdition — 
Yea,  even  now  'tis  being  cast  around  thee ! 

WALJ.ENSTEIN. 

Baptista,  thou  art  dreaming ! — Fear  befools  then 

BENL 

Believe  not  that  an  empty  fear  deludes  me. 
Come,  read  it  in  the  planetary  aspects ; 
Read  it  thyself^  that  ruin  threatens  thee 
From  fiilse  friends ! 

WALLENSTEIN. 

From  the  falseness  of  my  friends 
Has  risen  the  whole  of  my  unprosperous  fortunes. 
The  warning  should  have  come  before.  Atpreaoit 

1  need  no  revelation  from  the  stars 
To  kno,w  that 

SENI. 

Come  and  see  J  trust  thine  own  eyes  * 
A  fearful  sign  stands  in  the  house  of  life-^ 
An  enemy ;  a  fiend  lurks  close  behind 
The  mdiance  of  thy  planet. — O  be  wam'd  I 
Deliver  not  thyself  up  to  these  heathens. 
To  wage  a  war  against  our  holy  church. 

WALLENSTEIN  Qaughxng  gendy). 
The  oracle  rails  that  way  I   Yes,  yes!   Now 
1  recollect.    This  junction  with  the  Swedes 
Did  never  please  thee — ^lay  thyself  to  sleeps 
Baptista !   Signs  like  these  I  do  not  fear. 

GORDON  {who  during  the  whxie  cf  this  ditdogue  ha$ 
^ujwn  marks  of  extreme  agUatioHt  and  now  turns' to 

WALLENSTEIN). 

My  Duke  and  General  I  May  I  dare  presume  ? 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Speak  fieely. 

GORDON. 

What  if  'twere  i^o  mere. creation 
Of  fear,  if  God's  high  providence  vouchsafed 
To  interpose  its  aid  for  your  deliverance, 
And  made  that  mouth  its  organ  7 

WALLENSTEIN. 

Ye 're  both  feverish! 
How  can  mishap  oome  to  me  from  these  Swedes  7 
They  sought  this  junction  with  me-^-'tis  their  in- 
terest 

GORDON  {wiA  d^ficuUy  suppressing  his  emotion). 
But  what  if  the  arrival  of  these  Swedes — 
What  if  this  were  the  very  thing  that  ^wing'd 
The  ruin  that  is  flying  to  your  temples  7 

[FUngs  himsdf  at  his  feeL 
There  is  jret  time,  my  Prince. 

SEN!. 

O  hear  him !  hear  him ' 
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GORDON  (rises). 
Tlie  Khinegnive*8  atill  fkt  oK,  Give  but  the  orden, 
TluB  citadel  shall  cloae  its  gates  upoa  him. 
If  then  he  will  besiege  us,  let  him  try  it. 
Bat  this  I  say ;  he  '11  find  his  own  destnictien 
With  his  whole  force  before  these  ramparti,  Booiier 
Tlian  weary  down  the  valor  of  our  spirit 
He  shall  experience  what  4  band  of  heroes, 
Inspirited  by  an  hejroic  leader. 
Is  able  to  perform.    And  if  indeed 
It  be  thy  serious  wish  to  make  amend 
For  that  which  thou  hast  dope  amiss, — this,  this 
Will  touch  and  reconcile  the  Emperor 
Who  gladly  tuius  his  heart  to  thoughts  of  mercy« 
And  Friedland,  who  returns  repenumt  to  him. 
Will  stand  yet  higher  in  his  Emperor's  favor, 
Than  e'er  he  stood  when  he  had  never  fallen. 


WALLKNSTEiN  {coTUempUttei  Jam  with  surprise, 
.silent  awhile^  betraying  strong  emotion). 
Gordon — ^your  zeal  and  fervor  lead  you  for. 
WeU,  weH — an  old  friend  has  a  privilege. 
Blood,  Gordon,  has  been  flowiiig.    Never,  nevcsr 
Can  the  Emperor  pardon  me :  and  if  he  could, 
Yet  I — I  ne'er  could  let  myself  be  pardon'd. 
Had  I  foreknown  what  now  has  taken  place. 
That  he,  my  dearest  friend,  would  fall  for  me. 
My  fiist  death-oflforing ;  and  had  the  heart 
Spoken  to  Aie,  as  now  it  has  done — Gordon, 
It  may  be,  I  might  have  bedtought  myself 
It  may  be  too,  I  might  not    Might  or  might  not; 
Is  now  an  idle  question.    All  too  seriously 
Has  it  begun,  to  end  in  nothing,  Gordon ! 
Let  it  then  have  its  courM. 

[Stepping  to  the  windotD. 
All  dark  and  silent — at  the  Castle  too 
All  is  now  hush'd — Light  me,  Chamberlain ! 

[7%B  Groom  op  the  Chambrr,  u^  had  entered 
during  the  last  dialogue,  and  had  been  stand- 
ing  at  a  distance  and  listening  to  it  with 
visible  expresdons  of  the  devest  interest,  ad- 
vamoes  in  extreme  agitatunti  and  throws  Atfli* 
sdf  at  (Ae  Duke's  feieL 
And  thou  too !  But  I  know  why  thou  dost  wish 
My  reconcilement  with  the  Emperor. 
Poor  man !  he  hath  a  small  estate  in  Cnmthen, 
And  fears  it  will  be  forfeited  because 
He's  in  my  service.     Am  I  then  so  poor. 
That  I  no  longer  can  indemnify 
My  servants  7  Well !  to  no  one  I  employ 
Means  of  compulsion.    If  'tis  thy  beUef 
That  Fortune  has  fled  from  me,  go !  forsake  me.  ^ 
This  night  for  the  lost  time  mayst  thou  unrobe  me. 
And  then  go  over  to  thy  Emperor. 
Gordon,  good  night !  I  thii>k  to  mok^  a  long 
Sleep  of  it :  for  the  struggle  and  the  turmoil 
Of  this  last  day  or  two  was  great  May 't  please  you ! 
Take  cave  that  they  awake  me  not  too  early. 

[Exii  WALLKNSTEiN,  the  Groom  op  the  Chamber 
lighting  him.  Seni  follows,  Goroon  remains 
on  the  darhened  stage,  fcHowing  the  Duke 
with  his  eye,  tiU  he  disappears  at  the  farther 
ind  cf  the  gallery :  then  by  his  gestures  the  old 
man  expresses  the  depth  of  his  anguish,  amd 
stands  leaning  against  a  pillar. 


SCENE  IV. 

Gordon,  Butler  (at  first  behind  the  Scenes). 

BUTLER  {not  yet  come  into  view  of  the  stage). 
Hon  stand  in  silence  till  I  give  the  signal 

ooROOH  {starts  up), 
Tis  he,  ha  haB  already  brought  the  mmderen. 

BUTLER.    ^ 

The  lights  are  out    All  lies  in  ptofiNind  deepi 

eoRpoN. 
What  shall  I  dot  Shall  t  attempt  to'^save  him? 
Shall  I  call  up  the  house  7  Alarm  the  guaidst 

BUTLER  {appears,  but  scaredy  on  the  stage). 
A  light  gleams  hithtor  from  this  corridor. 
It  leads  direcdy  to  the  Duke's  bed-chamber. 

GORDON. 

But  then  I  break  my  oath  to  the  Emperor; 
If  he  escape  and  strengthen  the  enemy, 
Do  I  not  hereby  call  down  upon  my  head 
All  the  dread  consequences  7 

VOTIXM  {flipping  forward).  , 

Hark!  Who  ^eaks  there 

GORDON. 

Tie  battel^  I  resign  it  to  the  hands 
Of  Providence.    For  what  am  I,  that  / 
Should  take  upon  myself  so  great  a  deed  7 
/  have  not  murder'd  him,  if  he  be  muider'd ; 
But  all  his  rescue  were  my  act  and  deed ; 
Mae— and  whatever  be  the  consequenoes 
I  must  sustain  them. 

BUTLER  (odtwioes). 

I  should  know  that  voice. 

OORiMN. 

Bader! 

BtTTLER. 

*Tis  Gordon.    What  do  you  want  hefe7 
Was  it  so  late  then,  when  the  Duke  disnuss'd  yon  7 

GORDON. 

Your  hand  bound  up  and  in  a  scarff 

BUTLER. 

Tis  wounded. 
That  Ilk)  fought  as  he  were  frantic,  till 
At  last 'we  tlurew  him  on  the  giound. 

GORDON  {jdasddering). 

Boihdead7 

BUTLER. 

Ishefaibedt 

GORDON. 

Ah,  Butler ! 

BUTLER. 

Ishe7  Speak. 

GORDON. 

He  shall  noC  perish !  Not  through  you  *  The  HeavsP 
Refuses  your  arm.    See— 'tis  wounded  1— 

BUTLER. 

There  is  no  need  of  my  arm. 

GORDON. 

llie  most  guilty 
Have  perish*d,  and  enough  is  given  to  justice. 
[7^  Groom  op  the  Chamber  odosMXS  frm 
the  gallery  with  his  finger  on  his  mouth,  ce^ 
manding  sUence. 

GORDON. 

He  sleeps !  O  murder  not  the  holy  sleep! 

BUTLER. 

No !  he  ihall  die  awake  [It  gaaig 
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OOKOON. 

Hii  heart  idU  deavM 
To  eanUy  diizigi :  he'«  not  propared  to  itep 
Into  tlM  pmenoe  of  hii  GcnI  ! 

God'smtidfhl! 
ooBSOir  CihoUf  Aim). 
Gnnt  hini  bat  tfaia  night's  retpito. 

moTLtM  {kurrymg  cf). 

Ttio  next  raomeat 

Bdiiy  rumaU. 

GORDON  (AoU«  him  aiSti. 
OneltMir! 

BUTLKR. 

Unholdme!  What 
Can  that  abort  reapite  profit .himf 

GORDON. 

O— Time 
Wofka  miraclea.    In  one  hoar  many  thouaanda 
Of  gr^ad  of  Band  run  oat ;  and  qaick  aa  they, 
llioagbt  ibUowB  thought  within  the  human  aoal. 
Only  one  hour !  Your  heart  may  change  ila  purpoae, 
Hi*  heart  may  change  ila  parpoae — aome  new  tidinga 
May  come ;  aome  fortunate  event,  deciaive, 
May  fall  fium  Heaven  and  reacae  him.   O  what 
MAy  not  one  boor  achieve ! 

ROTLER. 

Yon  bat  remind  me. 
Bow  precioaa  eveiy  minate  ia ! 

[Be  atamf§  on  tkejioor. 


SCENE  y* 


To  Aeas  aUer  Macdonau),  and  Dkvkrruz,  with  the 

Halbrrdirrs.  ^ 

GOISON  (fhroumg  himadf  between  Jam  and  them^. 

No,  monater ! 
Vint  over  my  dead  body  thou  ahalt  tread. 
I  will  not  live  to  aee  the  accuned  deed ! 

BUTLER  {forcing  him  outqf  Ae  way). 
Weak-hearted  dotaid! 

[TnanpetM  are  heard  in  the  ditlanee. 

mvkREUx  and  macdonald. 

Hark !  The  Swediah  tmmpeta ! 
The  Swedes  befbae  the  ramparia !  Let  na  baaten ! 

•  GORDON  iruehu  onQ. 
0,Gk)dof  JHerey! 

BDTLRR  ^calling  after  Ami). 
Govemor,  to  your  poat! 

GROOM  OP  TMR  CHAMBER  (AurrttfS  til). 

Wlio  darea  make  larum  here  ?Huah!  The  Duke  aleepa. 

DEVEREUX  {yntii  a  loud  hut  A  twice). 
Friend,  it  ia  dme  now  to  make  larum. 

GROOM  OF  THE  CHAMBER. 

Helpi 
Mulder! 

BUTLER. 

Down  widi  him ! 
GROOM  OF  THE  CHAMBER  (xwn  ihr&ugh  Ihe  hody  hy  • 
DvnxEOXtfaBt  at  the  entrance  cf  the  gaUery). 

Jeaua  Maria ! 

BUTLER.  ^ 

Boiat  the  doora  open. 

[7^  rueh  ener  the-body  into  the  geHkry — two 
deorg  are  heard  to  cituh  one  after  the  other-^ 
Voieet  deadened  by  the  dietanoe — Claeh  cf 
eraM— lien  atC  at  onee  a  profound 


SCENE  VI. 

«  « 

C0UNTE88  TERT8KY  {with  a  lighfy. 

Her  bed-chamber  ia  empty ;  ahe  herself 
la  nowhere  to  be  found !  The  Neubrunn  too, 
Who  watch'd  by  her,  is  miasing.    If  ahe  diQuld 

Be  flown ^But  Whither  flown  T  We  mtiat  call  up 

Every  aoul  in  the  houae.    How  will  the  Duke 
Bear  up  againat  theae  worat  had  tidinga  7  Q 
If  that  my  huaband  now  were  but  retum'd 
Home  from  the  banquet !-— Hark !  I  wonder  whether 
The  puke  ia  atill  awake !  I  thought  I  heard 
Voicea  and  tread  of  feet  here .'  I  will  go 
Apd  liaten  at  the  door.    Hark !  what  ia  that  ? 
Tia  haatening  up  the  atepa ! 


SCENE  vn. 

C0UNTE88,  Gordon. 

GORDON  (xuehte  in  out  of  breath). 

Tia  a  miatake! 
Tia  not  the  Swedee— Ye  muat  proceed  no  further*- 
Butler  i— O  God !  where  ia  he  \ 

GORDON  (oftaervin^  tht  Countes^). 

Counteaa!  Say 

COUNTESS. 

Tea  are  come  then  from  the  caatlel  Where 'a  my 
huaband? 

GORDON  {in  an  agony  of  affright). 
Tour  huaband !— Aak  not!— To  the 


COUNTSaS. 


Ton  have  diacover'd  to  me- 


NoCtill 


GORDON. 

On  thia  moment 
Doea  die  world  hang.  For  God*a  aake!  to  the  Duke. 
While  we  are  apeaking— — "^ 

[Ckdtmg  loudly. 
Butler!  Butler!  God! 
COUNTE8B. 
Why,  he  ia  at  the  oaatle  with  my  boabend. 

[Butler  comet  from  the  QaOery, 

GORDON. 

Twaa  a  miatake^Tia  not  the  Swedea — ^tt  ia 
The  Imperialiat*a  Lieutenant-General 
Hoa  aent  me  hither — wiU  be  here  himaelf 
Inatantly. — You  muat  not  proceed. 

BUTLER. 

He  comea 
Too  late.      [Gordon  daahee  himtdf  agatnel  the  wall- 

GORDON. 

O  God  of  mercy ! 

COUNTE88. 

What  too  late? 
Who  will  be  here  bhnaelf  ?  Octavio 
In  Egra  ?  Treaaon !  Ttaaaon !— Where  'a  die  Duke  ? 
^  [She  ruthee  to  ihe  GaUery 


SCENE  vin. 


{SennnU run aerose ihe Stagefiditf  terror.  Thewhole 
Scene  mutt  be  tpoken  entirely  without  pauaf  a^ 

8ENI  {from  the  Gallery). 
O  bloody  frightful  deed ! 
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COUNTESS. 

WhatisittSeni? 

'    PAGE  (from  Ike  GoUeryy 
0  piteoue  eight ! 

[Other  Senxmts  haeteii  in  toiih  torches, 

COUNTESS. 

What  is  it  t  For  God'a^ako ! 

6ENL 

And  do  you  ask  ? 
Within  the  Duke  lies  murdered — and  your  husband 
Asrassinated  at  the  Casde. 

[TV  Countess  stands  mationUss. 
FEHAUC  servant  (jTUfhing  ocToss  the  stage). 
Help!  Help!  the  Duchess! 

BURGOMASTER  {enters). 

What  mean  these  confused 

« 

Loud  cries,  that  wake  the  sleepers  of  this  house  7 

GORDON. 

Tour  house  is  cursed  to  all  eternity. 

In  your  house  doth  the  Duke  lie  murder'd! 

BURGOMASTER  {ruAtng  oui^ 

Heaven  forbid! 

^   FIRST  SERVANT. 

Fly !  fly !  they  muider  us  all ! 

SECOND  SERVANT  {carrying  silver  jiate). 

That  way !  the  lower 
Pttnages  are  block'd  up. 

▼0IC8  {from,  behind  the  Scene). 
Make  room  Ibr  the  LieutenantrGeneral ! 

[At  these  words  the  Countiess  starts  from  her  stupor, 
collects  herself  and  retires  suddenly. 
VOICE  {from  behind  the  Scene), 
Keep  back  the  people!  Guard  the  door ! 


SCENE  IX. 


To  these  enters  Octavio  Piccolomini  with  aU  his 
Train.  At  the  same  time  Devereux  and  Ma^don- 
ALD  enter  from  the  Corridor  with  tie  Halberdiers., 
— Wallenstein's  dead  body  is  carried  over  the 
back  part  cf  the  Stage,  wrapped  in  a  piece  of  mm- 
son  tapestry. 

ocTAVio  {entering  abrvptly). 
It  must  not  be !  It  is  not  possibie ! 
Butler!  Gordon! 
I'll  not  believe  it    Say,  No! 

[Gordon,  withotU  answering,  points  with  his  hand  to 
the  Body  of  Walx^enstein  as  it  is  carried  over 
the  back  of  the  Stage.  Octavio  looks  that  way, 
and  stands  overpowered  with  horror. 

DEVEREUX  {to  BUTLER). 

Here  is  the  golden  fleece — the  Duke's  sword — 

MACDONALD. 

Is  it  jrour  order — 

BUTLER  {pointing  to  Octavio). 

Here  stands  he  who  now 
Hath  the  sole  power  to  issue  orders. 

[Devereux  and  Macdonald  retire  with  marks  of 
obeisance.  One  drops  away  after  the  other, 
till  only  Butler,  Octatio,  and  Gordon 
remain  on  the  Stage, 

octavio  {turning  to  ButlEr). 
Was  that  my  purpose,  Butler,  when  we  parted  T 
\j  ijort  uf  Justice ! 

To  thee  T  liA  my  hand !  I  em  not  guilty 
Ol  tbii  foul  deed. 


SUTLER. 

Your  hand  is  pore. '  You  have 
Avail'd  yourself  of  mine. 

octavio. 

MeicflesB  man! 
Thus  to  abuse  the  orders  of  thy  Lord — 
And  stun  thy  Elmperor's  holy  name  with  murder. 
With  bloody,  most  accursed  assassinalioiQ ! 

BUTLER  {calmly). 
I've  but  fulflll'd  the  Emperor^s  own  sentence. 

OCTAVIO. 

0  curse  of  kings. 

Infusing  a  dread  life  into  their  words. 
And  linking  to  the  sudden  transient  thought 
The  unchangeable  irrevocable  deed. 
Was  Uiere  necessity  for  such  an  eager 
Dispatch  7  Couldst  thou  not  grant  the  merdful 
A  time  Ibr  mercy  7  Time  is  man's  good  AngeL 
To  leave  no  interval  between  the  sentence, ' 
And  the  fulfilment  of  it,  doth  beseem 
God  only,  the  immutable ! 

BUTLER. 

For  what 
Rail  you.  against  me  7  What  is  my  oflence.! 
The  Empire  from  a  fearful  enemy 
Have  I  delivered,  and  expect  reward. 
The  single  diffiirence  betwixt  you  and  me 
Is  this :  you  placed  the  arrow  in  the  bow ; 

1  pull'd  the  string.    You  sow'd  blood,  and  yet  staiyi 
Astonish'd  that  blood  is  come  up.    I  always 
Knew  what  I  did,  and  therefore  no  result 

Hath  power  to  frighten  or  surprise  my  spirit. 

Have  you  aught  else  to  order  7  for  this  instant 

I  make  my  best  speed  to  Vienna ;  place   ' 

My  bleeding  sword  beibre  my  Emperor's  Throne, 

And  hope  to  gain  the  applause  which  nndelayinig 

And  punctual  obedience  may  demand 

From  a  just  judge,  [Exit  Butlbr 


SCENE  X. 


7b  these  enter  the  Countess  Tsrtbkt,  ptds  and  dis 
ordered.  Har  utterance  is  dow  and  feeUe,  and  i»- 
impassioned. 

OCTAVIO  {meeiKHg  her). 
0  Countess  Tertsky !  These  are  the  resulti 
Of  luckless  unUest  deeds. 

COtTNTESB. 

They  are  the  fiuiti 
Of  your  contrivances.   The  duke  is  dead. 
My  husband  too  is  dead,  the  Duchess  straggles 
In  the  pangs  of  death,  my  niece  has  disappeai'd 
This  house  of  splendor,  and  of  princely  glory. 
Doth  now  stand  desolated :  the  affrighted  servant 
Rush  forth  through  all  its  doors.    I  am  the  last 
Therein ;  I  shut  it  up,  and  here  deliver 
The  keys. 

OCTAVIO  {wih  a  deep  angwik^ 
O  Countess !  my  house  too  is  desolale 

COUNTESS. 

Who  next  is  to  be  murder'd  7  Who  is  next 
To  be  maltreated  7  Lo !  the  Duke  is  dead. 
The  Emperof  8  vengeance  may  be  pacified ! 
Spare  the  old  aervanis ;  let  not  their  fidelity 
Be  imputed  to  the  fiuthful  as  a  aime— 
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The  evil  destiny  lurprised  my  brother 
Too  niddenly  r  he  could  not  think  on  them. 

OGT4VIO. 

Speak  not  of  yengeanoe !  Speak  not  of  maltreatment! 

The  Emparor  is  appeased ;  the  heavy  Ault 

Hath  heavily  been  expiated— rnothing 

Descended  from  the  father  to  the  daughter, 

Except  his  glory  and  his  services.  , 

The  Empreas  honon  yoor  advenity, 

Takes  part  in  your  afflictions,  opens  to  you 

Her  motherly  arms !  Therefore  np  farther  feaii ; 

Tield  yourself  up  in  hope  and  confidence 

To  the  Imperial  Grace ! 

coDirmB  iwiih  her  eye  rmeed  to  Aeoeen) 
To  the  grace  and  mercy  of  a  greater  Master 
Do  I  yield  up  myself    Where  shall  the  body 
Of  the  Duke  have  its  place  of  final  rest  f 
In  the  Chartreuse,  which  he  himself  did  found 
AtGiiBchin,  rest  the  Countesa  Walleustein ; 
And  by  her  side,  to  whom  he  was  indebted 
For  his  fbst  fortunes,  gratefully  he  wish'd 
He  might  sometime  repose  in  death !  0  let  him 
Be  buried  there.  And  likewise,  for  my  husband's 
Remains,  I  aak  the  like  grace.    The  Emperor 
li  DOW  proprietor  of  all  our  Castles. 
This  sure  may  well  be  granted  ua— one  sepulchre 
Beside  the  sepolchies  of  our  forefiithers ! 

OCTAVIO. 

CooBteflS,  yoa  tremble,  you  turn  pale ! 
CODNTBSB  (r0BMnfiiZef  aU  Her  powers,  and  apeake  wilh 
energy  and  ^gniiy). 

Tou  think 


More  worthily  of  me,  than  to  believe 
I  would  survive  the  downfall  of  my  house. 
We  did  not  hold  ourselves  too  mean  to  grasp 
After  a  monarch's  ciown — the  crown  did  Fata 
Deny,  but  not  the  feeling- and  the  spirit 
That  to  the  crown  belong !  We  deem  a 
Cburageoua  death  mora  worthy  of  our  free  station     . 
Than  a  diahonor'd  life. — ^I  have  taken  poisoo. 

OGTAVIO. 

Help!  Help!  Support  her! 

COUNTBH. 

■  Nay,  it  ia  too  late.  » 
In  a  fow  momenti  is  my  fate  acoompliab'd. 

[£ri(  CoiTiiTBi 

OORDON. 

O  house  of  death  and  horrors ! 

[An  OFncER  enters,  and  hinge  a  letter  wiik  tta 
great  eeaL 

GORDON  i»i^  forward  and  meete  him). 

What  is  tUsf 
It  is  the  Imperial  Seal 

[A  reads  the  address,  and  ddhere  As  letlew  to 
Ootavio  with  a  look  of  reproach,  and  with 
an  emphasis  on  the  ibonU 
To  the  Prince  Piccolomim. 

[OcTAVio,  with  his  whole  frame  expitssive  of  tad' 
denangviah,  raises  his  eyes  to  heaven. 

(The  "Curtain  drops.) 


Sfie  ir«U  of  UiAKU»itwt ; 

AN  HISTORIC  DRAMA. 


DEDICATION. 

TO  H.  MARTIN,  ESQ. 

OF  JESUS  COLLEQE,  CAMBRIDGE. 

DcAK  Sn, 
Accxrr,  as  a  small  testimony  of  my  grateful  attach- 
iBeat,.  the' following  Dramatic  Poem,  in  which  I  have 
endeavored  to  detail,  in  an  interesting  form,  the  fall 
of  a  man,  whose  great  bad  actions  have  cast  a  dis- 
astrous lustre  on  his  name.  In  the  eiecution  of  the 
work,  aa  intricacy  of  pkit  ooold  not  have  been  at- 
tempted without  a  gross  violation  of  recent  facts,  it 
has  been  my  sole  aim  to  imitate  the  impaanotied  and 
highly  figurative  language  of  the  French  Orators, 
and  to  develop  the  charactem  of  the  chief  actors  on 
a  tast  stage  of  horron. 


Toon  firatemally, 


&  T.  C0LERIDG& 


Jnoi  CoLLBOl,  Sqdember  S8»  1794. 
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ACTL 

SCENE,  The  TuiUeries 

BAAEI&E. 

The  tempest  gathers — ^be  it  mine  to  seek 

A  friendly  shelter,  ere  it  bursts  upon  him. 

But  where  ?  and  how  7  I  fear  the  Tyrant*s  fou^— 

Sudden  in  action,  fertile  in  resource. 

And  rising  awful  *mid  impending  ruins ; 

In  splendor  gloomy,  as  the  midnight  meteor, 

That  fearless  thwarts  the  elemental  war. 

When  last  in  secret  conference  we  met, 

He  scowl'd  upon  me  vnth  suspicious  ngB, 

Making  his  eye  the  inmate  of  my  bosom. 

I  know  he  scons  me — and  I  foel,  I  hate  him — 

Yet  there  is  in  him  that  which  makes  me  tremble! 
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Enter  Tallien  and  Lbqxnprb. 

TALI  J  EN. 

It  waa  Barrere,  Legeodre !  didit  thou  maTk  him  f 
Abrapt  he  tum'd,  yet  linger'd  as  he  went, 
And  towards  us  oast  a  lo6k  of  doubtful  meaniiig. 

^  LEOBNDRK. 

1  maik'd  him  well.  I  met  his  eye's  last  glance;   - 

It  menaced  not  so  proudly  as  of  yore. 

Methought  he  would  have  spoke — ^but  that  he  dared 

not — 
Such  agitation  darken*d  on  his  brow. 

«  TAU.IKN. 

Twas  altdistrusting  guilt  that  kept  finm  bolMing 
Th*  imp^isonM  secret  struggling  in  the  hce : 
E'en  as  the  sudden  breeze  upstarting  onwards 
Hyrries  the  thunder-cloud,  that  poised  awhile 
Hung  in  mid  air,  red  with  its  mutinous  burthen. 

LEGKNDRX. 

Perfidious  Traitor  l-Hitiil  afraid  to  bask 
In  the  full  blaze  of  power,  the  rustling  serpent 
Lurks  in  the  thicket  of  the  Tyrant's  greatness. 
Ever  prepared  to  sting  who  shelters  Mm. 
Each  thought,  each  action  in  himself  oooveiges ; 
And  love  and  fiiendship  on  his  coward  heart 
Shine  like  the  powerfess  sun  on  polar  ice : 
To  all  attach'd,  by  turns  deserting  all. 
Cunning  and  dark — a  neoesBary  villain! 

TALUXN. 

Yet  much  depends  upon  him — ^well  you  know 
With  plausible  harangue  'tis  his  to  paint 
Defeat  like  victory — and  blind  the  mob 
With  truth-mix'd  ftlsehood.    They,  led  on  by  him, 
And  wild  of  head  to  work  their  own  deMruction,    ' 
Support  with  uproar  what  he  phms  in  darkneai. 

LBaKNDEX. 

O  what  a  precious  name  is  liber^ 
To  scare  or  cheat  the  simple  into  slaves  * 
Yes— we  must  gain  him  over :  by  dark  hinla 
We'll  show  enough  to  rouse  his  watchful  fean, 
Till  the  cold  coward  blaze  a  patriot 
O  Danton.'  murder'd  friend!  assist  my  counsels- 
Hover  around  me  on  sad  memory's  wings. 
And  pour  thy  daring  vengeance  in  my  heart 
Tallien !  if  but  to-morrow's  fateful  sun 
Beholds  the  T^ant  living — we  are  dead! 

TALUKN. 

Yet  his  keen  eye  that  flashes  migfaty  mnnnings  ■  ■ 

LBQENDRX. 

Fear  not— or  rather  fear  th'  alternative, 

And  seek  ftr  courage  e'en  in  cowardice. '" 

But  see— hither  he  comes— let  us  away ! 

Hb  brother  with  him,  and  the  bkwdy  Couthon, 

And  high  of  haughty  spirit,  young  StJust 

[ExaaOi 

ETder  Robespierre,  Couthon,  St-Just,  and 
Robespierre  Junior. 

robespiebrb. 
What!  did  La  Fayette  fall  before  my  power  1 
And  did  I  conquer  Roland's  spotless  virtues  t 
The  fervent  eloquence  of  Veigniaud's  tongue  f 
And  Brissot's  thoughtfhl  soulunbribed  and  boldf 
Did  asakrt  araiies  haste  in  vain  to  save  them  f 
What!  did  th'assasrin's  dagger  aim  its  point 
Vain,  as  a  dream  of  murder,  at  my  bosom  ? 


And  shall  I  dread  Ae  sofl  luxurious  TaUiiBnf 
Th'  Adonis  TalHen?  banquet-hunting  TalEen  f 
Him,  whose  heart  flutters  at  the  dioe-bnc  f  Him, 
Who  ever  on  the  harlots'  downy  pillow 
Resigns  his  head  impure  to  feverish  ahimben! 

Bt^JBSlr. 

I  caimot  fear  him — yet  we  must  not  scorn  him. 
Was  it  not  Antony  ttiat  conquered  Brutus; 
Th' Adonis,  banquet-hunting  Antony? 
The  state  is  not  yet  purified :  and  diough 
The  stream  runs  dear,  yet  at  the  botaom  lies 
The  thick  black  sediment  of  all  the  fedions— 
It  needs  lio  magic  hand  lO'Stir  it  up ! 

COUTHON. 

0  we  did  wrong  to  spare  Uiem — ^fetal  error! 
Why  lived  Legendre,  when  diat  Danton  died  t 
And  CoUot  d'He^is  dangerous  in  crimes  f 
Pve  fear'd  him,  ance  his  iron  heart  endured 
To  make  of  Lyons  one  vast  human  shaipbles. 
Compared  vnth  which  the  sun-scorch'd  wilderoea 
Of  Zara  were  a  smiling  paradise.  ^ 

BTSJUST.* 

Rightly  thou  judgest,  Couthon !  He  is  one. 
Who  flies  (torn  silent  solitary  anguish, 
Seekixig  forgetful  peace  amid  the  jar 
Of  elements.    The  howl  of  maniac  uproar 
Lulls  to  sad  sleep  the  memory  of  himael£ 
A  calm  is  fetal  to  him — then  he  feels 
The  dire  upboilings  of  the  storm  withm  him. 
A  tiger  mad  with  inward  wounds.         I  dread 
The  fierce  and  restless  turbulence  of  guilt 

^  KOBEBPIEIUIB. 

Is  not  the  commune  ours  f   The  stem  iribmialf 
Dumas?  and  Vivier?  Fleuriot?  and  Loavet? 
And  Henriot?  We'll  denounce  a  hundred,  nor 
Shall  they  behold  to-morrow's  son  roll  westward. 

R03ESPIEREE  JUNIOB. 

Nay — I  am  sick  of  blood ;  my  aching  heart 
Reviews  the  long,  long  train  of  hideous  horron 
That  still  have  gloom'd  the  rise  of  the  republic. 

1  should  have  died  before  Toulon,  when  ivar 
Became  the  patriot! 

BOBESPIEIULl.    ' 

Moat  unworthy  wish ! 
He,  whose  heart  sickens  at  the  blood  of  tniloiB, 
Would  be  himself  a  traitor^  were  he  not 
A  coward !  'TIS  congenial  souls  akme 
Shed  tears  of  sorrow  for  each  other's  fete. 
O  thou  art  brave,  my  brother !  and  thine  ^e 
FuU  firmly  shines  amid  the  groaning  battle — 
Yet  in  thine  heart  the  woman-form  qf  pity 
Asserts  too  laige  a  share,  an  ill-timed  guest! 
There  is  unBoundness  in  the  state — To4Dorrow 
Shall  see  it  cleansed  by  wholesome  massacre! 

BOBEBPISBBE  JUNIOK. 

Beware!  already  do  the  sections  munnnr — 
**  O  the  great  glorious  patriot,  Robespierre — 
The  tyrant  guardian  ik  the  eountry's/rcHtas  ^ 

COUTHON. 

"Twera  folly  sure  to  woric  great  deedi  hy  halves 
Much  I  suspect  the  darksome  fickle  heart 
Of  oiAd  Banere ! 


If 


I  see  the  villain  in  him ! 

BOBBSFIKBBS  JUNIOB. 

all  ibmke  thee — ^what  remams  f 
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Mysalf !  the  ■t«d«tioDg  Rectitude  ^  Mml 
And  Poveity  tubUme  'mid  drcling  TirtnM! 
The  giant  Victories,  my  oouDwla  fonn'd. 
Shall  flialk  aioond  me  with  nin-gKttering  plnmei, 
Bidding  the  darts  of  calumny  fall  pdntleM. 

lExaaa  emleri,  Mantt  Coutbon. 

COUTBON  («oZk«). 

80  we  deceiye  ounelyei!  What  goodly  viitiiei 
Bkiom  OD  the  poiicmoai  bnncfaM  of  amUtian ! 
Still,  Robeapierre .'  thou  'It  guard  thy  oountiy'a  fireedom 
To  deipotiae  in  all  the  patriot's  pomp. 
WhUe  Conacience,  *mid  t|t^  niob's  applauding  clamor 
Sleeps  in  thine  ear,nor  whispen— blood-stain'd  tyrant! 
Yet  what  is  CoDscienoe  ?  Supeistition's  dream. 
Making  such  deep  impression  on  our  sleep^^ 
That  long  tfa'  awaken'd  breast  retains  its  horrors ! 
Bat  be  returns    and  with  him  comes  Banere. 

[ExU  COUTBOJI. 

Eaier  RoBEsriBRRX  <md  UkUWOkE. 


There  is  no  danger  but  in  cowardice^ — 
Bsirere  I  we  eidte  the  danger,  when  v/efear  it 
We  have  such  fbrce  without,  as  will  suspend 
The  cold  and  trembling  treachery  of  these  membeia. 

BAumi. 
Twill  be  a  pauee  of  terror^— 

BonariKRitK. 

But  to  whom  t 
Rather  the'  short-lived  slumber  of  the  tempest, 
Gathering  its  strength  anew.  The  dastard  traiton ! 
Moles,  that  would  undermine^the  rooted  oak ! 
A  pause !— a  momenfi  pause !— Tis  all  their  Ufs, 

BARRXR& 

Tf't  much  they  talk— and  idausible  thoir  speech. 
Cooihoa's  decree. has  given  such  pcwecs,  that— 


KOBKSPIZKllt. 


That^hatf 


The  freedom  of  deoate** 


KOBnrXKEEB. 


KOmSPIEBRB. 

Transparent  mask 
"Hiey  wkh  to  glog  the  wheels  of  government. 
Forcing  the  hand  that  guides  the'  vast  machine 
To  bribe  them  to  their  duty — English  patriots ! 
Are  not  the  congregated  clouds  of  war 
Black  all  aioond  us  ?  In  oiir  very  vitals 
Works  not  the  Ipng-bred  poison  of  rebellion  ? 
Say,  what  shall  counteract  the  selfish  plottings 
Of  wretches,  cold  of  heart,  nor  awed  by  fears 
Of  him,  whose  po^er  directs  th'  eternal  justice  ? 
Terror?  or  aecreteapping  gold  ?  The  first 
Heavy,  but  transient  as  the  ills  that  cause  it ; 
And  to  the  virtuous  patriot  render'd  light 
By  the  necessities  that  gave  it  birdi : 
The  odier  ibuk  the  fount  of  the  republic. 
Making  it  flow  polluted  to  all  ages ; 
Inoculates  the  state  with  a  slaw  venpm. 
That,  once  imbibed,  must  be  continued  ever. 
%aelf  incorruptible,  I  ne'er  could  bribe  them — 
1'herefbre  they  hate  pie. 


There  are  who  wish  my  ruin-^but  1 11  make  diem 
Blush  At  the  crime  in  Uood ! 


If  ay,  but  I  tell  thM 
Then  art  tpo  fond  of  slangfacef— and  the  right 
(If  rii^  it  be)  woikest  by>most  ibul  means! 

KOBKSPIKILKE. 

Setf-eentenng  Fear  !  how  well  thou  canst  ape  Mercy! 
Too  fond  of  slaughter  I — matchless  hypocrite ! 
Thought  fiarrere  so,  when  Brissot,  DantoQ  died  f 
Thought  Ranere  so^  when  through  the  streamiog 

streets 
Of  Paris  red-eyed  Massacre  o'er-wearied 
Reel'd  heavily,  intoxicate  with  blood  f 
And  when  (O  heavens .')  in  Icons'  death-red  square 
Sick  Fancy  groan'd  o'er  putrid  hills  of  slain. 
Didst  thou  not  fiercely  Uuigh,  and  bless  the  day  f 
Why,  thou  bait  been  the  mouth-piece  of  all  honoti* 
And,  like  a  Uood-hound,  crouch'd  for  musder !  Now 
Aloof  thou  standest  fkpm  the  tottering  pilla^, 
Or,  like  a  flighted  child  behind  its  mother, 
Hidest  thy  pale^fiice  in  the  skirts  afr— Mercy! 

BAUIXM. 

0  prodigality  of  eloquent  anger ! 

Why  now  I  see  thou  'rt  weak — thy  caSe  is  desperate* 
The  cool  ferocious  Il(Hi)espierre  tum'd  scolder ! 

ROBESPfERRfe. 

Who  from  a  bed  man's  bosom  wards  the  blow 
Reserves  the  whetted  dagger  for  his  own. 
Denounced  twice— «Bd  tvrice  I  saved  his  life !  [JE^ 

BARRXRX. 

The  sectiona  will  support  them-T>there's  the  pnnt ! 
No !  he  can  never  weedier  out  the  storn^- 
Tet  he  is  sudden  in  revenge — No  more ! 

1  must  awey  to  Tallien.  {F\ 


Are  the  sectioos  fnendlyf 


TS 


SCENE  ehangee  to  the  kouwe  of  Adklaidb. 
Adxlaidk  enlers,  epeakaig  to  a  Servant. 

AnCLAlDE. 

Didst  thou  present  the  letter  that  I  gave  thee  f 
Did  TalUen  answer,  he  would  soon  return  f 

eERVANT. 

He  is  in  the  Tuilleries— with  him  Legendrv— 
In  deep  discourse  tibey  seem'd ;  as  I  approached. 
He  waved  his  hand  as  bidding  me  retire : 
I  did  not  interrupt  him.  {Retume  As  UUm 

ADELAIDE. 

Thou*  didst  lightly. 

[£nlSsRVAia 
O  this  new  freedom !  at  how  dear  a  price 
We've  bought  the  seeming  good !  The  peaceful  virtues 
And  every  blandishment  of  private  life. 
The  &ther's  cares,  the  mother's  fond  endearment, 
All  sacrificed  to  Liberty's  wild  riot 
The  winged  hours,  that  scattered  roses  round  me. 
Languid  and  sad  drag  their  slow  cOurse  along, 
And  shake  big  gall-dirops  from  their  heavy  wingk 
But  I  will  steal  away  these  anxious  thoughta. 
By  the  soft  languishment  of  warbled  aini^ 
If  haply  melodies  may  lull  the  sense 
Of  sorrow  fer  a  whfle. 
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{Soft  Mudc), 
ETUerTjLLLOH. 

TALUEN. 

Monc,  my  love?  O  breathe  again  (bat  air! 
SoftiDiine  of  pain,  it  aoothes  the  Weaiy  ioqI 
Of  care,  sweet  aa  the  whisper'tl  breeze  of  evening 
l|hat  plays  around  the  nek  man's  throbbing  temples. 

80NO. 

Tell  me,  on  what  holy  giound 
May  domestic  peace  be  found  f 
Halcyon  daughter  of  the  skies. 
Far  on  fearful  wing  she  flies, 
From  the  pomp  of  sceptred  state. 
From  the  rebel's  noisy  hate. 

In  a  cottaged  vale  she  dwells, 
lirt'ning  to  the  Sabbath  bells ! 
Still  around  her  steps  are  seen 
Spotless  Honor's  meeker  mien. 
Love,  the  fire  of  pleasing  feaii, 
SoiTow  smiling  through  her  tears ; 
And,  conscious  of  the  post  employ^ 
Memory,  bosom-spring  of  joy. 

TALLIKN. 

I  thank  thee,  Adelaide !  't  was  sweet,  though  moomfuL 
But  why  thy  brow  o'ercast,  thy  cheek  so  wan? 
Thou  look'st  as  a  loin  ipaid  beside  some  streaniL 
That  sighs  away  the  soul  in  fond  despairing, 
While  Sorrow  sad.  like  the  dank  willow  near  her, 
Hangs  o'er  the  troubled  ibuntsin  of  her  eye. 

ADELAIDE. 

Ah !  rather  let  me  ask  what  mystery  lowers 

On  Tallien's  darken'd  brow.  "Diou  dost  me  wrong— 

Tliy  soul  distemper'd,  can  my  heart  be  tranquil  ? 

TALLIEN. 

Tell  me,  fay  whom  thy  brother's  blood  was  spilt? 
Asks  he  not  vengeance  on  these  patriot  murdererB  ? 
It  has  been  borne  too  tamely.    Fean  and  curses 
Groan  on  our  midnight  beds,  and  e'en  our  dreams 
Threaten  the  assassin  hand  of  Robespierre. 
He  dies ! — ^nor  has  the  plot  escaped  his  fears. 

ADELAIDE. 

Ye(— yet — ^be  caotioas !  much  1  fear  the  Commiiiie-<- 
The  tyrsnt's  creatures,  and  their  &te  with  his 
Fast  link'd  in  close  indissoluble  union. 
The  Fde  Convention — 

TALUEIf. 

Hate  him  as  Chey  fear  him, 
Impattent  of  the  chain,  resolved  and  ready. 

ADELAIDE. 

Th'  enthustast  mob,  Confusuxi's  lawless  soma^ 

TALLIEN. 

They  are  aweaiy  of  his  stem  mordity, 
The  fair-mask'd  of&pring  of  ferocious  pride. 
The  sections  too  support  the  delegates : 
All — all  is  ours !  e'en  now  the  vital  air 
Of  liberty,  condensed  awhile,  is  bursting 
(Force  irresistible !)  from  its  compreesure — 
To  shatter  the  arch-chemist  in  the  explosion! 


EiUer  BiLLADD  Vaesnueb  and  Boukdon  L'OrsB. 

[Adelaide  ref»«i 

BOURDON  L'OISE. 

T&llien!  wtfiS  this  a  uipe  (or  amorous  conferenoe-? 
Henriot,  the  tyrant's  most  devoted  creature, 
Marshals  the  ibrce  of  Paris :  the  fierce  dnb^ 
With  Vivier  at  their  head,  in  loud  acclaim 
Have  sworn  to  makehthe  guillotine  in  blbod 
Float  on  the  scafiUd. — ^But  who  comes  here  ? 

Eater  BaeIlebx  dbn^y. 

bareers. 
Say,  are  ye  friends  to  Freedom  1  lam  ker^sf 
Let  us,  forgetful  of  all  common  feuds, 
Rally  «round  her  shrine !  E'en  now  the  tyrant 
Concerts  a  plan  of  instant  massacre ! 

BILLAITD  VABBNNE8. 

Away  to  the  Convention !  widi  that  voice 
So  oft  the  herald  of  glad  victory,    . 
Rouse  their  &llen  sj^riis,  thunder  in  their  ears 
The  names  of  tyrant,  plunderer,  ^ssasain ! 
The  violent  workings  of  my  soul  within 
Anticipate  the  monster's  blood  ? 

[Cry  from  the  AreeL  cf^No  Tyrant!  Dmm  wUk 
the  Tyrant  r* 

TALLIEN. 

Hear  ye  that  outcry  ?— If  the  trembling^  members 
Even  for  a  moment  hold  his  fate  suspended, 
I  swear,  by  the  holy  poniard  that  stabb'd  Oesar, 
This  dagger  probes  his  heart! 


ACTIL 
SCEN&-^T&«  ConveniUm. 

EOBESPiEBRE  (fflOKfift  the  TVi&iaie). 

Once  more  befits  it  that  the  voice  of  Truth, 

Fearless  in  innocence,  though  leaguer'd  round 

By  Envy  and  her  hateful  brood  of  hell. 

Be  heard  amid  this  hall ;  once  more  befits 

The  patriot,  whose  prophetic  eye  so  oft 

Has  pierced  through  fsiction's  veil,  to  flash  oo  crimes 

Of  deadliest  import    Mouldering  in  the  grave 

Sleeps  Capet's  caitifif  corse ;  my  daring  hand 

Levell'd  to  eartfi  his  blood-cemented  throne, 

My  voice  declared  his  guilt,  and  stirr'd  up  France 

To  call  fi>r  vengeance.    I  too  dug  the  grave 

Where  sleep  the  Girondists,  detested  band ! 

Long  with  the  show  of  f)«edom  they. abused 

Her  ardent  sons.    Lon^  time  the  well-tuni'd  phrsse 

The  high-fraught  sentence,  and  the  lofty  tDne 

Of  declamation,  thunder'd  in  this  hall. 

Till  reason  'midst  a  labyrinth  of  words 

Perplex'd,  in  silence  seem'd  to  yield  assent. 

I  durst  oppose.    Soul  of  my  honor'd  friend ! 

Spirit  of  Marat,  upon  thee  T  call — 

"rhott  know*st  me  fiiithful,  know'st  widi  what  wa. 

seal 
I  urged  the  cauAe  of  justice,  stripped  the  tduk 
From  Faction's  deadly  visage,  and  destroy'd 
Her  traitor  brood.  Whose  patriot  arm  hurl'd  down 
Hebert  and  Rousin,  and  the  villain  friends 
Of  Danton,  foul  apostate !  those,  who  long 
MadK'd  Treason's  form  in  Liberty^  fair  garfab 
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Long  deluged  France  with  blood,  and  duxBt  defy 

OmnipotenoiB !  but  I,  it  seerte,  am  (abe ! 

I  am  a  traitor  too !  I — Robespierre ! 

1-Hit  whose  name  the  dastard  detpot  brood 

Look  pale  with  fear,  and  call  on  saints  to  help  them! 

Who  dares  accuse  me  7  who  shall  dare  b^lie 

M7  spotless  name  ?  Speak,  ye  accomplice  band,    * 

Of  what  am  I  accused  T  of  what  strange  crime 

U  Maximilian  Robespierre  accused. 

That  through  this  hall  the  buzz  of  dieoonteDt 

Should  miumur?  who  shall  speak? 

BILLAUD  ▼ARENNE8. 

O  patriot  toAgne, 
Belymg  the  fool  heart !  Who  was  it  urged, 
Friendly  to  tyrants,  that  accurst  decree 
Whose  influence,  brooding  p'er  this  hallow'd  hall, 
Has  chiird  each  tongue  tp  silence^    Who  destny'd 
Tlie  freedom  of  .debate,  and  carried  through 
The  iatql  law,  that  doom'd  the  delegates. 
Unheard  before  their  equals,  to  the  bar 
Where  cruelty  sat  throned,  and  murder  reign'd 
With  her  Dumas  coequal  ?  Say — thou  man 
Of  mighty  eloquence,  whose  law  was  that  7 

COUTHON. 

That  law  was  mine.    I.  urged  it — ^I  proposed — 
The  Yoice  of  France  assembled  in  her  scms 
Anented,  though  the  tame  and  timid  voice 
Of  traitors  murmur'd.    I  advised  that  law— 
I  jostify  it.    It  was  wise  and  good. 

BARKERS. 

Oh,  wnndroos  wise,  and  roost  convenient  too ! 
I  have  long  mark'd  thee,  Robesjnerre — and  now 
Proclaim  thee  traitor — tyrant ! 

[Loud  tgpplaumi. 

■ 

EOBEBPIERRC 

It  is  well 
I  am  a  traitor !  oh,  that  I  had  fallen 
Vfhen  Regnault  lifYed  high  the  murderous  knife ; 
Regnault,  the  instrument  belike  of  those 
Who  now  themselves  would  fain  assaasinaliei 
And  legalize  their  murders.    I  stand  here 
An  isolated  patriot— 'hemm'd  around 
By  fiiction's  noisy  pack ;  beset  and  bey'd 
By  the  foul  hell-hounds  who  know  no  escape 
From  Justice*  outstretched  ann,  but  by  the  foroe 
.Tliat  pieroea  through  her  breast 

[Murmurs,  and  thouU  of — Damn  wkk  Ae  iymU  I 

ROBBBPIRRRI. 

Nay,  bqt  I  will  be  heard.   There  was  a  time, 
When  Robeapiem  began,  the  loud  applauiea 
Of  honest  patriots  drown'd  the  honest  sound. 
Bat  times  are  changed,  and  villany  prevails. 

COLLOT  D'HERBOIS. 

No— villany  shall  fall.  France  could  not  brook 
A  monarch's'  sway — sounds  the  dictator's  name 
Mwe  soothing  to  her  ear7 

BOURDON  l'OISE. 

Rattle  her  chains 
More  musically  now  than  when  the  hand 
Of  Briasot  forged  her  fettcis,  or  the  crew 
Of  Herbert  thundered  out  their  blasphemies, 
And  Danton  talked  of  virtue  7 

BDBBSnERRB. 

Oh,  that  Briasot 
Were  hers  again  to  thunder  in  this  hall, 
That  Herbert  lived,  and  Danton's  giant  Iprm 


Scowl'd  once  again  defiance !  so  my  soul 
Might  cope  with  worthy  foes. 

People  of  France, 
Hear  me !  Benaath  the  vengeance  of  the  law, 
Traiton  have  perish'd  countless ;  soore  survive : 
The  hydrarheaided  faction  liAs  anew 
Her  daring  fiont,  and  ihittfui  from  her  wounds, 
Cautk>us  fiom  past  defeats,  contrives  new  wiles 
Against  the  sons  of  Freedom. 

TAIXIElf. 

Freedom  Uvea! 
Oppwanion  fiillt— lor  France  has  felt  her  diains, 
Has  burst  them  toa    Who  trailo^like  stepc  fifth 
Amid  the  hall  of  Jacobins  to  save 
CamiUe  Desmoulins,  and  the  venal  wretch 
ITEglantine  7 

ROBOPIERkX. 

I  did— for  I  thought  tbemhonest. 
And  Heaven  forefend  that  vengeance  erashould  strika 
£re  justice  doom'd  the  blow. 

BARRERE. 

Traitor,  thou  didst. 
Tes,  the  accomplice  of  their  dork  designs, 
Awhile  didst  thou  defend  them,  when  the  storm 
Lower'd  at  safe  distance.    When  the  clouds  fh>wn*d 

'   darker, 
Fear'd  for  yourself  and  left  them  to  their  ftte. 
Oh,  I  have  mariL'd  thee  long,  and  through  the  veil 
Seen  thy  foul  projects    Yes,  ambitious  man, 
Self-wiird  dictator  o'er  the  lealm  of  France, 
The  vengeance  thou  hast  plann'd  fbr  patrioli 
Falls  on  thy  head.    Look  how  thy  brodier's  deeda 
Dishonor  thine  I  He  the  firm  patriot. 
Thou  the  foul  parricide  of  liberty ! 

ROBESf  lERRE  JUNIOR. 

Barrere— attempt  not  meanly  to  divide 
Me  from  my  brother.   I  partake  his  guilt. 
For  I  partake  his  virtue. 

ROBESPIERRE. 

Brother,  by  my  soul 
More  dear  I  hold  thee  to  my  heart,  that  thus 
With  me  thou  darest  to  tieiKl  the  dangerous  path 
Of  virtue,  than  that  Naturo  twined  her  cords 
Of  kindred  round  us. 

BARRERE. 

Yes,  allied  in  guilt, 
Even  as  in  blood  ye  are.    Oh,  thou  worst  wretch, 
Thou  worB9  than  Sylla!  hast  thou  not  proscribed. 
Yea,  in  most  foul  anticipation  slaughter'd. 
Each  patriot  ropresentaiive  of  France  ? 

BOURDOIf  L'OI'sE. 

Was  not  die  younger  Oeaar  too  to  re|gn 
O'er  all  our  valiant  armies  iivthe  south. 
And  still  continue  there  his  merohant  wiles  ? 

ROBESPIERRE  JUNIOR. 

His  merchant  wiles!  Oh,  grant  me  patience.  Heaven' 
Was  it  by  merchant  wiles  I  gained  you  back 
Toulon,  when  proudly  on  her  captive  towers 
Waved  hi{^  the  English  flag  7  or  fought  I  then 
With  merchant  wiles,  when  sword  in  hand  I  led 
Your  troops  to  conquest  ?  Fought  I  merchant^like. 
Or  bartered  I  for  victory,  when  death 
Strode  o'er  the  reeking  streets  with  giant  stride. 
And  shook  his  ebon  plumes,  and  sternly  smiled 
Amid  the  bloody  baiiquetr  when  appall'd. 
The  hireling  sons  ef  England  spread  the  sail 
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Of  nfety,  finight  Ilike  a  merchant  then? 
Oh,  patience !  patience ! 

aouanoN  l*oi8e. 

How  this  younger  tymd 
Mouthf  out  defiance  to  ub  !  even  w 
He  had  led  on  the  armiea  of  the  eontfa. 
Till  once  again  the  plains  of  Fnnoe  ware  dnoeii'd' 
With  her  beet  hkxxl. 

OOLLOT  D'HsaBon. 

Till,  once  again  diiplay'd, 
Lyone^  aad  tragedy  had  call'd  me  forth 
llie  miniiter  df  wrath,  whilst  daughter  by 
Had  bathed  in  human  blood. 

DUBOn  CRANCK. 

No  wonder,  fiiend, 
ThBt  we  are  traiton — that  our  headi  must  &U 
Beneath  the  ax  of  deadi!  When  Canr-like 
Reignt  Robespierre,  'tis  wisely  done  to  doom 
The  iall  of  Brutus.    Tell  me,  bloody  man, 
Hest  thou  not  parcell*d  out  deluded  Franoe, 
As  it  had  been  some  province  won  in  fight, 
Between  your  cunt  triumvirate  T  You,  Coudum, 
Go  with  my  brother  to  the  southern  plains; 
StJust,  be  yours  the  army  of  the  north ; 
Meantime  I  rule  at  Paris. 

BOBKSPIKRaX. 

'  Matchless  knavel 
What— not  one  blush  of  conscience  6n  thy  oheek— 
Not  one  poor  blush  of  truth !  Most  hkely  tale! 
That  I  who  ruin'd  Brissot's  towering  hopes, 
I  who  disoover*d  Hebert's  impbus  wiles. 
And  sharp*d  for  Danton's  recreant  neck  the  aZf 
Should  now  be  traitor!  had  I  been  so  minded, 
Tbinik  ye  I  had  destroy'd  the  very  men 
Whose  plots  resembled  mine  7  Br^  forth  your  proofs 
Of  thi%deep  treason.    Tell  me  in  whose  breast 
Found  ye  the  fatal  scroll  ?  or  tell  me  rather 
Who  foiged  the  shameless  fidsehood  f 

ooLLOT  n'mtaBoiB. 

Ask  yon  proofs  ? 
Robespiem,  what  proofs  wero  ask*d  when  Brissotdiedf 

LBOBNDM. 

What  proofs  adduced  yon  when  the  Danlon  diedf 
When  at  the  imminent  peril  of  my  lifo 
I  rose,  and  fearless  of  thy  frowning  brow, 
Ph>c]aim*d  him  guiltless  f 

KOBBSnmiVK. 

I  remember  well 
The  fotal  day.    I  do  repent  me  much 
Tliat  I  kiird  Onsar  and  spared  Antony. 
But  I  have  been  too  lenient    I  have  spared 
The  stream  oi  blood,  and  now  my  own  must  flow 
To  fill  the  current 

Triumph  not  too  socio, 
Jimtice  may  yet  be  victor. 

RUer  SmJuar,  and  mcwUi  Oe  DnbtanB. 

8T-JI7BT. 

I  come  from  die  committee— chaiged  to  speak 
Of  matters  of  high  import    I  omit 
Their  orders.    Representadves  of  Frsnoe, 
Boldly  in  his  own  perron  speaks  SlJust 
What  his  own  heart  shall  dictate. 


TALLIXN. 


Hearyediis, 


Insulted  delegates  of  France  t  StJust 
From  your  committee  comes— comes  charged  to  speak 
Of  matters  of  high  import— yet  omits 
Their  orderi!  Representadves  of  France, 
That  bold  man  I  denounce,  who  disobeys 
The  nation's  ordera.— 1  denounce  SlJust 
0    /  [Lamd  ifplaMwn 

aisrusT. 
Hear  me!  [Viobitf 


He  shall  be  heard! 

•oumDOM  l'oibk 
Must  we  oontanmiate  this  sacred  hall 
Widi  die  foul  bread!  of  treason  f 


COLLOT  D'HIBBOB. 

Drag  him  away  S 
Henoe  with  him  to  the  bar. 

couTUOir. 

Oh,  just  proceedings ! 
Robespierre  prevented  liberty  of  speech — 
And  Robespierre  is  a  tjrrant!  Tallien  reigns, 
He  dreads  to  hear  the  voice  of  innocence— 
And  SfrJust  must  be  silent ! 

LBOKNDRK. 

Heed  we  weD 
That  jusdce  guide  our  actionB.    No  light  inqtoit 
Attends  this  day.    I  move  StJust  be  heard. 

FREBON. 

Inviolate  be  the  sacred  right  of  man. 
The  freedom  of  debate. 

[Vuiad  tfpimm 

■T-JUST. 

I  may  be  heard,  then !  much  the  times  ar^hanged 

When  StJust  thanks  this  hall  for  hearing  him. 

Hobeapienpe  is  call'd  a  tyrant    Men  of  France, 

Judge  not  too  soon.    By  popular  discontent 

Was  Aristidea  driven  into  eii]e» 

Was  Fbodon  murder'd  f  Ere  ye  dare  pranounoe 

Robespiem  is  guilty,  it  befits  ye  well. 

Consider  who  accuse  hiiik    Tallien, 

Bourdon  of  Oise— the  very  men  denounced. 

For  their  dark  intrigues  disturb'd  the  plan 

Of  government    Legendre,  the  sworn  friend 

Of  Dsnton,  frU'n  apostate.    Dubois  Craae^ 

He  who  at  Lyons  spared  the  foyaltita    ■  , 

CoUotdT 


BOUADOM  L'onC. 

What— shall  the  traitor 
ICs  head  amid  our  tribune— and  bbapheme 
Each  patriot?  shall  die  hireling  slave  of  laoiiafr- 


I  am  of  no  factk>n. 
Against  all 


BT^JUST. 

I  contend 


TilLLIEir. 

I  espouse  the  cause 
Of  truth.    Robespierre  on  yestoNmom  pronounced 
Upon  his  own  authority  a  report 
To-day  StJust  jcomes  down.   StJust  negleou 
What  the  committee  orders,  and  h>j«ng»^ 
From  his  own  will.   O  citizens  of  Frsnce, 
I  weep  for  you*-I  weep  for  my  poor  country^ 
I  tremble  fbr  the  cause  of  Liber^, 
When  individuals  shall  assume  the  sway. 
And  with  more  insolence  than  kingly  pnda 
Rulellie  republic 
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BIIXAUD  VABENNU. 

Shnddert  ye  representatives  of  Fiance, 
ladder  with  horror.  HenpoC  commanda 
The  manhaird  force  of  Ptiria— Henriot. 
Fool  parricide — (he  sworn  ally  of  Hebert, 
Denounced  by  all— upheld  by  Robespierre. 
Who  spared  La  Vallette  T  who  promoted  him. 
Stained  with  the  de««p  dye  of  nobility  f 
Who  to  an  ex-peer  gave  the  high  command  f 
Who  screen'd  from  justice  the  mpacioas  thief? 
^Fho  cast  in  chains  the  fiiends  of  liberty  ? 
Robespierre,  the  selfstyled  patriot  Robeepiei 
KobespieiTB,  allied  with  villain  Daubign^-^ 
Robespierre,  the  fool  arcb-tyrant  Bobesptana 

BOOftDON  L'oISE. 

He  talhs  of  virtue— of  morality — 
Consiatent  patriot!  he.  Daubignd*s  fnend! 
Henriot's  supporter  virtuous !  Preach  of  virtoe. 
Yet  league  with  villams,  for  with  Robespierre 
Villains  alone  ally.    Thou  art  a  tytant ! 
I  st^le  thee  tyrant,  Robespierre ! 

[Loud  applauMM. 

mOBEBFIZRHX. 

Tike  hack  the  name,  ye  citiiens  of  France— 
[HofenI  damor.  Cries  of— Down  with  the  Tynmi! 

TALUEN. 

Oppresnon  falls.    The  traitor  stands  appall'd — 

Guilt's  mm  fiings  engrasp  his  shrinking  soul — 

He  hears  assembled  France  denounce  his  crimes ! 

He  fees  the  mask  torn  from  his  secret  sina— 

He  trembles  on  the  precipice  of  fate. 

Fall'n  guilty  tyrant !  murder'd  by  thy  rage, 

How  many  an  innocent  victim's  blood  has  siain*d 

Fair  Freedom's  altar !  Sylla-like,  thy  hand 

Msrk'd  down  the  virtues,  that,  thy  foes  removed. 

Perpetual  Dictator  thou  mightst  reign. 

And  tyrannize  o'er  France,  and  call  it  freedom ! 

^og  time  in  timid  guilt  the  traitor  plaim'd 

Hi«  fearful  wiles— success  embolden'd  sin — 

And  his  stretch'd  arm  had  grasp'd  the  diadem 

Ere  now,  but  that  the  coward's  heart  recoil'd, 

I^tt  France  awaked,  should  rouse  her  from  herdream, 

And  call  aloud  for  vengeance.   He,  like  Cceaar, 

^Viih  rapid  step  uiged  on  his  bold  career, 

Eren  to  the  aommit  of  ambitious  power, 

And  deem'd  the  name  of  King  alone  was  wanting. 

Was  it  for  this  we  hurl'd  proud  Capet  down  f 

h  it  for  this  we  wage  eternal  war 

Against  the  tyrant  horde  of  murderen. 

The  crown'd  cockatrices  whose  foul  venom 

rnfects  all  Europe  ?  was  it  then  for  this 

We  swore  to  guard  our  liberty  with  life. 

That  Robespierre  should  reign  ?  the  spirit  of  fieedom 

jjjnot  yet  sank  so  low.    The  glowing  flame 

That  animates  each  honest  Frenchman'a  heart 

N«  yet  extinguishU    I  invoke  thy  shade. 

Immortal  Brutus  f  I  too  Vvear  a  dagger; 

^  if  the  representatives  of  France, 

Through  fear  or  favor,  should  delay  the  swoid 

W  justice,  Tallien  emulates  thy  virtues  ; 

Talllen.  like  Brutna,  Ufte  the  avenging  arm  ; 

TuiUen  afaan«  save  his  oountiy. 

[Violent  tqiplafiiet. 

•ILLi^jrABKNNU. 

1  demand 
1* 


The  arrest  of  the  traitors.    Meponble 
Will  be  this  day  for  France. 

KOBUFIEBKC 

Yes!  memorahle 
This  di^  will  be  for  France ^for  villaim  trianpb. 

LKBA8. 

I  will  not  share  in  this  day's  Hamning  guilt 
Condemn  bm  too. 

[Oreat  cry—Down  with  the  TyranUi 

(THeftooRoBCSPiKRBfih  CoirrHON,STJu8TaiidLaiAt 

areledtf). 


ACT  m. 

Scene  eontinuet, 

COLLOT  P'hKRBOIB. 

B  fallen !  The  baneful  tree  of  Java, 
Whose  death-distilling  boughs  dropt  poisonous  dew, 
Is  rooted  from  its  base.   This  worse  than  CromwaD, 
The  austere,  the  selfdenying  Robespieire, 
Even  in  this  hall,  where  once  with  -terror  mute 
We  hsten'd  to  the  hypocrite's  harangues. 
Has  heard  his  doom. 

billaud  varennu. 

Yet  must  we  not  suppose 
The  ^rrant  vnll  fall  tamely.    His  sworn  hireling 
Henriot,  the  daring  desperate  Henriot 
C<Miimands  the  force  of  P^ris.    I  denounce  him. 

FRERON. 

I  denounce  Fleuiiottoo,  the  mayor  of  Paria. 
Enter  Dubou  CaANcf. 

DUBOIS  CRANCfS. 

Robeepierre  is  reacued.  .Henriot  at  the  head 
Of  the  arm'd  force  has  rescued  the  fierce  tyiant. 

COLLOT   D'HBRBOIS. 

Ring  the  tocsin^-call/all  the  citiiens 

To  save  their  ooontry^-never  yet  has  Ftoia 

Forsook  the  representatives  of  France. 

tIllibn. 
It  is  the  hour  of  danger.    I  propose 
This  sitting  be  made  permanent 

[Loud  ^jpkmat$, 

COLLOT  D'HKRBOIB. 

The  National  Conventioa  shall  remain 
Firm  at  its  post 

Enter  a  Messengse. 


Robespiene  has  reach'd  the  Conunune.  TheyespooM 
The  tyrant's  cause.    StJust  is  up  in  arms ! 
StJust— the  young  ambitious  bold  SuJust 
Harangues  the  mob.    The  sanguinary  Couthoo 
Thiiati  fbr  your  bk)od. 

[7\»csift  ns^a. 

TALLIEN. 

Theae  tjmnts  are  in  arms  against  the  law : 
Outlaw  the  rebels. 

Enter  Merlin  of  Douat. 

MERUN. 

Hedth'to  the  representatives  of  France '. 
I  past  this  moment  through  the  armed  fbree— 
They  ask'd  my  name — and  when  they  beard  a  delegate. 
Swoi^  I  was  not  the  friend  of  France. 
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COLLOT  d'HERBOIS. 

The  tjntuitB  threaten  us,  as  when  they  tiim*d 
The  cannon's  mouth  on  Brissot 

Enter  another  Mssskngbb. 

SECOND  nSSENG^R. 

^^vier  harangues  the  Jacobins—the  elab 
Espouse  the  cause  of  Robespierre. 

Enter  another  Msssenqxe. 

t 

THIRD  MESgENOBR. 

All's  lost— the  tjrant  triumphs.    Henriot  leads 
The  soldiers  to  his  aidw— >— Ah^ady  I  hear 
The  rattling  camion  destined  to  surround 
This  sacred  hall. 

TALLIEN. 

Why,  we  will  die  like  men  then ; 
The  representatives  of  France  dare  death, 
When  duty  steels  their  bosoms. 

[Loud  applauses. 

TALUXN  (flddressing  the  galleries). 

*«  Citizens  I 
France  is  insulted  in  her  delegates — 
The  inigeety  of  the  republic  is  insulted-:- 
Tyrants  are  up  in  arms.    An  armed  force 
Threats  die  Convention.    The  Convention  swears 
To  die,  or  save  ^e  country ! 

[Violent  applauses  from  the  gdUeries. 

CITIZEN  (Jroni  above). 

We  too  swear 
To  die,  or  save  the  country.    Follow  me. 

[AU  the  men  quit  the  galleries. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

FOURTH  MESSBNGBR- 

Heniiot  is  taken ! — 

^  [Loud  applauses. 
Henriot  is  taken.   Three  of  your  brave  soldiers 
Bwore  they  would  seize  the  rebel  slave  of  tyrantSi 
Or  perish  in  the  attempt.    As  he  patroll'd 
The  streets  of  Fbris,  stimng.up  the  mob, 
They  seized  lum. 

[Applauses. 

BILLAUD  VARENNES. 

Let  the  names  of  these  brave  men 
live  to  the  iuture  day. 

Enter  Bourdon  l'Oisb,  sword  in  hand. 

BOURDON  L'OISB. 

I  have  clear'd  the  Commune. 

[Applauses. 
Through  the  throng  I  nish'd, 
Brandishing  my  good  sword  to  drench  its  blade 
Deep  in  the  tyrant's  heart   The  timid  rebels 
Gave  way.    I  met  the  soldiery — I  spake 
Of  the  dictator's  crimes— of  patriots  chain'd 
In  dark  deep  dimgeons  by  hk  lawless  rage — 
Of  knaves  secure  beneath  his  fostering  power. 
I  spake  of  liberty.    Their  honest  hearts 
Caught  the  warm  flame.  The  general  shout  burst  forth, 
'*  Live  the  Convention — Down  with  Robespierre  !** 

[Applauses. 
[Shouts  from  unihout^Dnum  with  the  Tyrani  I 

TALLIEN. 

I  hear,  t  hear  the  soul-inspiring  sounds, 

France  shall  be  saved !  her  generous  sons,  attached 


To  principles,  not  persons,  spurn  the  idol 

They  worsliipp'd  once.    Yes,  Robespierre  shall  fill 

As  Capet  foil !   Oh !   never  let  us  deem 

That  France  shall  crouch  beneath  a  tyrant's  thnme. 

That  the  almighty  people  who  have  broke 

On  their  oppressors'  heads  the  oppressive  chain, 

Will  court  again  their  fetters !  easier  were  it 

To  hurl  the  doud-capt  mountain  firmi  its  base. 

Than  force  the  bonds  of  slavery  upon  men 

Determined  to  be  free ! 

,    [Applauses. 

Enter  Lbgendrb,  a  pietol  in  one  hand,  keys  in  tht 

other. 

lbgbndrb  (Jlingjmg  damn  the  keys). 
So— let  the  mutinous  Jacobins  meet  now 
In  the  open  air, 

[Loud  applaases 
A  fiictious  turbulent  partf 
Lording  it  o'er  the  state  since  Danton  died. 
And  with  him  the  Cordelieni.-^A  hireling  band 
Of  loud-tongued  orators  controird  the  club, 
And  bade  tliem  bow  the  knee  to  Robespierre. 
Vi\ier  has  'scaped  me.    Curse  his  coward  heart — 
This  fote-fraught  tube  of  Justice  in  my  hand, 
I  rush'd  iato  the  hall.    He  mark'd  mine  eye 
That  beam'd  its  patriot  anger,  and  flash'd  full 
With  death-denouncing  meaning.    'Mid  the  thnx^ 
He  mingled.    I  pursued— but  staid  my  hand. 
Lest  haply  I  might  shed  the  innocent,  blood. 

[Aj^jiausu 

PR^RON. 

They  took  from  me  my  ticket  of  admission — 
Ezpell'd  me  from  their  sittings. — Now,  forsooth. 
Humbled  and  trembling  re-insert  my  name ; 
But  Fr6ron  enters  not  the  club  again 
Till  it  be  puiged  of  g^iit — till,  purified 
Of  tyrants  and  of  traitoni,  honest  men 
May  breathe  the  air  in  safely. 

[Shouts  from  withevl. 

BARRBRB. 

What  means  this  uproar  ?  if  the  tyrant  band 
Should  gain  the  people  once  again  to  rise — 
We  are  as  dead ! 

TALLIEN. 

*  And  wherefore  foar  we  death  7 
Did  Brutus  foar  it  7  or  the  Grecian  friends 
Who  buried  in  Hipparchus'  breast  the  trsvord. 
And  died  triumphant  f  Canar  should  foar  death 
Brutus  mtist  scorn  the  bugbear. 

Shouts  from  wi/houL  Lax  the  Conventian — Dcte* 
with  the  Tyrants! 


TALUBN. 


Hark!  agair 


The  sounds  of  honest  Freedom ! 

Enter  Deputies  fr^n  the  Sections. 

CITIZEN. 

CitizenB !  representatives  of  France  T 
Hold  on  your  steady  course.    The  men  of  IVuis 
Espouse  your  cause.    The  men  of  Paris  swear 
They  will  defend  the  delegates  of  Freedom 

TALLIEN. 

Hear  ye  this.  Colleagues  7.  hear  ye  this,  my  brethren 
And  does  no  thrill  of  joy  pervade  )rour  breasts  ? 
My  bosom  bounds  to  rapture,    i  have  seen 
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The  soDi  of  Frknce  shake  off  the  tyrant  yoke ; 
I  have,  SB  much  as  lies  in  mine  own  arm, 
Hurl'd  down  the  usurper^ — Come  dMlh  when  it  imll, 
I  have  lived  long  enough. 

[Shtnts  wUhouL 

BARRXRE. 

Ihrk !  how  the  noise  increases !  tluough  the  gloom 
Of  the  still  evening — ^harbniger  of  death. 
Rings  the  tocain !  the  dreadful  generale 
lliimden  through  Pbris —     t. 

[Cry  wiihoui — Down  vUh  the  T)franl ! 

Enter  LxcoiNTBK. 

LKCOINTRX. 

So  may  eternal  justice  blast  the  ibes 
Of  Prance !  so  perish  all  the  tyrant  brood, 
At  Robespierre  has  perish'd !   Citizens, 
Casar  is  taken. 

[Loud  and  repeated  aj^piauaet. 
I  marvel  not,  that  with  such  fbarleas  front. 
He  biaved  our  vengeance,  and  with-  angry  eye 
Soowl'd  round  the  hall  defiance.    He  relied 
On  Henriot'4  aid — the  Commune's  villain  friendship, 
And  Henriot's  boughien  succors.    Ye  have  heard 
llov  Henriot  rescued  him — how  with  open  arms 
The  Commune  welcomed  in  the  rebel  tyrants- 
How  Fleoriot  aided,  and  seditious  Vivier 
Stirr'd  up  the  Jacobins.    All  had  been  lost— 
The  representatives  of  France  had  perish 'd — 
Freedom  had  sunk  beneath  the  ^rant  arm 
Of  this  foul  parricide,  but  that  her  spirit^ 
Inspired  the  men  of  Paris.    Henriot  call'd 
"  To  arms"  in  vain,  whilst  Bourdon's  patriot  voice 
Breathed  eloquence,  and  o'er  the  Jacobins 
Legendre  frown'd  dismay.    The  tyrants  fled — 
They  reach'd  the  Hotel.     We  gather'd  round — we 

call'd 
For  vengeance !   Long  time,  obstinate  in  despair, 
With  knives  they  hack'd  around  them.  Till  foreboding 
The  sentence  Of  the  law,  the  clamorous  cry 
Of  joyful  thousands  hailing  their  destruction. 
Each  sought  by  suicide  to  escape  the  dread 
Of  doath.    Lebas  succeeded.    From  the  window 
Leapt  the  younger  Robespierre,  but  his. fractured  limb 
Forbade  to  escape.    The  seli^will'd  dictator 
Plunged  often  the  keen  knife  in  his  dark  breast, 
Yet  impotent  to  die.    He  lives  all  mangled 
By  his  own  tremulous  hand !   All  gash'd  and  gored, 
He  lives  to  taste  the  bitterness  of  Death. 
Even  now  they  meet  their  doom.  The  bloody  Couthon, 
The  fierce  St-Just,  even  now  attend  their  tyrant 
To  fall  beneath  the  ax.    I  saw  the  torches 
Flash  on  their  visages  a  dreadful  light — 
I  saw  them  whilst  the  black  blood  roll'd  adown 
Each  stern  &ce,  even  then  with  dauntless  eye 
Scowl  round  contemptuous,  dying  as  they  lived. 
Fearless  of  fiite ! 

[Loud  and  repeated  apfiauae». 


BARRKftE  {mount*  the  Tnbvme). 
For  ever  hallowM  be-  this  glorious  day. 
When  Freedom,  bunting  her  oppressive  chain. 
Tramples  on  the  oppressor.    When  the  tyrant, 
Hurl'd  from  his  blood-cemented  throne  by  the  arm 
Of  the  almighty  people,- meets  the  death 
He  plann'd  for  thousands.    Oh !  my  sickening  heart 
Has  sunk  within  me,  when  the  various  woes 
Of  my  brave  country  crowded  o'er  ray  brain 
In  ghastly  numben^when  assembled  hordes, 
Dragg'd  fiom  their  hovels  by  despotic  power. 
Rush'd  o'er  her  frontiers,  plunder'd  her  fiur  hamlets 
And  sack'd  her  pdpulous  towns,  and  dronch'd  with 

blood 
The  reeking  fields  of  Flanders.— When  within. 
Upon  hfr  vitals  prey'd  the  rankling  tooth 
Of  treason ;  and  oppression,  giant  form, 
Trampling  on  freedom,  left  the  alternative 
Of  slavery,  .or  of  death.    Even  from  that  day, 
When,  on  the  guilty  Capet,  I  pronounced 
The  doom  of  injured  France,  has  Faction  rear'd 
Her  hated  head  amongst  us.    Roland  preach'd 
Of  mercy — the  uxorious  dotard  Roland. 
The  woman>goveni'd  Roland  durst  aspire 
To  govern  France  ;  and  Petion  tnlk'd  of 'virtue, 
And  Vergniaud's  eloquence,  like  the  honey'd  tongue 
Of  some  soft  Syren,  wooed  us  to  destruction. 
We  triumph'd  over  these.  .On  the  same  scaflbld 
Wh^^  the  last  Louis  poiu-'d  his  guiUy  blood, 
Fell  Brissoi's  head,  the  womb  of  darksome  treasons, 
And  Orleans,  vilkin  kinsman  of  the  Capet, 
And  Heberi's  atheist  crew,  whose  maddening  hand 
Hurl'd  down  the  altara  of  the  living  God, 
With  all  the  iniiders  intolerance. 
The  last  worst  traitor  triumph'd — triumph'd  long, 
Secured  by  matchless  vijlany.    By  turns 
Defending  and  deserting  each  accomplice. 
As  interest  prompted..   In  the  goodly  soil 
Of  Freedom,  the  foul  tree  of  treason  struck 
Its  deep-fix'd  roots,  and  dropt  the  dews  of  death 
On  all  who  slumber'd  in  its  specious  shade. 
He  wove  the  web  of  treachery.    lie  caught 
The  listening  crowd  by  his  wild  eloquence, 
His  cool  ferocity^  that  persuaded  murder, 
Even  whilst  it  spake  of  mercy ! — Never,  never 
Shall  this  regenerated  country  wear 
The  despot  yoke.    Though  myriads  round  assail. 
And  with  worse  fury  urge  this  new  crusade 
Than  savages  have  known;    tiiough  the  leagtied 

despots 
Depopulate  all  Europe,  so  to.  pour 
The  accumulated  moss  upon  our  coasts. 
Sublime  amid  the  storm  shall  France  arise. 
And  like  the  rock  amid  surrounding  waves 
Repel  the  rushing  ocean. — She  shall  wield 
The. thunderbolt  of  vengeance — she  shall  blast 
The  despot's  pride,  and  liberate  the  world ! 

«2l 


29 


212 


COLERIDGFS  POETICAL  WOBEa 


ifHtoceltoneottfii  potvm. 


PRaSE  IN  RH  YAi£ :  OR  EPIGRAMS,  MORALITIES,  AND  THINGS  WITHOCT  A  NAME 


"Spw;  ust  \dXnipo(  irmpof* 


In  maosr  wtYi  docs  the  ftill  heart  rev«al    - 

The  praeeoce  of  the  love  it  would  ooncaal ; 

Bttt  n  far  more  th'  eetraoged  heart  lett  know 

The  abeanee  of  the  loTe,  which  yet  it  fain  would  dioi 


All  Ihou^ti,  all  peaaionft,  all  deligbta, 
Whatever  fttira  this  mortal  firaine, 
AJl  are  bat  minifterB  of  Love, 
And  feed  hia  aacred  flame. 

Oft  in  my  waking  dreams  do  I 
live  o'er  again  that  happy  hoar. 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  |ay 
Beside  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  moonshine, -flealing  o*er  the  acene,' 
Had  blended  with  the  lights  of  eve ; 
And  she  was  there,  my  hope,  my  joy. 
My  own  dear  Genevieve ! 

She  leant  against  the  armed  man, 
The  statue  of  the  armed  knight ; 
She  stood  and  liaien'd  to  my  lay. 
Amid  the  lingering'  light 

Few  soROWs  hath  she  of  her  own, 
My  hope !  my  joy !  my  Genevieve ! 
She  loves  me  best,  whene'er  I  sing 
The  songs  that  make  her  grievo. 

I  play'd  a  soA  and  doleful  air, 
I  sang  an  old  and  moving  story-— 
An  old  rude  song,  that  suited  well 
Thai  niin  wild  and  hoary. 

She  listen'd  with  a  flitting  blush. 
With  downcast  eyes  and  modest  greoe^ 
For  well  she  knew,  I  could  not  choose 
But  gaze  upon  her  face. 

I  lold  her  of  the  Knight  that  wore 
Upon  his  shield  a  burning  brand ; 
And  that  for  ten  long  years  he  wooed 
The  Lady  of  the  Land. 

I  told  her  how  he  pined  :  and  ail ! 
The  d0ep,  the  low,  the  pleading  tone 
With  which  I  sang  another*B  love, 
Interpreted  iny  own. 


il^picee  nay  be  firaod,  asoricinallypiibUabed.inder  aa- 
■OMT  Utk.  at  pace  SB. 


She  listen'd  with  a  flitting  blush. 

With  downcast  eyea,  and  modest 

And  she  forgave  me,  that  I  gazed 

Too  fondly  on  her  flice. 


But  when  I  told  the  cruel  scorn 
That  crazed  that  bold  and  lovely  Knight, 
And  that  he  croasM  the  mountain-woods, 
Nor  rested  day  nor  night ; 

That  sometimes  from  the  savage  den. 
And  sometimes  from  the  darksome  ahada 
And  sometimes  starting  up  at  onoe 
In  green  and  sunny  glade. 

There  came  and  look*d  him  in  the  ftce 
An  angel  beautiful  and  bright; 
And  that  he  knew  it  was  a  Fiend, 
This  miserable  Knight ! 

And  that,  unknowing,  what  he  did, 
He  leap'd  amid  a  murderous  hand. 
And  saved  from  outragSe  worse  than  death 
The  Lady  of  the  Land! 

And  how  she  wept,  and  clasp*d  his  kneaii 
And  how  she  tended  him  in-  vain— 
And  ever  strove  to  erpiate 
The  soom  that  crazed  his 


And  that  she  nursed  him  in  a  cave ; 
And  how  his  madness  went  away. 
When  on  the  yellow  forest-leaves 
A  dyiog  man  he  lay. 

His  dying  words — ^but  when  I  reached 
That  tenderest  stnin  of  all  the  ditty. 
My  fidtering  voice  and  pausing  harp 
Disturbed  her  soul  with  pity ! 

All  impulses  of  soul  and  sense 
Had  thrill'd  my  guiltless  Genevieve ; 
The  music  and  the  doleful  tale, 
The  rich  and  balmy  eve ; 

And  hopes,  and  fean  that  kindle  hopa 
An  nndistinguishable  throng. 
And  gentle  wishes  long  subdned. 
Subdued  and  cherish*d  long! 
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She  wept  with  pity  end  delight. 
She  bluih'd  with  love,  and  virgiq  ahame ; 
And  like  the  murmur  of  a  dream;, 
I  heard  her  Inieathe  my  name. 


Her  botom  heaved — die  slept 
As  ooDBcious  of  mv  look  she  stepped — 
llien  suddenly,  \*iin  tinioroiis  eye 
She  fled  to  me  and  wept 

She  half  inclosed  me  with  her  arms, 
She  praas'd  me  with  a  meek  embrace ; 
And  bending  back  her  head,  look'd  up, 
And  gaxed  upon  my  face. 

Twos  partly  Lore,  and  partly  Fear, 
And  partly  'twas  a  bashful  art. 
That  1  might  rather  feel,  than  see. 
The  swelling  of  her  heart 

I  calm*d  her  feaa,  and  she  was  calm, 
And  told  her  love  with  virgin  pride ; 
And  so  I  won  my  Genevieve, 

My  bright  and  beauteous  Bride. 


DUTY  StJRVIVING  SELFLOVB, 
THE  ONI.T  8URK  FtlEM)  0F  DKCUNINO  LITE. 

▲  souu>4inr. 

Umchangkd  within  to  see  all  changed  without. 

Is  a  blank  lot  and  hard  to  bear,  no  doubt 

Yet  why  at  others'  warnings  shouldst  thou  fret  t 

Then  only  mightst  thou  feel  a  just  regret, 

Hadst  thou  withheld  thy  love  or  hid  ihy  light 

In  selfish  fi>rethought  of  neglect  and  slight 

O  wiselier  then,  from  feeble  yearnings  freed, 

Wkile,  and  on  toAom,  thou  mayest— Hshine  on !  nor  heed 

Whether  the  object  by  reflected  light 

Return  thy  radiance  or  absorb  it  quite ; 

And  though  thou  notest  from  thy  safe  recess 

Old  Friends  bum  dim,  like  lamps  in  noisome  air. 

Love  them  lor  what  they  are :  nor  love  them  less» 

Because  to  thee  they  are  not  what  they  toere. 


Or  rather  say  at  once,  within  what  space 

Of  time  this  wild  disastrous  change  took  place  T 

AtrrHOft. 

Call  it  a  imomenCM  work  (and  such  it  seems). 
This  tale's  a  fragment  from  the  life  of  dreams; 
Biit  say,  that  yean  matured  the  silent  strife, 
And  'tis  a  record  from  the  dream  of  life. 


PHANTOM  OR  FACT? 

A  INALOOUS  IN  VMUMft- 
AITTHOR. 

A  LOVELY  form  there  sate  beside  my  bed, 
Aad  such  a  feeding  calm  its  presence  shed, 
A  tender  love  so  pure  from  earthly  leaven 
That  I  unnethe  the  fancy  might  control, 
T  was  jny  own  spirit  newly  come  from  heaven 
Wooing  its  gentle  way  into  my  soul ! 
But  ah!  the  change — It  had  not  stirr'd,  and  yet— 
Alas!  that  change  how  fain  would  I  forget! 
That  shrinking  back,  like  one  that  had  mistook ! 
That  weary,  wandering,  disavowing  Look ! 
Twai  all  another,  feature,  look,  and  ffaune, 
And  still,  methought,  I  knew  it  v9us  the  same ! 

FUENDu 

This  riddling  tale,  to  what  does  it  belong? 
la't  history  ?  viaon  f  or  an  idle  song  ? 


WORK  WITHOUT  HOPE. 

LINES  C0MP08KD  21flT  FEBBUARY,  1827. 

All  Nature  seems  at  work.   Stage  leave  their 
The  bees  are  stirring — Birda  are  On  the  wing-— 
And  Winter,  slumbering  in  the  open  air. 
Wears  on  his  smiling  face  a  dream  of  Spring ! 
And  I,  the  while,  the  sole  unbusy  thing, 
Nor  honey  make,  nor  pais,  nor  build,  nor  sing. 


Yet  well  I  ken  the  banks  where  amaranths  Mow, 
Have  traced  the  fount  whence  streams  of  nectar  fk>w. 
Bloom,  O  ye  amaranths !  bloom  for  whom  ye  may. 
For  ne  ye  bloom  not !  Glide,  rfch  streams,  away  I 
With  lips  unbrigbten'dr  wreathless  brow(  I  stroll : 
And  would  you  learn  the  spells  that  drowse  my  sonH 
Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieye^ 
And  hope  without  an  object  cannot  live. 


YOUTH  AND  AGE.     ^ 

Verse,  a  bree>e  'mid  bloesoros  straying, 
Where  Hape  clflng  feeding,  like  a  hoe 
Both  were  mine !  life  went  a-maying 
With  Nature,  Hope,  and  Pbesy, 
When  I  was  young! 
WkeH  I  was  yeungt— Ah,  woful  when! 
Ah  for  the  change  'tvirixt  now  and  then ! 
Tliis  breathing  house  not  built  with  hands, 
This  body  that  does  me  grievous  wrong, 
O'er  airy  cliffi  and  glittering  sands. 
How  lightly  Ihen  it  flash'd  along  ^r^ 
Like  those  trim  skifis,  unknown  of  yore, 
On  winding  lakes  and  rivers  wide. 
That  ask  no  aid  of  sail  or  oar^ 
That  fear  no  spite  of  wind  or  tide  ? 
Nought  cared  this  bedy  for  wind«or  weathei; 
When  Youth  and  I  lived  in*t  togethei 

Flewers  are  lovely;  Love  is  flowttr-like ,    ^ 
Friendship  is  a  sheltering  tree ; 
O  the  joys,  that  came  down  shower>like. 
Of  Friendship,  Love,  and  Liberty, 

Ere  I  was  old ! 
Ere  I  was  old  7  Ah  woful  ii^re, 
Which  tells  me,  Youm  's  no  longer  here !        < 

0  Youth !  for  yean  so  many  and  sweet, 
'TIS  known,  that  thou  and  I  were  one, 
I'll  think  it  but  a  fimd  conceit — 

It  cannot  be,  that  then  art  gone ! 
Thy  vesper-bell  hath  not  yet  toll'd  »> 
And  thou  wert  aye  a  masker  bold ! 
What  strange  disguise  host  now  put  od. 
^To  make  hdieve  that  thou  art  goue  9 

1  see  these  locks  in  silvery  slips. 
This  drooping  gait,  this  alter'd  siae : 

S«3 


214 


COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


But  Bphngtide  blossoms  on  thy  lips, 
And  tears  take  sunshine  from  ihitxe  eyes ! 
Life  is  but  thought :  so  think  I  will 
That  youth  and  I  are  house-mates  still. 


A  DAY  DREAM. 

Mr  eyes  make  pictores,  ^hen  they  are  shut  .<7— 

I  see  a  fountain,  laige  and  fiiir, 
A  willow  and  a  rpin'd  hut. 

And  thee,  and  me,  and  Mary  there. 

0  Mary !  make  thy  gentle  lap  our  pillow ! 

Bend  o*er  us,  like  a  bower,  my  beaatifnl  green  willow! 

A  wild>rose  roofi  the  ruin*d  shed. 

And  that  and  summer  well  agree : 
And  lo!  where  Maiy  leans  her  head. 
Two  dear  names  carved  upon  the  tree ! 
And  Mary's  tears,  they  are  not  tears  of  sorrow : ' 
Our  sister  and  our  friend  will  both  be  here  to-morrow. 

Twas  day!  But  now  few,  lai^gie,  and  bright, 

The  stars  are  round  the  crescent  moon ! 
And  dow  it  is  a  dark  warm  night. 
The  balmiest  of  the  month  of  June ! 
A  glow-worm  fiillen,  and  on  the  marge  remounting 
Shines,  and  its  shadow  shines,  fit  stais  for  our  sweet 
fountain. 
c 
O  evei^-eyer  be  thou  blest ! 

For  dearly,  Asra !  love  I  thee ! 
This  brooding  wormth  across  my  breast. 
This  depth  of  tranquil  bliss — ah  roe ! 
Fount,  tree  and  shed  are  gone,  I  know  not  whither, 
But  in  one  quiet  room  we  three  are  still  together. 

The  shadows  dance  upon  the  wall. 
By  the. still  dancing  fire-flames  mode; 

And  now  they  slumber,  moveless  all ! 
And  now  they  melt  to  one  deep  shade ! 
Bat  not  from  me  shall  this  mild  darkness  steal  thee : 

1  dream  thee  with  mine  eyes,  and  at  my  heart  I  feel 

thee! 

Thine  eyelash  on  my  cheek  doth  play — 

Tis  Maiy's  hand  upon  my  brow ! 
Bat  let  roe  check  this  tender  lay, 

Whicji  none  may  hear  but  she  and  thou  I 
like  the  still  hive  at  quiet  midnight  humming, 
Muimnr  it  to  yourselves,  ye  two  beloved  women ! 


TO  A  LADY, 

OmifDED  BT  A  BTORTIVE  OBSERVATION  THAT  WOMXN 

HAVE  NO  B00L8. 

Nat,  dearest  Anna !  why  so  grave  f 
I  said,  you  hod  no  soul,  'tis  true ! 

For  what  you  are  you  cannot  have: 
"Tis  I,  that  have  one  since  I  fint  had  jfou! 


I  HATS  heard  of  reasons  manifold 
Why  Love  must  needs  be  blind. 

But  this  the  beet  of  all  I  hold— 
His  eyes  are  in  his  mind 


What  outward  form  and  featuia  are 
He  gueeseth  but  in  part ; 

But  w^t  within  is  good  and  (air 
He  seeth  with  the  heart. 


•J 


UNES  SUGGF.STED  BY  THE  LAST  WORDS 
OF  BERENGAKIUS: 

OB.  ANNO  DOM.  1088. 

I 

No  more  *twixtooDacience  staggering  and  the  Pope^ 
Soon  shsll  I  now  before  my  God  appear. 
By  him  to  be  acquitted,  as  f  hope ; 
By  him  to  be  condemned,  as  I  fear, 

REFLECTIONS  ON  THE  ABOVE. 

Lynx  amid  moles!  had  I  stood  by  thy  bed. 

Be  of  good  cheer,  meek  soul  I  I  woidd  have  said . 

I  see  a  hope  spring  from  that  humble  fear. 

All  are  not  strong  alike  through  storms  lo  steer 

Right  onwoid^    What  though  dread  of  threaten'd 

death 
And  dungeon  torture  made  thy  hand  and  breadi 
Inconstant  to  the  truth  within  thy  heart  ? 
That  truth,  from  which,  through  fear,  thoa  twice 

didst  start. 
Fear  haply  told  thee,  was  a  learned  strife. 
Or  not  so  vital  as  to  claim  thy  life : 
And  myriads  had  reach'd  Heaven,  who  never  knew 
Where  lay  the  diflerence  'twixt  the  felse  and  true ! 

Ye  who,  secure  'mid  trophies  not  your  own. 
Judge  him  who  won  them  when  he  stood  akne. 
And  proudly  talk  of  recrearU  Brrengari — 
0  first  the  age,  and  then  the  man  compare ! 
That  age  how  dark !  congenial  minds  bow  rare ! 
No  host  of  friends  with  kindred  zeal  did  bum ! 
No  throbbing  hearts  awaited  his  return ! 
Prostrate  alike  when  prince  and  peasant  fell. 
He  only  disenchanted  from  the  spell. 
Like  the  weak  worm  that  gems  the  starieas  ni^^ 
Moved  in  the  scanty  circlet  of  his  light : 
And  was  it  strange  if  he  withdrew  the  ray 
That  did  but  guide  the  night-birds  to  their  prey  ? 

The  ascending  Day-star  with  a  bolder  eye 
Hath  lit  each  dewndrop  on  our  trimiaer  lawn ! 
Yet  not  for  this,  if  wise,  will  we  decry 
The  spots  and  struggles  of  the  timid  Dawn  ! 
Lest  so  we  tempt  th'  approachmg  Noon  to  soom 
The  mists  and  painted  vapon  of  our  Morn. 


THE  DEVn**S  THOUGHTS 

From  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day 

A-walking  the  Devil  is  gone, 
To  visit  his  little  snug  form  of  the  earth,     * 

And  see  how  his  stock  went  oa^ 

Over  the  hill  and  over  the  dale,  ' 

And  he  went  over  the  plain. 
And  backwards  and  forwards  he  swish'd  hii  kng  tul 

As  a  gentleman  swishes  his  cane. 

And  how  dien  was  the  Devil  drestf 

Oh !  he  was  in  his  Sunday's  best : 
His  jacket  was  red  and  his  breeches  were  blue. 

And  there  was  a  hole  where  the  tail  cane  tfaiaofli 
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Se  taw  a  Lawtkr  kiUhig  a  Viper 

On  a  dung-heap  beside  hia  stable, 
hud  the  Devil  smiled,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 

Of  Cain  and  kU  brother,  AbeL 

A  PoTHXCAET  on  a  white  hone 

Rode  by  on  his  vocatione, 
And  the  Deyil  thought  of  his  old  Friend 

JDiATH  in  the  Revelations. 

He  saw  a  cottage  with  a  double  ooach-house, 

A  cottage  of  gentility ! 
And  the  Devil  did  grin,  for  his  darling  sin 

Is  pride  that  apes  hmnility. 

He  went  into  a  rich  bookseller's  shop, 
Qooth  he!  we  are  both  of  one  college; 

For  I  myself  sate  like  a  cormorant  once 
Fsst  by  the  tree  of  knowledge.* 

Down  die  river  there  plied  with  vrind  and  tide, 

A  |ug,  with  vast  celerity ; 
And  the  Devil  look'd  wise  as  he  nyf  how  the  while, 
It  cut  its  own  diroat  There .'  quoth  he,  with  a  smile, 

Goes  **  £lngland*8  commercial  prosperity/' 

Ai  he  went  through  Cold-Bath  Fields,  he  saw 

A  solitary  cell, 
And  the  Devil  was  pleased,  lor  it  gave  him  a  hint 

For  improving  his  prisons  in  Hell. 


-'s  bnming  face 


General 

He  saw  vrith  consternation. 
And  back  to  Hell  his  wiy  di^-fte'tidte. 
For  the  Devil  thought,  by  ai  ^fght'ttasteke. 

It  was  general  condagratiom  ' 


•  And  all  amid  tbom  iUmmI  the  TVm  of  Lift  . 
Hifh  emiiMnt,  bloominc  ambrotial  fniit 
Of  vegetable  koU  (query  paper  nwntvl^ ;  and  next  to  Life 
0«^  Death,  the  Tru  tf  KnawUdgt,  grew  fast  by.— 


* 
* 


Bo  ek>mb  thn  flret  grand  thief-—' 
HieDee  ap  be  flew,  and  on  the  tree  of  lift 
Sat  like  a  oonnoryiL — Par.  LttU  IV. 

The  allegory  hereia  lo  apt,  that  in  a  eatalogae  of  variouM 
rtadiMgs  obtained  rrom  collating  the  MSd.one  might  expect  to 
find  H  noted,  that  for  "  /,>/«'*  Coi.  quid  kabent,  "  Trade.** 
ThoQgh  indeed  the  trade,  i.  e.  the  bibliopolic,  m  called, 
«4r*  eii6j(ifv^  may  tie  r^arded  at  Ufe  aanau  «iiuie«NCi0ri.*  a 
•ugfeitiop,  which  I  owe  to  a  young  retailer  in  the  hiieiery  line, 
who  on  bearing  a  deacripiioo  of  the  net  profit*,  dinner  pnrtiee, 
wintry  honani,  etc.  of  the  trade,  exclaimed.  ''Ay!  that's 
whet  I  can  Life  now!"— Tbie  "Life,  ©»r  Death,"  ie  thua 
oappily  contrasted  with  the  fraita  of  Authorabip.— Sic  nos  non 
nobti  mellificamna  A  pet. 

Of  thii  poem,  with  which  the  Fire,  Famine  and  Slaoghter 
Bnt  appeared  in  the  Morning  Poet,  the  three  first  stanxfta.  which 
^  worth  all  the  rest,  and  ihe  ninth,  were  dictated  by  Mr. 
BooUiey.  Between  (he  ninth  and  the  concluding  stanza,  two  or 
tbree  are  omitted  aa  groanded  on  rabjecia  that  have  lost  their 
Btarest    and  ftir  better  reasons. 

If  any  one  should  ask,  who  General meant,  the  Author 

Mrs  teave  to  inform  him.  that  he  did  once  see  a  red-faced  per- 
nio m  a  dream  whom  by  the  dreai  he  took  for  a  General ;  but 


CONSTANCY  TO  AN  IDEAL  OBJECT. 

Since  all,  that  beat  aboat  in  Nature's  range, 
Or  veer  or  vanish,  why  shouldJBt  thou  remain 
liie  only  constant  in  a  i^orld  of  change — 

0  yearning  Thodoht,  that  livest  but  in  the  brain  f 
Call  to  the  hours,  that  in  the  distance  play. 
The  fairy  people  of  the  future  day 

Fond  THOUGHT !  not  one  of  all  that  shining  swarm 
WiU  breathe  on  thee  with  life-enkindling  breath. 
Till  when,  like  stmngers  shelt'ring  from  a  storm, 
Hope  and  Despair  meet  in  the  porch  of  Death! 
Yet  still  thou  haunt'st  me ;  and  though  well  I  see, 
She  is  not  thou,  and  ooly  thou  art  she. 
Still,  still  as  though  some  dear  embodied  good. 
Some  Uving  love  before  my  eyes  (here  stood. 
With  answering  look  a  ready  ear  to  lend, 

1  mourn  to  thee  and  say — ^  Ah !  loveliest  friend ! 
That  this  the  meed  of  all  my  tmls  might  be, 

To  have  a  home,  an  English  home  and  thee ! 
Vain  repetition !    Home  and  thou  art  one. 
The  peocefull'st  cot  the  moon  shall  shine  upoji, 
Luird  by  the^hrush  and  waken*d  by  the  laiic, 
Without  thee  were  but  a  becalmed  Bark, 
Whose  helmsman  on  an  ocean  waste  and  wide 
Sits  mute  and  pale  his  mouldering  helm  beside. 

And  art  thou  nothing  f  Such  thou  art,  as  when 
The  woodman  winding  westward  up  the  glen 
At  wintry  dawn,  where  o'er  the  sheep-track's  maxe 
The  viewless  snow-mist  weaves  a  glist'ning  haze, 
Sees  full  before  him,  gliding  without  tread, 
An  imaget  with  a  glory  round  its  head ; 
The  enamour'd  rustic  worships  its  ftur  hues, 
Nor  knows,  he  makes  the  shadow  he  pursues ! 


THE  SUICIDE'S  ARGUMENT. 

Kkk  the  birth  of  my  life,  if  I  wish'd  it  orno 
No  question  was  ask'd  me — it  could  not  be  so ! 
If  the  life  was  the  question,  a  thing  sent  to  try. 
And  to  five  on  be  Yes  ;  what  can  No  be  f  to  die. 

nature's  answer. 

Is 't  retum'd  as 't  was  sent?  Is 't  no  worse  for  the  wear? 
Think  first,  what  you  are  !    Call  to  muid  what  yon 

were!' 
I  gave  you  innocence,  I  gave  you  hope. 
Gave  health,  and  genius,  and  an  ample  scope. 
Return  you  me  guilt,  lediaigy,  despair! 
Make  out  the  Invent'ry ;  inspect,  compare ! 
Then  die— if  die  you  dare ! 


ho  might  have  boen  mistaken,  and  most  certainly  he  did  not 
hear  any  nsmes  mentioned.  In  simple  verily,  the  Author  never 
meant  any  one,  or  indeed  any  thing  but  to  put  a  concluding 
stanza  to  his  doggereL 

t  This  phenomenon,  which  the  Author  has  himself  expe- 
rienced, and  of  which  the  reader  may  find  a  description  in  ooa 
of  the  earlier  volumes  of  the  Manchester  Philosophical  Trans- 
actions, is  applied  figuratively  in  the  following  passage  of  the 
^id$  to  Reflection: 

"  Pindar's  fine  remark  respecting  the  diffenint  ofleeiR  of  music 
on  different  charactem,  holds  equally  true  of  Genina :  as  many 
as  are  not  delighted  by  it  are  disturbed,  perplexed,  irritated. 
The  beholder  eitlier  reeogniaes  it  m  a  projected  form,  tfkis  own 
Bdmg.  that  moves  before  him  with  a  Gtortf  round  ite  head,  or 
recoila  from  it  as  a  qwetra."--wtfidf  to  Rffteetion,  p.  IfiiO 
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THE  BLOSSOMING  OF  THE  SOUTART 
DATE-TREE. 


A  LAMENT. 


I  ieem  to  havo  aa  iodwliiict  recoUeetioa  of  havioi  read  eitbar 
in  OM  of  the  pooderoui  toima  of  Qeorffe  of  Vi^nice.  or  in  aonie 
other  compilation  A-om  the  uninipired  Hebrew  Writem,  an 
Apologno  or  Rabbinical  Tradition  to  the  fuHowing  purpose: 

While  our  first  parenta  stood  before  their  oflboded  Maker, 
and  tho  laat.worda  of  th^  senteaca  were, yet loundinK  in  Adam*s 
ear,  the  guileful  falae  lerpeot,  a  conciterfeit  and  a  uaurper  from 
the  beginning,  preaumptuouBly  took  on  himsolf  the  character 
of  advoaata  or  mediator,  and  pretending  to  intercede  for  Adam* 
oiclairaed :  *'  Nay,  Lord,  in  thy  juatice,  not  w> !  for  the  Man 
was  the  least  in  fault  Rather  let  the  Woman  return  at  onoe 
to  the  dust,  and  let  Adam  remain  in  this  thy  Paradise.*'  And 
the  word  of  the  Moat  High  aittwered  Satan:  "  T%e  tender 
wuroBM  of  tke  itiekei  are  cruel.  Treacherous  Fiend !  if  with 
guilt  like  Ihioe,  it  had  been  poaaible  for  thee  to  have  the  heart 
of  a  Man,  and  to  feel  the  yearning  of  a  human  aoul  for  its 
counterpart,  the  sentence,  which  thou  now  counaellost,  should 
have  been  inflicted  on  thyself." 


[The  title  of  the  folkiwing  poem  was  suggested  by  a  fact 
tioned  by  Liomeus.  of  a  Date- tree  in  a  nobleman*e  garden, 
which  year  after  year  had  put  forth  a  full  show  of  blossoms, 
but  nsTer  produced  fruit,  til)  a  branch  from  a  Date-tree  had 
been  conveyed  from  a  distAnoe  of  some  hundred  leagues. 
The  first  Maf  of  the  MS.  from  which  the  poem  has  been 
transcribed,  and  which  contained  the  two  or  throe  introduc- 
tory Btansas.  is  wanting :  and  the  author  has  in  vain  taxed 
his  memory  to  repair  the  loas.  But  a  rade  draught  of  the 
poem  contains  the  suliatance  of  the  etanzas,  and  the  reader 
is  requested  to  receive  it  as  the  subsUtute.  It  is  not  impossi- 
ble, that  some  congenial  spirit,  whose  years  do  not  exceed 
those  of  the  author  at  the  time  the  poem  was  written,  may 
find  a  pleasure  in  restoring  the  Lament  to  its  original  integ. 
rity  by  a  reduction  of  the  thoughts  to  the  requisite  Metre.— 

B.  T.C. 


1. 

Bkneath  the  blaze  of  a  tropical  sun  the  iDoon- 
tain  peaks  are  the  Thrones  of  Frost,  through  the 
absence  of  objects  to  reflect  the  rays.  "  What  no 
one  with  us  shares,  eeems  scarce  our  own."  The 
presence  of  a  oi«rE, 

Tlie  host  beloved,  who  loveth  me  the  best, 
is  for  the  heart,  what  the  supporting  air  from  within 
is  for  the  hollow  globe  with'  its  suspended  car.  De- 
prive it  of  this,  and  all  without,  that  would  have 
buoyed  it  aloft  oven  to  the  seal  of  the  gods,  becomes 
a  burthen,  and  crushes  it  into  flatness. 

2. 

The  finer  the  sense  for  the  beautiful  and  the  lovely. 
and  the  fiiirer  and  lovelier  the  object  presented  to  the 
sense ;  the  more  exquisite  the  individnars  capacity 
of  joy,  and  the  mere  ample  his  means  and  opportu- 
nities of  enjoyment,  the  more  heavily  will  he  feel 
the  ache  of  solitariness,  the  more  unsubstantial  be- 
comes the  feast  spread  around  him.  What  matters 
it,  whether  in  fact  the  viands  and  the  ministering 
graces  are  shadowy  er  real,  to  him  who  has  not 
hand  to  grasp  nor  arras  to  embrace  them  ? 

3. 
Imagination ;  honorable  Aims ; 
Free  Commune  with  the  choir  that  cannot  die ; 
Science  and  Song;  Delight  in  little  things. 
The  buoyant  child  surviving  in  the  man ; 
Fields,  forests,  ancient  mountains,  ocean,  sky, 
With  all  their  voices — O  dare  I  accuse 
My  earthly  lot  as  guilty  of  my  spleen. 


Or  call  my  destiny  niggard  t  O  no!  no! 
It  is  her  largeneas,  and  her  overflk>w. 
Which  being  incomplete,  diaquieteth  me  ao ' 

\        4. 
For  never  touch  of  gladness  stirs  my  heart* 
But  tim'rously  beginning  to  rejoice 
like  a  blind  Arab,  that  from  sleep  doth  start 
In  lonesome  tent,  I  listen  for  thy  voice. 
Beloved !  'tis  not  thine;  thou  art  not  there! 
Then  melts  the  bubble  into  idle  air. 
And  widiing  without  hope  I  restlessly  despair. 

A. 

The  mother  with  anticipated  glee 
Smiles  o'er  the  child,  that  standing  by  her  chair. 
And  llatt'ning  its  roimd  cheek  upon  her  knee. 
Looks  op,  and  doth  its  rosy  lips  prepare 
To  mock  the  coming  sotmds.    At  that  sweet  sight 
She  hears  her  own  voice  with  a  new  delight ; 
And  if  tlie  babe  perchance  should  lisp  the  notes 
aright, 

6. 
Then  is  she  tenfold  gladder  than  before ! 
But  should  disease  or  chance  the  darling  take, 
What  then  avail  those  songs,  which  sweet  of  yors 
Were  only  sweet  for  their  sweet  echo's  sake  7 
Dear  maid!  no  prattler  at  a  mother's  knee 
Was  e'er  so  dearly  prized  as  I  prize  thee: 
Why  was  1  made  for  love,  and  love  denied  to  me  I 


FANCY  IN  NUBIBUS, 

OR  THE  POKT  IN  THX  CL0008. 

O!  IT  is  pleasant,  with  a  heart  at  ease. 

Just  afier  sunset,  or  by  moonlight  skia. 
To  make  the  shifting  clouds  be  what  you  pit 

Or  let  the  easily  persuaded  eyes 
Own  each  quaint  likeness  issuing  from  the  mould 

Of  a  friend's  fancy ;  or  with  head  bent  low 
And  cheq^  aslant,  see  riven  flow  .of  gold 

'Twixt  crimson  banks ;  and  then,  a  traveller,  go 
From  mount  to  moimt  through  Cloudland,  gor 
geoiM  land! 

Or  listening  to  the  tide,  with  closed  sight. 
Be  that  blind  bard,  who  on  the  Chian  strand 

By  those  deep  sounds  possess'd,  with  inward  light 
Beheld  the  Iliad  and  the  Odvsbkt 

Rise  to  the  swelling  of  the  voiceful 


THE  TWO  FOUNTa 

STANZAS  ADDRESSED  TO  A  LADY  ON  HKR  KKCOVEllT 
WITH  UNBLEMISHED  LOOKS,  FROM  A  8KVXEK  AT 
TACK  OF  PAIN. 

*TwA8  my  last  waking  thought,  how  it  could  be 
That  thou ,  sweet  friend,  such  anguish  shooldst  endure 
When  straight  from  Dreamland  eame  a  Dwarf,  snd  bs 
Could  tell  the  cause,  forsooth,  and  knew  the  citrfr 

Methooght  he  fronted  me,  with  peering  look 
Fix*d  on  my  heart ;  and  read  aloud  in  game 
The  loves  and  griefs  therein,  as  from  a  book : 
And  utter'd  praise  like  one  who  wish'd  to  bJUDfti 
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In  ereiy  lieait  (quoth  he)  nnce  Adam'^  lin, 
Two  FoimtB  there  are,  of  sofleriiig  and  of  eheer ! 
Thai  to  let  ibrth,  and  (to  to  keep  ^ithin! 
Bat  Bha»  whose  aspect  I  find  imaged  here, 

Of  Pleasure  only  will  to  all  dispenM, 
T%at  Fount  alone  unlock'd,  by  no  diBtroM 
Choked  or  tum'd  inward,  but  still  issue  thence 
Uneooquer'd  cheer,  peiaistent  k>voline«. 

At  on  the  driTtag  cloud  the  shiny  Bow, 
That  gracious  thing  omde  up  of  tears  and  Ught, 
'Mid  the  wilJ  reck  and  rain  that  slants  below 
Stands  smiling  Ibrth,  unmoved  and  freshly  bright : 

As  though  the  spiriti  of  all  lovely  flowen^ 
Inweaving  eadi  its  wraaih  and  dewy  crown, 
Or  ere  they  sank  to.  earth  in  vernal  showen. 
Had  built  a  bridge  to  tempt  the  angels  dovm. 

Even  so,  Eliza !  on  that  &ce  of  thine. 

On  that  benignant  face,  whose  look  alone 

CThe  aonl's  translucence  thiongh  her  aystal  shrine !) 

Has  povrer  to  soothe  all  anguish  but  thme  own. 

K  beauty  hovers  still,  and  ne'er  takes  wing, 
But  with  a  silent  charm  compels  the  stem 
And  tort'ring  Genius  of  the  bitter  spring 
To  shrink  aback,  and  cower  upon  his  urn. 

Who  then  needs  wonder,  if  (no  outlet  found 
In  pasBion,  spleen,  or  strife)  the  fount  of  pain 
Cerflowing  beats  against  its  lovely  mound. 
And  in  wild  flashes  shoots  from  heart  to  braint 

Sleep,  and  the  Dwarf  vnth  that  unsteady  gleam 
On  his  raised  hp,  that  a^d  a  critic  smile,. 
Had  passed :  yet  I,  my  sad  thoughts  to  beguile. 
Lay  weaving  on  the  tisBue  of  my  dream : 

Till  audibly  at  length  I  cried,  as  though 
Thou  hadst  indeed  been  present  to  my  eyes, 

0  sweet,  sfweet  sufierer !  if  the  case  be  so, 

1  pny  thee,  be  leu  good,  leu  sweet,  leu  wiise ! 

In  every  look  a  barbed  arrow  send. 
On  these  soft  lips  let  scorn  and  anger  five ! 
Do  any  thing,  rather  than  thus,  sweet  fiiend ! 
Hoard  for  thyself  the  pain  thou  wilt  not  give ! 


WHAT  IS  lJF£? 

RxsEMBLEB  life  what  once  was  held  of  light. 
Too  ample  in  itself  for  human  sight  ? 
An  absolute  self  7  an  element  ungrounded  7 
All  that  we  see,  all  colors  of  all  shade 

By  encroach  of  darkness  made  ? 
It  very  life  by  consciousness  unbounded  ? 
And  all  the  thoughts,  pains,  joys  of  mortal  breath, 
A  war*embrace  of  wrestling  life  and  death  ? 


THE  EXCHANGE. 

Wk  pledged  our  hearts,  my  love  and  I,-— 
I  in  my  arms  the  maiden  clasping ; 

I  could  not  tell  the  reason  why. 
But,  oh !  1  trembled  like  an  aspen. 

US 


Her  father^  love  she  bade  me  gain ; 

I  went  and  shook  like  any  reed ! 
I  strove  to  act  the  man — in  vain ! 

We  had  exchanged  our  hearts  indeed. 


SONNET, 

COMFOSBn  BT  TBB  BBA8IDK,  OOTOBKR  1817. 

Oh  !  it  is  pleasant,  with  a  heart  at  ease. 

Just  after  sunset,  or  by  moonlight  skies, 

To  make  the  shifting  clouds  be  what  you  please ; 

Or  yield  the  easily  persuaded  eyee 

To  each  quaint  image  issding  from  die  mould  ' 
Of  a  frieriid'B  &ncy  ;  or  with  head  bent  low, 
And  cheek  aslant,  see  rivers  flow  of  gold 
Twixt  crimson  bonks ;  and  then,  a  traveller,  go 

From  mount  to  mount,  throtigh  Cloudland,  gorgeous 

Jand! 
Or  listening  to  the  tide,  vdth  dosed  sight. 
Be  that  blind  bard,  who  on  the  Chian  strand, 
By  those  deep  sounds  poasess'd,  with  inward  light 
Beheld  the  Iliad  and  the  Odyssey 
Rise  to  the  swelling  of  the  voiceful  sea  I 


EPIGRAMS. 

I. 

I  abk'd  my  fidr,  one  happy  day. 

What  I  should  call  her  in  my  layf 

By  what  sweet  name  from  Rome,  or  Greece, 

NesBra,  Laura,  Daphne,  Chlotis, 

Carina,  Lalage,  or  Doris, 

Dorimene,  or  Lucrece  7 

II. 
"  Ah,"  replied  my  gentle  fair ; 
"  Dear  one,  what  are  names  but  air^-^ 
Choose  thou  whatever  suits  the  line; 
Call  me  Laura,  call  me  Chloris, 
Call  me  Lalage,  or  Doris, 
Only— only— «aU  me  thme  /" 


Slt  Belzebub  took  all  occasbns 
To  try  Job's  constancy,  end  patience. 
'   He  took  his  honor,  took  his  health ; 
,  He  took  his  children,  took  his  wealth, 
^  His  servants,  oxen,  horses,  cows, — 
',  But  cunning  Satan  did  not  take  his  spouae. 

But  Heaven,  that  brings  out  good  ftom  evil. 

And  loves  to  disappoint  the  devil. 

Had  predetermined  to  restore 

Tuxffold  all  he  had  before  ; 

His  servants,  horses,  oxen,  cow»— 

Shortsighted  devil,  not  to  take  his  spouse ! 


HoARSK  Maevius  reads  his  hobbling  verse 
To  all,  and  at  all  times : 
And  finds  them  both  divinely  smooth. 
His  voice  as  well  as  rhymes. 
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But  folks  iay  Msevios  is  no 
But  Mtevius  makes  it  clear 
That  he*8  a  monster  of  an 
An  ass  witliout  an  ear ! 


TmRE  comes  from  old  Avaro's  grave 
A  deadly  stench — why,  sure,  they  have 
Immured  his  wul  within  his  Grave ! 


Last  Monday  all  the  papers  said, 

Tliat  Mr. wns  dead ; 

Why,  then,  what  said  the  city  f 
The  tenth  part  sadly  shook  their  head, 
And  shaking  sigh'd,  and  sighing  said, 
"Pity,  indeed, 'tis  pity!" 

Bat  when  the  said  report  Was  found 
A  rumor  wholly  without  ground. 
Why,  then,  what  said  the  city  7 
The  other  nine  parts  shook  their  head, 
Repeating  what  the  tenth  had  said, 
"Pity,^deed, 'tis  pity!" 


/ 


Your  poem  must  Vernal  be. 
Dear  Sir! — ^it  cannot  (ail-— 
'  For  'tis  incomprehensible, 
I   And  wants  both  head  and  taiL 


I 


Swans  sing  before  they  die — 'twere  no  bad  tiling 
Did  certain  persons  die  before  they  sing. 


THE  WANDERINGS  OF  CAIN. 


PRECATORY   NOTK. 


A  proM  eornposirion.  one  not  in  metre  Ht  lenit.  ieemi  prima 
frneu  to  reqaire  oxptanntion  pr  apok>K7>  It  wai  written  in  the 
year  1796,  near  Nether  Stower  in  Someraetihire,  at  which  place 
itametHm  et  tunabile  nomen '  rich  by  so  roaoy  aMoctattom  and 
raoollectioni)  the  Aathbr  had  taken  op  his  reiidenee  in  order 
to  eigoy  the  society  and  clone  neighborhood  of  a  dear  and  hoD- 
omd  fnend,  T.  Poole.  Elsq.  The  work  was  to  have  been  written 
in  concert  with  another,  whose  name  is  too  venerable  within 
the  precincts  of  genins  to  he  unnecessarily  broocht  into  connex- 
ioD  with  such  a  trifle,  aod-wbo  was  thon  residing  at  a  small 
distance  from  Nether  Slowey.  The  titln  and  subject  wer^p  sug. 
fested  by  myself,  who  likewise  draw  oat  the  sclieme  and  the 
content!  for  each  of  the  three  books  or  cantoos,  of  which  the 
work  was  to  consist,  and  which,  the  reader  is  to  be  tnforroed. 
was  to  have  been  finished  in  one  night !  My  partner  undertook 
the  first  ranto :  I  the  second  :  and  whichever  had  donefirat,  was 
to  set  about  the  third.  Almost  thirty  years  have  pao^ed  by;  yet 
at  this  moment  I  cannot  without  somfthin^  more  than  a  smile 
moot  the  question  which  of  the  two  tliintea  was  the  moie  im- 
practicable, for  a  mind  so  eminently  original  to  compose  another 
man's  thoughts  and  fancies,  or  fcir  a  tirte  sn  austerely  pure  and 
simple  to  imitate  the  Death  of  Abel  ?  Meihinhs  I  see  his  grand 
and  noble  countenance  as  at  the  moment  when  having  dispatch- 
ed my  own  portion  of  the  ta<ik  at  full  finger-speed,  1  hastened 
to  him  with  my  manuncript— that  look  of  humorous  despond- 
ency fixed -on  his  almoet  blank  shf>f>t  of  paper,  and  then  its 
silent  mock-piteous  admission  of  fdiluro  strugfrling  with  the 
sense  of  the  exceeding  ridiculousness  of  ihp  whole  scheme— 
which  broke  up  in  a  laugh:  and  the  Ancient  Mariner  was  writ- 
ten instead. 

Years  afterward,  however,  the  draft  of'  the  Plan  and  propo- 
sed Incidents,  and  the  portion  executed,  obtained  favor  in  the 
eyes  of  more  than  one  person,  whoeo  judgment  on  a  poetic 
work  could  not  but  have  weiirhed  with  me,  even  though  no  pa- 
rental partiality  had  been  thrown  into  the  same  scale,  as  a 
make-wnichf:  and  I  determined  on  commencing  anew,  and 
eompoaing  the  whole  in  stancas,  and  made  some  progress  in 
realinng  this  intaotion,  when  advene  gales  drove  my  bark  off 


die  **  Fortaoate  lalea'*  of  the  Muses :  sod  then  other  and  mon 
finomentoua  interests  prompted  a  dUTeieiR  voyage,  to  firmer  an- 
ehorage  and  a  securer  port.  I  h4|re  in  vain  tried  to  recover  the 
lines  from  the  Palimpsest  tablet  io(f  my  memory :  and  I  can  only 
oflbr  the  introdactory  etansa,  which  had  been  oommiitad  to 
writing  for  the  purpose  of  procariog  a  friend'e  jodgmcnt  on 
the  metre,  as  a  specimen. 

Escinctui^d  with  a  twine  of  leaves, 
/  That  leafy  twine  bis  only  dress ! 

A  lovely  Boy  was  plockinc  fruits. 
By  moonlight,  in  a  wiUeneas. 
The  moon  was  bright,  the  air  was  free. 
And  fruits  and  flowera  together  grSW 
On  many  a  shrub  and  many  a  tree ; 
And  all  put  on  a  gentle  hue. 
Hanging  in  the  shadowy  air 
Like  a  picture  rich  and  rare. 
It  was  a  climate  where,  they  say. 
The  night  is  more  beloved  than  day. 
Bat  who  that  beauteous  Boy  beguiled. 
That  beauteous  Boy.  to  linger  bora  1 
Alone,  by  night,  a  little  child. 
In  place  so  silent  and  so  wild- 
Baa  he  DO  friend,  no  toving  Mother 


I  have  hero  given  the  birth,  parentage,  and  pramature  decease 
of  the  **  Wanderings  of  Gain,  a  poem.**— entiesting.  however, 
my  Readera  notio  think  so  meanly  of  my  JQdsm«Bl,  as  to  sop- 
pose  that  I  either  regard  or  ofier  it  as  any  excuse  Ibr  the  pub- 
lication of  the  following  fragment  (and  I  may  add,  of  oee  or 
two  others  in  its  neighborhood),  or  its  primitive  crudity.  But 
I  shouM  find  still  greater  difllcalty  in  forgiving  nyeelf,  were  I 
to  record  pro  trndh  publicq  a  set  of  petty  mishaps  and  annoy- 
ances which  I  myself  wish  to  forget  I  must  be  coalent  therefore 
with  aasttring  the  fnendly  Reader,  that  the  less  he  attributes  its 
appearance  to  the  Author's  will,  choice,  or  judgment,  the 
nearer  to  the  troth  be  will  be.  8.  T.  C. 


CANTO  n. 


«*  A  UTTLB  further,  O  my  father,  yet  a  little  further, 
uid  we  shall  come  into  the  open  moonlight**  Their 
road  was  through  a  forest  of  ^r-trees ;  at  its  entrance 
the  trees  stood  at  distances  from  each  odier,  and  the 
path  was  broad,  and  the  moonlight,  and  the  moonlight 
shadows  reposed  upon  it,  aix)  appeared  quietly  to  in- 
habit that  solitude.  But  soon  the  path  winded  aod 
became  narrow;  the  sun  at  high  noon  sometimes 
speckled,  but  never  illumined  it,  and  now  it  wss 
dark  as  a  cavern. 

«*It  is  dark,  O  my  fiither!**  said  Enos;  "but  the 
path  tmder  our  leet  is  smooth  and  soft,  and  we  shall 
soon  come  .out  into  the  open  moonlight" 

"  Lead  on,  my  child !"  said  Cain :  **  guide  me. 
little  child!"  And  the  innocent  little  child  clasped  a 
finger  of  the  hand  which  had  murdered  the  righteous 
Abel,  and  he  guided  \\\a  &ther.  "  Tlie  fir  branches 
drip  upon  thee,  my  son.**  **  Yea,  pleesantly,  &iher 
for  I  ran  fiist  and  eagerly  to  bring  thee  the  pitcher 
and  the  cake,  and  iny  body  is  mft  yet  cooL  How 
happy  the  squirrels  are  that  foed  on  these  fir-trees! 
they  leap  from  bough  to  bough,  aiid  ibo  old  aquirrels 
play  round  their  young  ones  in  the  nest  I  clomb  a  tree 
yesterday  at  noon,  O  my  father,  that  \  might  |day 
with  them ;  but  they  leapt  away  from  the  branches, 
even  to  the  slender  twigs  did  they  leap,  and  in  a 
moment  I  beheld  them  on  another  tree.  Why,  O  my 
father,  would  they  not  play  with  me  t  I  would  b 
good  to  them  as  thou  art  good  to  me :  and  I  groaned 
to  them  even  as  thou  groanest  when  thou  givest  ne 
to  eat,  and  when  thou  coverst  me  at  evening,  and  as 
often  as  I  stand  at  thy  knee  and  thine  eyes  look  at 
me/*  Then  Cain  stopped,  and  stifling  his  groans  be 
sank  to  the  earth,  and  the  child  £nos  atuod  in  the 
darkness  beside  him. 
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And  Cain  lifted  up  bis  voice  and  cried  bitterly. 
and  aid,  **  The  Mighty  One  that  penecuteth  me  is 
on  thii  nde  and  on  that ;  he  punaeth  my  muI  like 
the  wind,  like  the  sand-bldkt  be  paneth  through  me ; 
he  is  around  me  even  as  the  air!  O  that  I  might  be 
uneriy  no  more !  I  desire  to  die — ^yea,  the  things 
that  never  had  life*  neither  move .  they  upon  the 
earth — behold !  they  seem  precious  to  mine  eyes.  O 
that  a  man  might  live  without  the  breath  of  his  nos- 
trils! So  I  might  abide  in  darkneaa,  and  blacfauwa, 
and  an  empty  space !  Yea,  I  would  lie  down,  I  would 
not  rise,  neither  would  I  stir  my  limbs  till  I  became 
ti  the  rock  in  the  den  o^  the  Uon,  on  which  the 
young  lion  resleth  his  head  whilst  he  sleepeth.  For 
the  torrent  that  roareth  far  i^  hath  a  vpice,  and  the 
clouds  in  heaven  kvk  terribly  on  me  {  the  Mighty 
One  who  is  againsrme  speaketh  in  the  wind  of  the 
.eedar  grove;  and  in  silence  am  I  dried  up"  Then 
Enoi  spake  to  his  father:  **  Arise,  my  father,  arise, 
we  are  but  a  little  way  from  the  place  where  I  found 
the  cake  and  the  pitcher/*  And  Coin  said,  **  How 
knowest  tbouT*  and  the  child  answered — "  Behold, 
die  bare  rocks  are  a  few  of  thy  strides  distant  from 
the  foreat ;  and  while  even  now  thou  wert  lifting  up 
thy  voice,  I  heard  the  echo."  Then  the  child  took 
hold  of  his  father,  as  if  he  would  raise  him :  and 
Cain  being  famt  and  feeble,  rose  slowly  on  his  knees 
and  pressed  himself  against  the  trunk  of  a  fir,  and 
stood  upright,  and  followed  the  child. 

The  path  was  dark  till  within  three  strides*  length 
of  its  termination,  when  it  turned  suddenly ;  the 
thick  Mack  trees  formed  a  low  arch,  and  the  moon- 
light appeared  for  a  nMxnent  like  a  dazzling  portal. 
EnoB  ran  before  and  stood  in  the  open  air ;  and  when 
Cain,  his  fiither,  emerged  from  the  darkness,  the 
child  was  affiighted.  For  the  mighty  limbs  of  Cain 
were  wasted  as  by  fire ;  his  hair  was  as  the  matted 
curia  on  the  Bison's  forehead,  and  so  glared  his  fierce 
and  sullen  eye  beneath:  and  the  black  abundant 
locks  on  either  side,  a  rank  and  tangled  mass,  were 
stained  and  scorched,  as  though  the  grasp  of  a 
burning  iron  hand  had  striven  to  rend  them ;  and  his 
countenance  told  in  a  strange  and  terrible  language 
of  agonies  that  had  been,  and  were,  and  were  still 
to  continue  to  be. 

The  acene  around  was  desolate ;  as  for  as  the  eye 
could  reach  it  wm  desolate :  the  bare  rocks  faced 
each  other,  and  lefl  a  long  and  wide  interval  of  thin 
white  sand.  You  might  wander  on  and  look  round 
>nd  round,  and  peep  into  the  crevices  of  the  rocks, 
and  discover  nothing  that  acknowledged  the  influ- 
ence of  the  seasons.  There  was  no  spring,  no  sum- 
mer, no  autumn :  and  the  winter's  snow,  that  would 
luve  been  lovely,  fell  not  on  these  hot  rocks  and 
Boorching  sands.  Never  morning  lark  had  poised 
lumself  over  this  desert ;  but  the  huge  serpent  oflen 
bissed  there  beneath  the  talons  of  the  vulture,  and 


ed  from  its  point,  and  between  ill  point  and  the 
sands  a  tall  man  might  stand  upright  it  was  here 
that  Enoa  had  found  the  pitcher  and  cake,  ar^  to 
this  place  he  led  his  father.  But  ere  they  had  reach- 
ed the  rock  they  beheld  a  human  shape :  his  back 
was  towards  them^  and  they  were  advancing  unper- 
ceived,  when  they  heard  him  smite  his  breast  and 
cry  aloud,  **  Woe  is  me !  woe  is  me!  I  must  never  die 
again,  and  yet  I  am  perishing  with  thirat  and  hun- 
ger. 

Pallid,  as  the  reflection  of  the  sheeted  lightning  on 
the  heavy-sailing  night-cloud,  became  the  fiice  of 
Cain ;  but  the  child  Enos  took  hold  of  the  shaggy 
skin,  his  father's  robe,  and  raised  his  eyes  to  his 
father,  and  listening  whispered,.** Ere  yet  I  could 
speak,  1  am  sure,  O  my  fitther !  that  I  heard  that 
voice.  Have  not  I  of\en  said  that  I  remembered  a 
sweet  voice?  O  my  fother!  this  is  it:**  and  Cain 
trembled  exceedingly.  The  voice  was  sweet  indeed, 
but  it  was  thin  and  querulous  like  that  of  a  feeUe 
slave  in  misery,  who  despairs  altogether,  yet  cannot 
refrain  himself  from  weeping  and  lamentation.  And, 
behold !  Enos  glided  forward,  and  creeping  sofUy 
round  the  base  of  the  rock,  stood  before  the  stranger, 
and  looked  up  into  his  face.  And  the  Shape  shriek- 
ed,  and  turned  roimd,  and  Cain  beheld  him,  that  bis 
limbs  and  his  face  wero  those  of  his  brother  Abel 
whom  he  had  killed !  And  Cain  stood  like  one  who 
struggles  in  his  sleep  because  of  the  exceeding  ter- 
ribleness  of  a  dream. 

Thus  as  he  stood  in  silence  and  darkness  of  soul, 
the  Shape  fell  at  his  feet,  and  embraced  his  knees, 
and  cried  out  with  a  bitter  outcry, "  Thou  eldest- 
bom  of  Adam,  whom  Eve,  my  mother,  brought  forth, 
cease  to  tonnent  me !  I  was  feeding  my  flocks  in 
green  pastures  by  the  side  of  quiet  rivera,  and  thou 
killedst  me ;  and  now  I  am  in  misery."  Then  Cain 
closed  his  eyes,  and  hid  them  with  his  hands ;  and 
again  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  looked  around  him, 
and  said  to  Enos, "  What  beholdest  thou?  Didst  thou 
hear  a  voice,  my  son  ?**  "  Yes,  my  father,  I  beheld 
a  man  in  unclean  garments,  and  he  uttered  a  sweet 
voice,  full  of  lamentation."  Then  ^ain  raised  up 
the  Shape  that  was  like  Abel,  and' said r^ — "The 
Creator  of  our  father,  who  had  respect  unto  thee, 
and  untQ  thy  offering,  wherefore  hath  he  forsaken 
thee  7*'  Then  the  Shape  shrieked  a  second  time,  and 
rent  his  garment,  and  his  naked  skin  was  like  the 
white  sands  benecoh  their  feet ;  and  he  shrieked  yet 
a  third  time,  and  tnrew  lumself  on  his  face  upon  the 
sand  that  was  black  with  the  shadow  of  the  rock, 
and  Cain  and  Enos  sate  beside  him;  the, child  by  hie 
right  hand,  and  Cain  by  his  left  They  were  all 
three  under  the  rock,  and  within  the  shadow.  The 
Shape  that  was  like  Abel  raised  himself  up,  and 
spake  to  the  child :  **  I  know  where  ^e  cold  waters 
are,  but  I  may  not  drink ;  wherefore  didst  thou  then 


the  vulture  screamed,  his  wings  imprisoned  within  take  away  my  pitcher  ?*'  But  Caih  said,  **  Didst  thou 
the  coils  of  the  serpent.  The  pointed  and  shattered 
summlis  of  the  ridges  of  the  rocks  mode  a  rude 
niimicry  of  human  concerns,  and  seemed  to  proph- 
esy mutely  of  things  that  then  were  not ;  steeples, 
and  battlements,  and  ships  with  naked  masts.  As  far 
from  the  wood  as  a  boy  might  sling  a  pebble  of  the 
brook,  there  was  one  rock  by  itself  at  a  small  dis- 
tance from  the  main  ridge.  It  had  been  precipitated 
there  perhaps  by  the  groan  which  the  Earth  uttered 
when  our  first  father  fell.  Before  you  approached,  it 
•ppeared  Ip  lie  flat  on  the  ground,  but  its  base  slan^ 


not  find  favor  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  thy  God  f* 
The  Shape  answered,  *'The  Lord  is  God  of  the 
living  only,  the  dead  have  another  God."  Then 
the  child  Enos  liAed  up  his  eyes  and  prayed ;  but 
Cain  rejoiced  secretly  in  his  heart  "  Wretched  shall 
they  be  all  the  d^ys  of  their  mortal  life,"  exclaimed 
the  Shape,  **who  sacrifice  vrorthy  and  acceptable 
sacrifices  to  the  God  of  the  dead ;  but  afler  death 
their  toil  ceaseth.  Woe  is  me,  for  I  was  well  beloved 
by  the  God  of  the  living,  and  cruel  wert  thou,  O 
my  brother,  who  didst  snatch  me  away  from  hia 
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power  and  hu  dominion.*'  Having  uttered  these 
words,  he  rose  suddenly,  and  fled  over  the  sands ; 
and  Cain  said  in  his  heart,  *'  The  curse  of  the  Lord 
is  on  me ;  but  who  is  the  God  of  the  dead  7"  and  he 
ran  after  the  Shape,  and  the  Shape  fled  shrieking 
over  the  sands,  apd  the  sands  rode  like  white  mists 
behind  the  steps  of  Cain,  but  the  Teet  of  him  that 
was  like  Abel  disturbed  not  the  sands.  He  greatly 
outran  Cain,  and  turning  short,  he  wheeled  round, 
and  came  ^gain  to  the  rock  where  they  had  been 
sitting,  and  where  Enos  still  suxxl;  and  the  child 
caught  hold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  by,  and  he 
fell  upon  t^e  ground.  And  Cain  stopped,  and  be- 
holding  him  not,  said,  "  he  has  passed  into  the  dark 
woods,'*  and  he  walked  slowly  back  to  the  rocks ; 
and  when  he  reached  it  the  ctuld  told  him  that  he 
had  caught  hold  of  his  garment  as  he  passed  by,  and 
that  the  man  had  fallen  upon  the  ground :  and  Ciyn 
once  more  sate  beside  him,  and  said,  **  Abel,  my  bro- 
ther, I  would  lament  for  thee,  bat  that  the  spirit 
ivithin  me  is  withered,  and  burnt  up  with  extreme 
agony.  Now,  I  pray  thee,  by  thy  flocks,  and  by  thy 
pastures,  and  by  the  quiet  rivers  which  thou  lovedst, 
that  thou  tell  me  all  that  thou  knowesL  Who  is  the 
God  of  the  dead  ?  where  doth  he  make  his  dwelling  ? 
what  sacriflces  are  acceptable  unto  him  ?  for  I  have 
ofllered,  but  have  not  been  received ;  I  have  prayed, 
atid  have  not  been  heard ;  and  how  can  I  be  afflicted 
more  than  I  already  am?"  The  Shape  arose  and 
answered,  "  O  that  thou  hadst  had  pity  on  me  as  T 
wfll  have  pity  on  thee.  FolIov\;  me.  Son  of  Adam ! 
tnd  bring  thy  child  with  thee ! " 

And  they  three  passed  over  the  white  sands  be- 
tween the  rocks,  silent  as  the  shadows. 


ALLEGORIC  VISION. 

f     A  FEKLINO  of  sadness,  a  peculiar  melancholy,  is 

f  wont  to  take  possession  of  me  alike  m  Spring  and  in 

f  AutunuL     But  in  Spring  it  is  the  melancholy'  of 

I  Hope :  in  Autumn  .it  is  ^  melancholy  of  Resigna- 

\  lion.  As  I  was  journeying  on  foot  through  the  Apen- 

Siffie,  I  feU  in  with  a  pilgrim  in  whom  the  Spring  and 

the  Autumn  and  the  Melancholy  of  both  seemed  to 

have  combined.    In  his  discourse  there  were  the 

freshness  and  the  colors  of  April: 

Qaal  ramieel  a  ramo,* 
Tal  da  p«aaier  penriero 
In  lui  ffeimogiiava. 

But  as  I  gazed  on  his  whole  form  and  figure,  I  be- 
thought me  of  the  not  unlovely  decays,  both  of  age 
and  of  the  late  season,  in  the  stately  elm,  afler  the 
clusters  have  been  plucked  from  its  entwining  vines, 
and  the  vines  are  as  bands  of  dried  withies  around 
its  trunk  and  branches.  Even  so  there  was  a  memo- 
ly  on  his  smooth  and  ample  forehead,  which  blended 
with  the  dedication  of  his  steady  eyes,  that  still 
looked — ^I  know  not,  whether  upward,  or  far  onward, 
or  rather  to  the  line  of  meeting  where  the  sky  rests 
upon  the  d'stance.  But  how  may  I  express  that 
dimness  of  abstraction  which  lay  on  the  lustre  of  the 
pilgrim's  eyes,  like  the  flitting  tarnish  from  the  breath 
of  a  sigh  on  a  silver  mirrort  and  which  accorded 
with  their  slow  and  reluctant  movement,  whenever 
he  turned  them  to  any  object  on  the  right  harid  or  on 
the  left?  It  seemed,  methought,  as  if  there  lay  upon 
the  brightness  a  shadowy  presence  of  disappointments 


now  unfhlt,  but  never  forgotten.  It  was  at  once  the 
melancholy  of  hope  and  of  resignation. 

We  had  not  long  been  feUow^travellers,  ere  a  sud- 
den tempest  of  wind  and  rain  forced  us  to  seek  pro- 
tection in  the  vaulted  door-way  of  a  lone  chapelry : 
and  we  sate  &ce  to  face  each  on  the  sione  bendi 
along-side  the  low,  weather-stained  wtdl,  and  as  close 
as  possible  to  the  massy  door. 

After  a  pause  of  silence :  Even  thus,  said  he,  like 
two  strangers  that  have  fled  to  the  same  shelter  from 
the  same  storm,  not  seldom  do  Despair  and  Hope 
meet  for  the  first  time  in  the  porch  of  Death !  AH 
extremes  meet,' I  answered ;  but  yours  vras  a  atrange 
and  visionary  thought  The  better  then  doth  it  be- 
seem both  the  place  and  me,  he  replied.  From  a 
Visionary  wilt  thou  hear  a  Vision  ?  Mark  that  vivid 
flash  through  this  torrent  of  rain !  Fire  and  water 
Even  here  thy  adage  holds  tru^  and  its  tru^  is  the 
moral  of  my  Vision.  I  entreated  him  to  proceed. 
Sloping  his  face  towards  the  arch  and  yet  averting 
his  eye  from  it,  he  seemed  to  seek  and  prepare  his 
wordi :  till  listening  to  the  wind  that  echoed  within 
the  hollow  edifice,  and  to  the  rain  without. 

Which  stole  od  hit  thougbui  with  iU  two-fold  aoaod. 
The  claab  bard  by  aod  the  martnor  all  round, 

he  gradually  sunk  away,  alike  fh>m  me  and  from  hn 
own  purpose,  and  amid  the  gloom  of  the  stoAn,  and 
in  the  duskiness  of  that  place,  he  sate  like  an  em- 
blem on  a  rich  man's  sepulchre,  or  like  a  mourner 
on  the  sodded  grave  of  an  only  one — an  aged  mourner 
who  is  watching  the  waned  moon  and  sorroweth  not 
Starting  at  length  from  his  brief  trance  of  abstxac- 
tion,  with  courtesy  and  an  atoning  smile  he  renewed 
his  discourse,  and  commenced  his  parable. 

During  one  of  those  short  furloughs  from  the  service 
of  the  Body,  which  the  Soul  may' sometimes  obtain 
even  in  this,  its  militant  state,  I  found  myself  in  a 
vast  plain,  which  I  immediately  knew  to  be  the  Val- 
ley of  Life.  It  possessed  an  astonishing  diversity  of 
soils :  and  here  was  a  suimy  spot,  and  there  a  dark 
one,  forming  just  such  a  mixture  of  sunshine  and 
shade,  as  \Ve  may  have  observed  on  the  mouniains' 
side  in  an  April  day,  when  the  thin  broken  clouds 
are  scattered  over  heaveiL  Alm<»t  in  the  very  en- 
trance of  the  valley  stood  a  large  and  gloomy  pile, 
into  wOiich  I  seemed  constrained  to  enter.  Every 
part  of  the  building  was  crowded  with  tawdry  orna- 
ments and  fantastic  deformity.  On  every  window 
was  portrayed,  in  glaring  and  inelegant  colors*  some 
horrible  tale,  or  preternatural  incident,  so  that  not  t 
ray  of  light  could  enter,  un^tinged  by  the  mediotD 
through  which  it  passed.  The  body  of  the  building 
was  full  of  people,  some  of  them  dancing,  in  and 
out,  in  unintelligible  figures,  with  strange  ceremonies 
and  antic  merriiqent,  while  othen  seemed  convulsed 
with  horror,  or  luning  in  mad  melancholy.  Inter- 
mingled with  these,  I  observed  a  number  of  men, 
clothed  in  ceremonial  robes,  wh,o  appeared,  now  to 
marshal  the  varioi:gi  groups  and  to  direct  their  move- 
ments, and  now,  with  menacing  countenances,  to 
drag  some  reluctant  victim  to  a  vast  idol,  framed  of 
iron  bars  intercrossed,  which  formed  at  the  same 
time  an  immense  cage,  and  the  shape  .of  a  human 
Colossus. 

I  stood  for  a  while  lost  in  wonder  what  these  things 
might  mean  ;•  when  lo!  one  of  the  directors  came  up 
to  me,  and  with  a  stem  and  reproachful  look  bade 
me  uncover  my  head,  for  that  the  place  into  which  I 
had  entered  was  the  temple  of  the  only  true  ileli 
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pOD,  in  the  bolier  reoMi  of  whioh  the  gtnt  Cf^ddea 
puaooally  raided.  HbneelftoohelMdemeiieverenoe, 
■  the  oaoMcnted  minieter  of  her  ritee.  Awe-Mnick 
bf  the  mnie  of  ReUgioii,  I  bowed  beftre  llie  prieit, 
lod  hombly  and  eamertly  entreated  him  to  conduct 
ne  mio  her  preeenoe.  He  eimied  Ofieriqga  he  look 
fim  me*  with  myMio  eprinklioge  of  water  and  with 
■tit  he  purified,  and  with  etiaage  aufflalbni  he  ez- 
mmd  me ;  and  then  led  me  thiough  many  a'dark 
and  winding  alley,  the  dew-dampi  of  which.ohiUed 
my  fleth,  and  the  hollow  echoet  under  my  feet, 
nio^led.  methought,  with  moaninge,  /aflSrighted  ne. 
At  leogth  we  entered  a  large  hall,  without  wiiulow, 
or  spiiade,  or  lamp.  The  asylum  and  dormitory  it 
nemed  of  perenntal  night— only  that  the  walla  were 
brought  to  the  eye,  by  a  nutpber  of  ael^luminous 
iucriptiana  ia  letten  of  a  pale  polchral  light,  that 
held  stnmge  neutraliiy  with  the  darknem,  on  the 
Teige  of  which  it  kept  ita  raylen  vigil.  I  could  read 
ihem.  methought ;  but  though  each  one  of  the  words 
tiken  aeparalely  I  teemed  to  undentand,  yet  when  I 
took  them  in  aentencet,  they  were  riddlet  and  in- 
comprehensible. As  I  stood  meditatihgOD  these  hard 
Myings,  my  guide  thus  addressed  me — ^Read  and  be- 
lieve :  these  are  mysteries ! — At  the  extremity  of  the 
rut  hall  the  Goddess  was  placed.  Her  features,  blend- 
ed with  darkness,  rose  out  to  my  view,  terrible,  yet 
TtcsnL  I  prostrated  myself  befiwe  her,  and  then 
retired  with  my  guide,  soul-withered,  and  wondering, 
and  dissatisfied. 

As  I  reentered  the  body  of  the  temple,  I  heard  a 
deep  baa  as  of  diacontenL  A  few  whose  eyes  were 
bright,  and  either  piercing  or  steady,  and  whose 
unple  foreheads,  with  the  weighty  bar,  ridge-like, 
tbove  the  eyebrows,  bespoke  observation  fbUoi^ed 
by  meditative  thought ;  and  a  much  larger  number, 
who  were  enraged  by  the  severity  and  insolence  of 
the  priests  in  exacting  their  oflerings,  had  collected 
io  one  tumultuous  group,  and  with  a  confused  outcry 
of  "  this  is  the  Temple  of  Superstition !"  after  much 
eoDtomely,  and  turmoil,  and  cruel  maltreatment  on 
til  ndes,  rushed  out  of  the  pile ;  and  1,  methought, 
joined  them. 

We  speeded  from  the  Temple  with  hasty  steps, 
sod  had  now  nearly  gone  round  half  the  valley, 
wben  we  were  addressed  by  a  woman,  tall  beyond 
the  stature  of  mortals,  and  with  a  something  more 
tbtn  human  in  her  countenance  and  mien,  which  yet 
could  by  mortals  be  only  felt,  not  conveyed  by  words 
or  intelligibly  distinguished.  Deep  reflection,  ani- 
mied  by  ardent  feelings,  was . di%>hiyed  in  them: 
>nd  hope,  without  iia  uncertainty,  and  a  something 
more  than  all  these,  which  I  understood  not,  but 
^eh  yet  seemed  to  blend  all  these  into  a  divine 
unity  of  expression.  Her  garm^its  were  while  and 
niatronly,  and  of  the  simplest  texture.  We  inquired 
ber  name.  My  name,  she  replied,  is  Religkm. 

The  more  numerous  part  of  our  company,  affright- 
ed by  the  vety  sound,  and  sore  from  recent  impostures 
or  loroeries,  hurried  onwards  and  examined  ix>  iaiv 
tt»r.  A  few  of  us,  struck  by  the  manifest  opposition 
of  her  form  and  manners  to  those  of  the  living 
*d3l,  whom  we  had  so  recently  algured,  agreed  to 
follow  her,  though  with  cautious  circumspection. 
She  led  us  to  an  eminence  in  the  midst  of  the  valley, 
fiom  the  top  of  which  we  could  command  the  whole 
plain,  and  observe  the  relation  of  the  different  parti 
of  each  to  the  other,  and  of  each  to  the  whole,  and 
of  all  Id  each.  She  then  gave  us  an  optic  glaai  which 


assisted  without  cootndicting  oar  natuml  viaion,  and 
enabled  us  to  see  far  beyond  the  limin  6f  the  Valley 
oCIife:  though  our  eve  even  thus  ssaistod  permitted 
us  only  to  bebc^d  a  bg^  and  a  glory,  but  what  we 
could  not  deacry,  save  only  that  ii  wa$,  and  that  il 
was  most  gleriouB. 

And  now,  with  the  mpid  trtnsitioa  of  a  dream,  I 
had  overtaken  and  rejoined  the  more  numerous  party 
who  had  abruptly  left  us,  indignant  at  the  very  name 
of  religion.  They  journeyed  on,  goading  each  other 
with  remembrances  of  post  oppreanens,  and  never 
looking  back,  till  in  the  eagerness  to  recede  from  tho 
Temple  of  Supentitian,  they  had  lomdedthe  whole 
circle  of  the  valley.  And  lo!  there  &ced  us  the 
mouth  of  a  vast  cavern,  at  the  base  of  a  lofVy  and 
almost  perpendicular  rock,  the  interior  side  of  which, 
unknown  to  them,  and  unsuspected,  formed  the  ex- 
treme and  backward  wall  of  the  Temple.  An  im* 
patient  crowd,  we  entered  the  vast  and  dusky  cave 
which  was  the  only  perfomtion  of  the  precipice. 
At  the  mouth  of  the  cave  sate  two  figures ;  the  first, 
by  her  dress  And  gestures,  I  knew  to  be  Sensuautt; 
the  second  form,  from  the  fierceness  of  his  demeanor, 
and  the  brutal  scomfulness  of  his  looks,  declared 
himself  to  be  the  monster  Blasphemv.  He  uttered 
bag  words,  and  yet  ever  and  anon  I  observed  that  ho 
turned  pale  at  his  own  courage.  We  entered.  Some 
remained  in  the  opening  of  the  cave,  with  the  one  or 
the  odier  of  iti  guardians.  The  rest,  and  I  among 
them,  pressed  on,  till  we  reached  an  ample  chamW, 
that  seemed  the  centre  of  the  rock.  The  climate  of 
the  place  was  qrmatumlly  cold. 

In  the  furthest  distance  of  the  chanibOT  sate'  an 
old  dim-eyed  man,  poring  with  a  microscope  over 
the  Torse  of  a  statue  which  had  neither  basis,  nor 
feet,  nor  head ;  but  on  its  breast  wak  carved  Nature! 
To  this  he  continually  applied  his  glaai,  and  seemed 
eiuiiptured  with  the  various  inequalities  which  it 
rendered  visible  on  the  seemingly  polithed  surface 
of  the  marble. — Yet  evermore  was  this  delight  and 
triumph  followed  by  expressions  of  hatred,  and  ve- 
hement railings  againet  a  Being,  who  yet,  he  assured 
us,  had  no  existence.  This  mystery  suddenly  recalled 
to  me  what  I  had  read  in  the  Holiest  Recess  of  the 
temple  of  Supentttitm.  The  old  roan  spoke  in  dtven 
tongues,  and  continued  to  utter  other  and  most  strange 
mysteries.  Among  the  rest  he  talked  much  and  ve- 
hemently coneeming  an  infinite  series  of  causes  and 
effects,  which  he  explained  to  be-^a  string  of  Ufaid 
men,  the  last  of  whom  caught  hold  of  the  skirt 
of  the  one  before  him,  he  of  the  next,  and  so  on  fill 
they  were  all  out  of  siglit:  and  that  they  all  walked 
inialliUy  stmight,  without  making  one  fidse  stop, 
though  all  were  alike  blind.  Methought  I  borrowod 
courage  from  surprise,  and  asked  him, — ^Who  then  ia 
at  the  head  to  guide  them  ?  He  looked  at  me  with 
ine65ible  contempt,  not  unmixed  with  an  angry  sus- 
picion, and  then  replied,  **  No  one.  The  string  of 
blind  men  went  on  for  ever  without  any  beginning; 
for  although  one  blind  man  could  not  move  without 
stumbling,  yet  in/iniie  blindness  supplied  the  want  of 
sight"  I  burst  into  laughter,  which  inatantly  turned  to 
terror— for  as  he  started  forward  in  rage,  I  oaught 
a  glance  of  him  from  behind ;  and  lo !  I  beheld  a 
monster  biform  and  Janus-headed,  in  the  hinder  face 
and  shape  of  whicii  I  instantly  recognised  the  dread 
countenance  of  SiTrusTiTiON — and  in  the  tenor  E 
awoke. 
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THE  IMPROVISATOR£( 

OR  "JOim  ANDERSON,  MY  JO,  JOHN." 

8ciNS:^-A  ^oetoM  drtaobig'TOom,  with  mudo-^wm 

adjcimng* 

GATSBEHfB. 

What  are  the  woidBf 

KLIZA. 

Aik  <rar  fiiend,  the  Improvintore ;  here  he  comet : 
Kate  has  a  hvot  to  ask'  of  you.  Sir ;  it  is  that  you 
TVill  repeat  the  ballad  that  Mr. sung  so  sweetly. 

F&IEND. 

It  if  in  Moore*s  Irish  Melodies ;  but  I  do  not  re- 
collect the  words  distinctly.  The  moral  of  them, 
however,  I  take  to  be  this  — 

Love  woald  ramain  tha  Mune  if  tree. 
When  we  were  neither  youoir  nor  new : 
Yea,  and  hi  all  withm  the  will  that  cane, 
By  the  niiie  proofr  would  riiow  iiaetf  the 


ELIZA. 
What  are  the  lines  you  repeated  from  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher,  which  my  brother  admired  so  much  ? 
It  begins  widi  something  about  two  vines'  so  close 
thai  their  tendrils  intermingle. 

nuxND. 
Yon  mean  Charles'  speech  to  Angelina,  in  "  the 
Elder  Brother.'* 


We'll  five  toffether^  like  oar  two  neichbor 
Circlinc  oor  aoulTaiMl  lovea  id  one  another ! 
We  Ml  apriog  tosether,  and  we  Ml  bear  one  fmit ; 
One  joy  aball  make  ua  amile,  and  one  nrrief  mourn ! 
One  age  go  with  ua,  and  one  honr  of  death 
Shall  eloae  oor  eyea,  and  one  grave  make  ua  hapiiy. 

CATHERINE. 

A  precious  boon,  that  >rau1d  go  far  to  reconcile 
one  to  old  age — ^this  love,  (^  true !  But  m  there  any 
such  true  love  f 

niEND. 

I  hope  so. 

CATBSRINK. 

But  do  you  believe  it  T 

IU£A  {eagerly), 
I  am  sure  he  does. 

PRIBNnb 

From  a  man  turned  of  fifty,  Catfaeriiie»  I  imagine, 
expects  a  less  confident  answer. 


CATHKUNC 

A  more  sincere  one,  perhaps. 

FRIENDi 

Evep  though  he  should  have  obtained  the  nick- 
name of  Improvisatore,  by  perpetrating  charades  and 
extempore  verses  at  Christmas  times  t 

XUZA. 

Nay,  but  be  seiioua. 

FRIRNn. 

Serious?  Doubtless.  A  grave  personage  of  my 
yean  giving  a  love-lecture  to  two  young  ladies,  can- 
not well  be  otherwise.  The  difficulty,  I  suspect, 
would  be  ibr  them  to  remain  so.  It  i^'ill  be  asked 
whether  I  am  not  the  "  elderly  gentleman**  who  sate 
"despairing  beside  a  clear  stream,"  with  a  willow 
ibr  his  wig-block. 

ELIZA. 

Say  another  word,  and  we  will  call  it  downright 


CATrtERtNK. 

No !  we  will  be  affronted,  drop  a  courtesy,  tgad  ask 
pardon  for  our  presumptioa  in  expecting  that  Mr.^— . 
vrould  waste  his  sense  on  two  insignificant  girls. 

FRIENIX 

WeUf  well,  I  vrill  be  serious,  fiem !  Now  then 
commences  the  disooune ;  Mr.  Moore's  song  being 
the  text  Love,  as  distinguished  fimn  Friendship,  on 
the  one  hand,  and  fiom  the  paarioil  diat  loo  oAen 
usurps  its  name,  om  the  other —  * 

LUCIOS. 

(JElua's  broUut,  who  had  Jjut  jomed  the  tna,  m  a 
whitper  to  the  Friand),  But  is  not  Love  the  union  of 
both? 

FRIEND  {ande  to  Ldcivs>. 

He  never  loved  who  thinks  bo. 

ELIXA. 

Brother,  we  don't  want  you.  There !  Mtl  H.  can* 
not  arrange  the  flower-vase  widiout  you.  Thank  you, 
Mrs.  Hartroan. 

LUCIUS. 

Ill  have  my  revenge !  I  know  what  I  will  say ! 

ELIZA. 

Off!  off!  Now  dear  sir, — Love,  you  were  saying-- 

FRIENA. 

Hush!  Preaching,  yon  mean,  Eliaa 

RUza  (cmpolinitf  jr). 
Fkihaw! 

FRIEND. 

Well  then,  I  was  saying  that  Love*  traly  such,  k 
itwlf  not  the  most  common  thing  in  the  worid :  and 
mutual  love  still  less  sa  But  that  enduring  peiaanal 
attachment  so  beautifully  delineated  by  Erin's  vweel 
melodist  and  still  more  touchingly,  perhaps,  in  the 
well-known  ballad,  *<  John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John," 
in  addition  to  a  depth  and  constancy  of  character  of 
no  every-day  occurrence,  supposes  a  peculiar  seiia»- 
bility  and  tenderness  of  nature ;  a  constitutional  cota- 
municaiivenesB  and  uUerancy  of  heart  and  soul;  a 
delight  in  the  detail  of  sympathy,  in  the  outwanl  sod 
visible  signs  of  the  sacnunent  within — to  count  aa  it 
were,  the  pulses  of  the  life  of  love.  But  above  all,  it 
supposes  a  soul  which,  even  ui  the  pride  and  sinc- 
mer-tide  of  life— even  in  the  lustihood  of  health  sod 
strength,  had  felt  oftenest  and  prised  highest  ihst 
which  age  cannot  take  a^'ay,  and  which  in  all  oor 
lovings,  is  the  Love  j 

ELIZA. 

There  is  somethii^  here  (pointing  to  her  heart)  tfast 
aeeme  to  underatlnd  you,  but  wants  the  word  that 
would  make  it  understand  itwlC 

CATHERINE. 

I,  too,  seem  to /eel  what  you  mean.  Interpret  dis 
feeling  for  us. 

FRIEND. 

^I  mean  that  wSling  sense  of  the  ineuflidiig' 

ness  of  the  eel/  ibr  itself,  which  predisposes  a  g»ne^ 
Otis  nature  to  see,  in  the  total  being  of  another,  the 
supplement  and  completion  of  its  own — that  quiH 
perpetual  seeking  ix^ch  the  presence  of  the  belovtd 
object  modulates,  not  suspends,  where  the  heart  mo* 
roently  finds,  and,  finding,  agahi  seeks  on — lastly 
when  **  life's  changeful  orb  has  poss*d  the  fall."  a 
confirmed  faith  in  the  nobleness  of  humanity,  thin 
brought  home  and  pressed,  as  it  were,  to  the  very 
bosom  of  hourly  experience: .  it  supposes,  I  ny,  a 
heart-felt  reverence  for  worth,  not  the  leas  deep  be- 
oause  divested  of  its  solemnity  by  habit,  by  fiunfiis^ 
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itjr,  by  mumol  infinniiies,  aod  even  by  a  feeling  -of 
iDodetty  which  will  arise  in  delicate  minds,  when 
ihey  ai«  oontdcyai  of  poaseMing  the  aame  or  the 
oorrMpondent  exeellence  in  their  own  <^mcterB. 
In  Bhort,  there  must  be  a  mind,  whidi,  while  it  ieeb 
the  beantiiiil  and  the  eicellent  in  the  beloved  as  its 
own,  and  by  right'  of  love  appropriates  it,  can  vail 
Goodness  its  PlayfeHow,  and  dares  make  sport  of 
tiiBe  and  infiimi^,  while,  in  the  person  of  a  thon- 
aand-foldly  endeared  partner,  we  feel  for  aged  Viih*UE 
the  caressing  fondness  that  belongs  to  the  Innocence 
of  childhood,  and  repeat  the  same  attentions  and 
lender  courtesies  as  had  been  dictated  by  the  same 
afiection  to  the  teme  object  when  attired  in  feminine 
loveliness  &r  ia  manly  beaoty. 

tUZA. 

What  a  soothing— what  an  elevating  idea! 

CATHSSINE. 

If  it  be  not  only  an  idea. 

FRIEND. 

At  all  events,  these  qualities  which  I  have  enomei^ 
ated,  are  rarely  found  united  in  a  smgle  individual. 
How  nuich  more  rare  must  it  be,  that  two  such  in- 
dividuals shouTd  meet  together  in  this  wide  world 
under  circumstances  that  admit  of  their  union  as 
Hitthand  and  Wife!  A  person  may  be  highly  estima- 
ble OQ  the  whole,  nay,  amiable  as  neighbor,  friend, 
hoittemate— in  short,  in  all  the  concentric  circles  of 
•tiachroent,  save  only  the  last  and  inmost ;  and  yet 
from  how  many  causes  be  estranged  from  the  highest 
perfection  m  this!  Pride,  coldness  or  festidiousneas 
of  nature,  worldly  cares,  an  anxious  or  ambitious  dis- 
pfsition,  a  passion  for  disphiy,  a  sullen  tempei^-one 
Of  the  other— too  often  proves  « the  d^ad  fly  in  the 
compost  of  spices,**  and  any  one  is  enough  to  unfit  it 
for  the  pfodous  balm  of  unction.  For  some  mighty 
pwd  sort  of  people,  too,  there  is  not  seldom  a  sort  of 
jolcnm  saturnine,  or,  if  you  will,  ursine  vanity,  that 
keep*  iiself  ahve  by  sucking  the  paws  of  its  own  self- 
nnportance.  And  as  this  high  sense,  or  rather  sensa- 
tion of  their  own  value  is,  for  the  most  part,  ground- 
ed on  negative  qualities,  so  they  have  no  better  means 
of  preserving  the  same  but  by  w^oftws— that  is,  by 
art  doing  or  saying  any  thing,  that  might  be  put  down 
for  fond,  silly,  or  nonsensical,— or  (to  use  their  own 
phrase)  by  never  forgeUing  thenudves,  which  some  of 
their  acquaintance  are  uncharitable  enoi^h  to  think 
the  most  worthless  object  th*ey  could  be  empfoyed  in 
Kniembering. 

XLiZA  {in  anewer  to  a  whisper  from  Catherine). 
To  a  hair!  He  must  have  sate  for  it  himself.  Save 
me  fiom  such  folks !  But  they  are  out  of  the  question. 

FRIENZX 

True !  but  the  same  eflect  is  produced  in  thousands 
by  the  too  general  insensibility  lo  a  very  important 
fruth ;  this,  namely,  that  the  hiseav  of  human  life  is 
made  up  of  huge  masses,  each  separated  from  the 
yjher  by  certain  mtervals.  One  year,  the  death  of  a 
child  ;  years  after,  a  failure  in  trade ;  after  another 
longer  or  shorter  interval,  a  daughter  may  have 
married  unhappily  j— in  all  but  the  singularly  un- 
fonunate,  the  integral  ports  that  compose  the  sum 
^J'W  of  the  unhappineas  of  a  man's  life,  are  easily 
coumed.  and  distinctly  remembered.  The  HAPPiNEas 
of  life,  on  the  contrary,  is  made  up  of  minute  frac- 
iions— the  little,  soon-forgotten  charities  of  a  kiss,  a 
"mile,  a  kind  look,  a  heartfelt  compliment  in  the  dis- 


guise of  plajrful  raillery,  and  die  countJess  other 
infinitesimals  of  pleastuable  thought  and  genial 
feeling. 

CATHERINE. 

Well,  Sir ;  you  have'said  quite  enough  to  make  me 
despair  of  folding  a  **  John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John/' 
to  totter  down  the  hill  of  life  with. 

FRIEND. 

Not  so !  Good  men  are  not,  I  trust,  so  much  scarcer 
than  good  women,  bat  that  what  another  would  find 
in  you,  you  may  hope  to  find  in  another.  But  well, 
however,  may  that  boon  be  rare,  the  possession  of 
which  would  be  more  than  an  adequate  reward  for 
the  rarest  virtue. 

BUZA. 

Surely,  he  who  has  described  it  ao  beantifally, 
must  have  posseased  it  ? 

FRIEND. 

If  he  were  worthy  to  have  possessed  it,  and  had 
believingly  anticipated  and  not  found  if,  how  bitter 
the  disappointment ! 

{Then,  after  a  pause  of  a  few  fnimifes). 

Answer  (ex  impromso). 
Yee,  yes !  that  boQu,  life's  richest  treat* 
He  had,  or  fancied  that  he  had ; 
Say,  *t  was  but  in  his  own  conceit — 

The  fancy  made  him  glad ! 
Crown  of  hjs  cup,  and  garnish  of  his  dish ! 
The  boon,  prefigured  in  his  earliest  wish ! 
The  fair  fulfilment  of  his  poesy. 
When  his  young  heart  first  yeam*d  for  sympathy. 

But  e'en  the  meteor  of&pring  of  the  brain 

Upnourish'd  wane!- 
Faith  asks  hes^daily  bread. 
And  Fancy  must  be  fed ! 
Now  so  it  chanced — from  wet  or  dry, 
It  boots  not  how — ^I  know  not  why — 
She  miss'd  her  wonted  food :  and  quickly 
Poor  Fancy  stagger'd  and  grew  sickly. . 
Then  came  a  restless  state,  't  wixt  yea  ar  M  %• 
His  faith  was  fix'd,  his  heart  all  ebb  and  ^  w  ,  > 
Or  like  a^bark,  in  sc»Qe  half-ehelter'd  ba| 
Above  its  anchor  driving  lo  and  fro. 

That  boon,  which  but  to  have  poesess'd 
In  a  belief  gave  life  a  zest — 
Uncertain  both  what  it  had  been. 
And  if  by  error  lost,  or  luck ; 
And  what  it  was: — an  evergreen 
Whi(^  some  insidious  blight  had  struck* 
Or  annual  flower,  which  past  its  blow 
No  vernal  spell  shall  e'er  revive ; 
Uncertain,  and  afraid  to  know, 
I>oubts  toss'd  him  to  and  fro; 
Hope  keeping  Love,  Love  Hope  alive, 
like  babes  bewilder'd  in  a  snow, 
That  cling  and  huddle  from  the  cold 
In  hollow  tree  or  ruin'd  fold. 

Those  sparkling  colon,  once  hia  boast. 

Fading,  one  by  one  away, 
Thin  and  hueleas  as  a  ghost. 

Poor  Fancy  on  her  siek-bed  lay , 
ni  at  distance,  wone  when  near. 
Telling  her  dreams  to  jealous  Fear ' 
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Where  wu  it  theii»  the  eociftble  ipnta 
That  crown'd  the  Poet's  cqp  and  deck'd  hm 
Poor  shadow  cast  from  an  unsteady  wvh. 
Itself  a  substance  by  n9  other  right 
But  Uiat  it  intercepted  Keasoa^s  ligl^; 
It  dimm'd  his  eye,  it  darken'd  on  his  brow, 
A  peevish  i^ood,  a  tedious  time,  I  trow  I 
Thank  Heaven !  'tis  not  so  now* 


O  bliss  of  blissful  houn ! 
The  boon  of  Heaven's  d^reeing, 
While  yet  in  Eden's  bowers 
Dwelt  the  First  Husband'  and  his  sinless  Mate! 
The  one  siyeet  plant  which,  piteous  Heaven  agreeing. 
They  bore  with  them  thi9U{/h  Eden's  closing  gate ! 
Of  life's  gay  sumraer<lide  the  sovnn  Rose ! 
Late  autumn's  Amaranth,  that  mora  fragrant  blows 
When  Passion's  flowers  all  fiill  or  &de  ; 
If  this  we^e  ever  his,  in  outward  bemg. 
Or  but  his  own  true  love's  prqjected  shade. 
Now,  that  at  length  by  oertain  proof  he  knows. 
That  whether  real  or  magic  shew, 
Whate'er  it  was,  it  it  no  longer  so ; 
Though  heart  be  lonesome,  Hope  laid  low, 
Yet,  Lady !  deem  him  not  unblest : . 
The  certainty  that  struck  Hope  dead. 
Hath  lefl  Contentment  in  her  stead: 
And  that  is  next  tolMst ! 


THE  GARDEN  OF  BOCCACCIO. 

Of  late,  in  one  of  those  most  weary  houn. 
When  life  seems  emptied  of  all  geniifl  powers, 
A  dreary  mood,  which  he  who  ne'er  hn  known 
May  bless  his  happy  lot,  I  sate  alone ; 
And,  from  the  numbing  spell  to  win  reliefj . 
Caird  on  the  past  for  thought  of  glee  or  grie£ 
In  vain !  bereifV  alike  of  grief  and  glee, 
I  sate  and  cower'd  o'er  my  own  vacancy ! 
And  as  I  watch'd  the  dull  continuous  ache. 
Which,  all  else  slurob'ring,  seem'd  alone  to  wake; 

0  Friend !  long  wont  to  notice  yet  conceal. 
And  soothe  by  silence  what  words  Cannot  heal, 

1  but  half  saw  that  quiet  hand  of  thine 
Place  on  my  desk  this  exquisite  design, 
Boccaccio's  Garden  and  its  fiiery, 

The  love,  the  joyaunce,  and  the  gallantry! 
An  Idyll,  with  Boccaccio's  spirit  warm. 
Framed  in  the  silent  poesy  of  form. 
Like  flocks  adown  a  newly-baineci  steep 

Emerging  from  a  mist :  or  like  a  stream 
Of  music  soft  that  not  dispels  the  sleep, 

But  casts  in  happier  moulds  the  slamberer's  dream, 
Gazed  by  an  idle  eye  with  silent  might 
The  picture  stole  upon  my  inward  sight 
A  t^mulous  warmth  orefit  gmdual  o^er  my  chest, 
As  though  an  in&Bt's  finger  toucb'd  my  breast 
And  one  by  one  (I  know  not  whence)  were  brought 
All  spirits  of  power  that  moat  had  stirr*d  my  thought 
In  selfless  boyhood,  on  a  new  world  tost 
Of  wonder,  and  in  its  own  fancies  lost ; 
Or  charm'd  my  youth,  diat  kindled  from  aboTe, 
I/yved  ere  it  loTod,  and  sought  a  fonn  fcr  h>ve; 


Or  lent  a  lustre  lo  the  eainest  scan 
Of  manhood,  musing  what  and  whence  is  man 
Wild  atiai9  of  Sbalds,  that  in  the  sea-wom  caves 
Reheaned  their  waiHq)eU  Iq  the  winds  and  waves 
Or  fateful  hymn  of  thoe($  prophetic  maids. 
That  cill'd  on  Heitfaa  in  deep  forest  gladea ; 
Or  minstrel  lay,  that  cheer'tl  the  baron's  feast; 
Or  rhyme  of  ci^  pomp,  of  monk  and  priest, 
J«idge,  mayor,  and  many  a  guild  in  long  anay. 
To  higbKshttich  pacing  eo  the  great  saint's  day. 
And  many  a  verse  which  to  myself  I  sang, 
That  woke  the  tear,  yet  stole  away  the  pang. 
Of  hopes  which  in  lamenliBg  I  renew'd. 
And  last,  a  matron  now,  ef  sober  mien. 
Yet  radiant  si^l  and  with  no  earthly  dieen. 
Whom  as  a  faery  child  my  childhood  weo'd 
Even  in  my  davrn  of  thought — ^Philosophy. 
Though  then  unconscious  of  hoTKlf^  pardie. 
She  bore  no  other  name  than  Poesy; 
And,  like  a  gift  from  heavMi,  in  lirefpl  glee. 
That  had  but  newly  left  a  mother's  knee. 
Prattled  and  play'd  with  bixd  and  ffewer,  and 
As  if  with  riiin  playfellows  well  known. 
And  life  reveal'd  to  inneoenoe  alone. 


Thanks,  gentle'  artist !  now  I  can  descry 

Thy  fiiir  creation  with  a  mastering  eye. 

And  all  awake !    And  now  in  fix*d  gaae  siaad, 

Now  wander  dirough  the  Eden  of  thy  hand; 

Praise  the  green  arches,  on  the  fountain  clear 

See  fragment  abadc»ws  of  the  erosHng  deer. 

And  with  that  serviceable  nymph  I  stoop, 

The  crystal  from  its  restless  pool  to  soe^ 

I  see  no  longer !  I  myself  am  there. 

Sit  on  the*  groond-sward,  and  the  banquet  share. 

Tis  I,  that  sweep  that  lute's  leve«cliaii^p  strings. 

And  gaze  upon  the  maid  who  gazing  aingi : 

Or  pause  and  listen  to  the  tinkling  bells 

From  the  high  tower,  and  think  that  there  she  dwelb 

With  dd  Boccaccio's  soul  I  stand  possest. 

And  breathe  an  air  like  lifo,  that  swells  my  cbe* 


The  brightness  of  the  world,  O  thou  enoe  free. 
And  always  fair,  rare  land  of  courtesy! 
O;  Florence!  with  the  Tuscan  fields  and  hills! 
And  famous  Amo  fed  with  all  their  rills ; 
Thou  brightest  star  of  starv4]right  Italy! 
Rich,  ornate,  populous,  all  treasures  thine, 
The  golden  com,'  t^e  dive,  and  die  vine. 
Fair  cities,  galhut  mansions,  castles  old. 
And  fo(e8ti^  where  beside  his  leafy  hold 
The  sullen  boar  hath  heard  die  distant  horn. 
And  whets  his  tusks  against  the  gnaiied  thorn , 
Plalladian  palace  with  its  storied  halls ; 
Fountains,  where  Love  lies  listening  to  their  filb 
Gardens,  where  flings  die  bridge  its  airy  span, 
And  Nature  makes  her  happy  home  virith  man ; 
Wliere  many  a  gorgeous  flower  is  duly  fed 
With  its  own  liU,  on  its  own  spangled  bed. 
And  wreathes  the  marble  urn,  or  leans  its  head, 
A  mimic  mourner,  diat  with  veil  witfadn^wn 
Weepe  liquid  gems,  the  presents  of  the  dawn. 
Thine  all  deUghti,  and  every  muse  is  Ihme : 
And  more  than  all,  the  embrace  and  intertwine 
Of  all  wiih  all  iri  gay  and  twinkling  dance  * 
'Mid  gods  of  Greece  and  wanion  of  ramance 
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See !  fioocace  utB,  iinfbjding  on  hie  kneei 
The  new-found  roll  of  old  Meooidcs  ;* 
But  fimn  hie  mantle**  fold,  and  near  the  heart, 
Peen  Ovid'a  Holy  Be6k  of  Loye'a  sweet  ■marttt 

0  aJI-enjoying  and  all-blending  rage, 
Long  be  it  inine  to  con  thy  mazy  page, 
Where,  half  conoeal'd,  the  ey^  of  foncy  viewa 
Faun,  nymphs  and  winged  ealnia,  all  gnckooB  to  thy 


Still  in  thy  garden  let  me  watch  their  pranke. 
And  see  in  Dian'a  vest  between  the  ranke 
Of  the  trim  vines,  some  maid  that  half  believes 
The  vuUd  fires,  of  which  her  lover  gripves, 
With  that  sty  satyr  peering  through  the  leaves! 


MY  BAPTISMAL  BIRTH-DAT. 

Uim  COHFOSED  ON  A  SICK  BEIk,  UNDER  8EVBRE 
BODILY  aVFrfcaiNO,  ON  MV  BPIRITI7AL  BIETH-DAT, 
OCTOBER  28th. 

Bow  unto  God  in  Cbrist—  in  Christ,  my  Aix! 
What,  that  lElarth'  boasts,  were  not  lost  cheaply,  rather 
"nian  forfeit  tliat  blest  Name,  b^  which  we  call 
The  Holt  One,  the  Almighty  God,  Our  Father? 
Father  !  in  Christ  we  live    and  Christ  in  Thee  : 
Eternal  Thoa,  and  everiasting  We ! 

The  Heir  of  Heaven,  henceforth  I  dread  not  Deatli, 
In  Christ  I  live,  in  Christ  I  draw  the  breath 
Of  the  trae  Life.    Lei  Sea.  and  Earth,  and  Sky 
Wage  war  a^inst  pie :  on  my  fronrTshow 
Their  mighty  ftfasler'ss^l  *   In  vain  Mevliy 
To  end  my  Life,  who  can  but  end  its  Wm. 

b  that  a  Death-bed,  where  the  Chrmtian  lies? 
Yes!— Bat  not  kis:  Tis  Death  itself  tkere  dies. 


FRAGMENTS 
FROM  THE  WRECK  OF  MEMORX- 

OR 
PORTIONB  OF  rOEIfS  COMPOSED  IN  EARLT  HANHOOD. 

(Note. — It  may  not  be  without  ose  or  iolerest  to 
yootbfal,  and  especially  to  intelligent  female  readers 

9  Boeeaeeioefaiiaied  for  bhnwlf  the  floiy  of  hsTtDf  flntiB- 
inMluetd  the  works  of  Homer  to  bHOoantryineo. 

tl  ioow  fcw  moreatrikisff  or  noie  iotsrsBtinK  proolbof  Ihe 
ovtrwhelmiof  inflaeoee  which  the  study  of  the  Greek  end  Ro- 
•MD'elaMicS^xerciied  on  the  jodfimtMs,  r«elin«s,  aod  imagi- 
iMton  of  the  literati  of  Barope  at  the  enmmenremeot  of  the 
>«>tontioo  of  Ktaratsio,  thea  the  poMane  in  the  Filoeopo  of 
Booeteeto ;  where  the  nire  inetroclor,  Racbw>,  aa  aoon  aa  the 
TMinf  prmee  and  the  beaatifii]  f  iri  Btaneafiore  had  leaned 
^  Iett8ii.aeta  them  to  alody  the  Holv  Book.  Ovid'a  Art  of 
*f^-  loeotfinioio  Raeheo  a  mettere  il  aao  oflSeio  in  eaaecu- 
w>ee  eoa  kitera  aolleeitodtae.  B  loro,  in  breve  tempo,  tnaec- 
*to  a  euooaeer  1e  letiere.  ftce  legert  il  ganto  libro  rf*  Owidio, 
"«  «iMf«  a  aommo  poota  moHra,  ame  i  oamti  fuotki  di  Vo- 
'  M  JreiM  emori  eccaadara.** 


of  poetiy,  to  observe,  that  in  the  attempt  to  adapt  the 
Greek  metres  to  the  English  language,  we  must  begin 
by  substituting  quality  of  sound  for  quantity — that  is, 
accentuated  or  comparatively  emphasized  syllables* 
for  whR$,  in  the  Greek  and  Laiin  verse,  are  named 
long.,  and  of  which  the  prosodial  mark  is  ~ ;  and  moe 
versdt  unacoentuated  syllables  for  short,  marked  ". 
Now  the  hexameter  verM  consists  of  two  sorts  xAftA^ 
the  spondee,  composed  of  two  long  syllables,  and  the 
dactyl,  composed  of  one  long  syllable  folh)wed  by  two 
short  The  following  vene  firom  (he  Psalms,  is  a  iwe 
insunoe  of  a  ptrfed,  hexameter  (i.  e.  liae  of  six  foot) 
in  the  English  lisnguage; — 

Gud  c&me  |  iip  with  &  |  shout :  qoK  |  Lord  wiilk 
th§  I  soiknd  Gf  &  |  triimpet. 

But  so  few  are  the  truly  tpondaio  words  in  our  Ian* 
guage,  such  as  Egypt,  uproar,  tikmOil,  4Iec»  that  vm 
are  compelled  to  substitute,  in  most  instances,  the 
trochee,  or  '  &,  t.  e.  such  words  as  rafin|^,  lightlj^,  doc* 
for  the  proper  spondee.  It  need  only  be  added,  that 
in  the  hexameter  the  fiflh  foot  must  be  a  dactyl,  and 
the  sixth  a  spondee,  or  trochee.  I  will  end  this  note 
with  two  hexameter  jines,  likewise  from  the  PmIibsl 

There  Is  ft  )  river  tho  |  flowing  where  |  Of  sh&ll  | 
gltdden  the  city. 

Halle  I  lajah  the  |  city  Sf  |  God  JShOvihl  hlth  | 
\A%A  her.j    . 


16 


L  HYMN  TO  THE  EARTH. 

ISarth  !  thou  mother  of  numberless  children,  the  iiuiia 

and  the  mother, 
Hail!  O Goddess,  thrioe  hail!   Blest  be  thou!  and, 

.  blessing,  I  hynm  thee ! 
Forth,  ye  sweet  sounds !  fhmi  my  harp,  and  my  voice 

slwll  float  on  your  surges — 
Stiar  thou  aloft,  O  my  soul !  and  bear  up  my  song  oo 

tfiy  pinioiui^ 

Travelling  the  vale  with  mine  eyes — ^giteen  meadow% 

and  lake  with  green  istand* 
Dark  in  its  basin  of  rock,  and  the  bare  stteam  flowing 

in  brightness. 
Thrilled  with  thy  beauty  and  love,in  the  wooded  slope 

of  the  mountain,  ] 

Here,  Great  Mother,  I  lie,  thy  child  witfti  Hs  head  on 

thy  bosom! 
Playful  the  spirits  of  noon,  that  creep  or  rash  through 

thy  tresses: 
Green-haired  Goddess !  refresh  me ;  and  hark!  as  thcv 

hurry  or  linger, 
Fill  the  pause  of  my  harp,  or  sustain  it  witn  musical 

murmurs. 
Into  my  being  thou  murmurest  joy«  and  tenderest 

sadness 
Shed*st  thou,  like  dew,  on  ray  heart,  till  the  joy  and 

the  heavenly  gladneas 
Pour  ihemselvee  forth  from  my  heart  in  tears,  and  the 

hjrmns  of  thanksgiving. 
Earth !  thou  mother  of  nuttberlesp  children,  the  nurse 

and  the  mother, 

Sister  thou  of  the  Stars,  and  beloved  by  the  saiu  the 

rejoicer! 
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Guardian  and  friend  of  the  Moon,  O  Earth,  whoin 

the  Comete  lorget  not, 
Yea,  in  the  measureieM  distance  wheel  round,  and 

again  they  behold  thee ! 
Fadeless  and  young  (and  what  if  the  lateet  birth  of 

Creation  1) 
Bride  and  consort  of  Heaven,  that  looks  down  upoo 

thee  enamored ! 
Say,  mysterious  Earth !  O  say,  gtaat  Mother  and  God- 
dess! 
Was  it  not  well  with*  thee  then,  when  lint  thy  lap 

was  nngirdledt 
Thy  lap  to  the  genial  Heaven,  the  day  that  he  wooed 

thee  and  won  thee ! 
Fair  was  thy  bluvh,  the  fairest  and  fint  of  the  blushes 

of  morning ! 
Deep  was  the  shudder,  O  Earth !  the  Ihroe  of  thy 

kelF-retenlioD : 
July  thou  stroveet  to  flee,  and  didst  se«k  tlyself  at 

thy  centre ! 
Biightier  far  was  the  joy  of  thy  sudden  resiliencr; 

and  forthwith 
Myriad  myriads  of  lives  teemed  ibrth  from  the  mighty 

embracement, 
Tbousaod-lbld  tribes  of  dwellen,  impelled  by  thoo- 

saod-fold  instincts. 
Filled,  as  a  dream,  the  wi<|e  waten :  the  riven  sang 

on  their  channels ; 
Laughed  on  their  shores  the  hoarse  seas :  the  yearn- 
ing ocean  swelled  upward : 
Toung  hfe  lowed  through  the  meadows,  the  woods. 

and  the  echoing  mountains, 
Wandered  bleating  in  valleys,  and  warbled  in  bk» 

soming  blanches. 


IV.  THSOVIOIAN  ELEGIAC  METKE  DESCRIBED 
AND  EXEMPLIFIED. 

In  the-hexametar  rises  -the fountain's  mlwetf  oolumi ; 
In  the  pentameter  aya  falling  in  melody  back. 


IL  ENGLISH  HEXAMETERS,  WRITTEN  DURING 
A  TEMPORARY  BLINDNESS,  IN  17^. 

O,  WHAT  a  life  is  the  ETB*a  I  what  a  strange  and 

'  inscrutable  essence ! 
Him,  that  is  utterly  blind,  nor  glimpsei  the  fire  that 

warms  him; 
Him,  that  never  beheld  the  swelling  breast  of  his 

mother; 
Him,  that  smiled  in  hia  gladnesi^  as  a  babe  that  smiles 

in  its  slumber ; 
Even  for  Him  it  existi!    It  moves  and  stirs  in  in 

priion! 
Uvee  with  a  separate  life;  and **Is  it  a  Spirit f* 

he  murmurs : 
*■  Sure,  it  has  thonghti  of  its  own,  and  to  §bu  is  only 

a  language!" 


in.   THE   HOMERIC   HEXAMETER    DESCRIBED 
AND  EXEMPLIFIED. 

fhmoNOLT  it  bean  n>  along  in  swelling  and  limitless 

billows. 
Nothing  before  and  mthing  behind  but  the  sky  and 

the 


v.    A  VERSIFIED  REFL£CTIO)V. 

[A  Force  is  the  provincial  term  in  Cumberland  Sx 
any  narrow  fall  of  water  from  the  summit  of  a  moun- 
tain precipice.  —  The  following  stanza  (it  may  not 
arrogate  the  name  of  po^m)  or  veiaified  refleciioo, 
was  composed  while  the  author  was  gaxii^  on  three 
parallel  Forces  on  a  moonlight  night,  at  the  foot  (rf* 
the  Saddleback  Fell.— S.  T.  C] 

On  stem  Bi.xncarthue'8  perilous  height 
The  wind  is  tyrannous  and  strong: 
And  flashing  forth  unsteady  light 
From  stem  Blencarthur's  skiey  height 
As  loud  the  torrents  throng!  . 

Beneath  the  moon  in  gentle  weather 
They  bind  the  earth  and  sky  together : 
But  oh !  the  Sky.  and  all  itt  forms,  how  quiel! 
The  things  that  seek  the  Earth,  how  full  of  noise 
and  riot ! 


LOV£*S  GHOST  AND  RE-EVANmON. 

AN  ALLBOOUO.  ROMANOI. 

Like  a  lone  Arab,  old  and  blind* 
Some  caravan  had  left  behind ; 
Who  sits  beside  a  ruln'd  well, 
Where  the  shy  Dipsads*  bask  and  swell! 
And  now  he  cowers  with  low-hung  head  aslant 
And  listens  for  some  human  sound  in  vain : 
And  now  the  aid,  which  Heaven  atone  can  granti 

Upturns  his  eyeless  iiice  from  Heaven  to  gain ' 

Even  thus,  in  languid  mood  and  vacant  hour, 
Resting  my  eye  upon  a  (^rooping  plant. 
With  brow  low-bent,  within  my  garden  bower, 
^  sate  upon  its  couch  of  Camomile : 
And  lo!— ^>r  was  it  a  brief  sleep,  the  while 
I  watch *d  the  sickly  calm  and  aimless  scope 
Of  my  own  heart  ? — I  saw  the  inmate^  Hops, 
Thdt  once  had  made  that  heart  an  warm. 

Lie  Ufeless  at  my  feet ! 
And  Love  stole  in,  in  maiden  form. 

Toward  my  M-bor-seat! 
She  bent  and  kissed  her  uster*s  lips. 

As  she  was  wont  to  do : 
Alas!  'twas  but  a  chilling  breath. 
That  woke  enough  of  life  in  death 
To  make  Hope  die  anew. 


*  The  Alps  of  the  tand-deMrte,  aneieatip  ncoNd  DiHti^ 
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UGHT-HEARTEDNESS  IN  RHTBIE. 


worth  ltal«iiiiiff  to,  fton  tho 


wlM 


I  THE  REPROOr  AND  REPLY: 

01,  TUB  FLOWn-THnr'«  APOLOGY,  FOE  A   ROBBUir 

OOHMITTED    IN  MR.  AND  MRS. '■  OARDKN,  ON 

lUNDAr  HORNING,  fS^B  OP  MAT,   1833»  BRTWCKN 
THB.  HdUmS  OF  ELKTXN  AND  TWBLVB. 

-Fn,  Mr.  Coleridge!^ and  ean  thii  be  yon  r 
Bnak  two  eonnoandinents  t^— and  in  church-time  toof 
Htre  yon  not  hemid,  or  have  yon  heaid  in  vain, 
The  Irirtli-and'-parentafe-noonling"  strain  f — 
CoofenoDi  diriil,  that  thrill  cried  mack'rel  drown— 
fVeih  from  tbe  drop — the  yoqth  not  yet  cot  down  — 
Lette/  to  aweet<heait-^-4he  laet  dying  ipeech  — 
And  did*nt  aU  thii  begin  in  Sabbath-breaohf 
Too,  that  knew  better !    In  broad  open  day 
Steal  in,  ileal  oat,  and  steal  oor  flowers  away  f 
What  eonld  poaseas  yoo  f    Ah !  sweet  yooth,  I  fear, 
Hie  chap  with  home  and  tail  was  at  your  ear  P' 

Such  sounds^  .of  late,  aecusiDg  fiuicy  bronght 

Fhm  ihir  C to  the  Poet's  thought 

Now  hear  the  meek.  Parnassian  youth's  reply  »— 
A  bow— a  pleading  look—*  downcast  eye — 
Andthent 

*  Fair  danM !  «  visionary  wight, 
Haid  by  3^r  hill-eide  mansion  qnrkUiig  white, 
ffii  thought  all  hovering  rotind  the  Muses'  home, 
I/ng  hath  it  been  your  Poet's  wont  to  roam. 
And  many  a  mom,  on  his  bed-charmed  sense. 
So  rich  a  stream  of  music  issued  thence. 
He  deem'd  himselC  as  it  ffew'd  warbling  on. 
Beads  the  vocal  Ibunt  of  Helicon ! 
Bat  when,  as  if  to  settle  the  concern, 
A  nymph  too  he  heboid,  in  many  a  turn, 
Guidtng  the  sweet  rill  from  iti  ibntal  urn ; 
Sty,  can  you  blame  f— No !  none,  that  saw  and  heard, 
Could  blame  a  bard,  that  he,  thus  inly  stirr'd, 
A  muM  beholding  in  each  fervent  trait. 

Took  Mary  H for  Polly  Hyronia ! 

Or,  haply  as  thou  stood  beside  the  maid 
One  loftier  form  in  sable  stole  arrayed, 
If  with  regretful  thought  he  hail'd  in  thee, 

C nu  his  long-lost  friend  Mol  Poraoni  f 

But  most  of  you,  soft  warblings,  I  complain! 
Twas  ye,  that  from  the  bee-hive  of  my  biain 
Did  lure' the  liMiciea  forth,  a  freakish  root, 
And  witched  th^  air  with  dreams  tum'd  mride  out 


,  Tliasall  conspired— each  power  of  eye  and  ear. 
And  this  gay  month,  th*  enchantress  of  the  year. 
To  cheat  poor  me  (no  conjurer,  God  woe !) 

»     Aod  C       m^  self  acoomplioe  in  the  plot 
Can  you  then  wonder  if  I  went  astray  f 
Not  bards  akRie»  wor  fevers  mad  as  they — 
All  Naturs  day-dnoMU  in  tbe  month  of  May^ 
And  if  I  plock'd  «aach  flower  that  jwmIssC  bkywa'— 
Who  walks  in  sleep,  needs  follow  must  bis  aosB. 


'Hius  long  accustomed  on  the  twy*fork'd  htU,* 
To  pluck  both  flower  and  floweret  at  my  will ; 
The  garden's  maae,  like  No>man*s  land,  I  tvsad, 
Nor  common  law,  nor  statute  in  my  head ; 
For  my  own  proper  smell,  sight  fancy,  fooling. 
With  autocratic  hand  at  once  repealing 
Five  Acts  of  IVirliameot  'gainst  private  stealing! 

But  yet  from  C m,'who  despoin  of  graccrf 

There 's  no  spring-gun  nor  roan-trap  in  that  fooe ! 
Let  Mgses  then  look  black,  and  Aaron  blue, 
Tliat  look  as  if  they  had  little  else  to  do ; 

For  C m  speaks.  **  Poor  youth !  he's  hai  a  waif! 

The  spoons  «11  right?  The  hen  and  chickens  safof 

Well,  well,  he  shall  not  forfeit  our  r^gods  — 

The  Eighth  Commandment  was  not  made  for  Bards  f 


n.    IN  ANSWER  TO  A  FRIEN1>*S  aUESTION. 
Her  attachment  may  differ  from  yours  ta  dtgretf 

Provided  they  are  both  of  one  kind ; 
But  friendahip^  how  tender  ao  ever  it  be. 

Gives  nO|  accord  to  tove,  however  refined. 

Love,  that  meets   not  with'  lo^a,  iia  true  ngtara 
revealing. 

Grows  ashamed  of  itself,  and  denraia : 
If  yon  cannot  lifi  hers  up  to  your  state  of 

Ton  must  lower  down  your  state  to  h^n. 


m.   LINES  TO  A  COMIC  AUTHOR,  ON  AN  ABfT- 

BIYE  REVIEW. 

What  though  the   chilly  wide-month'd  quacking 

vcho^ 
From  the  rank  swampa  of  murk  Review-land  croaks 
So  was  it  neighbour,  in  the  times  before  m 
When  Momus,  throwmg  on  his  Attic  cloak. 
Romped  with  the  Graces :  and  each  tickled  Moae 
(That  Turk,  Dan  PhoBbns,  whom  bards  call  divine. 
Was  mairied  to  -  at  least  he  Jivpt — all  nine)  -» 
They  fled ;  but  with  reverted  fooes  ran ! 
Yet,  somewhat  the  broad  freedoms  to  eicuse. 
They  had  allured  the  awkcious  Greek  to  use. 
Swore  they  mistook  him  fbr  their  own  Good  Man. 
This  Momus—  Aristophanes  on  earth 
Men  called  him — roaogre  all  his  wit  aixl  vrorth. 
Was  crooked  and  gabbled  at   I  low,  then,  should  yoo. 
Or  I,  Friend,  hope  to  'scape  the  skulking  crew  f 
No:  laught  and  say  aloud,  in  tones  of  glee, 
**  I  hate  tbe  quacking  tribe,  and  they  hate  me  !'* 


IV.   AN  EXPECTORATION. 

OE  SPLrVKTIC  EXTKlTPORie,  ON  MT  JOYFUL  DBPAETVtS 
FROM  THE  CITT  OF  COLOeifX. 

As  I  am  Rhymer, 

And  now  at  least  a  merry  one, 
Bfr.  Mum's  Rudesheimer  t 

And  the  church  of  St.  Geryon 


*  The  Efiffthh  ramnMaii  it  rpmnrlctble  for  iU  two  i 
of  un<>qnal  hewht,  the  luwer  denomineled  Hampilesd,  iH 
higher  UighffAie. 

TThs  apotheoiie  of  Rh«iMh  wise. 
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COLSttlDGfi^  fOBTtCAL  WORKS. 


Are  the  two  things  alone 
That  deserve  to  be  knc/wn 


In  the  body-and-soul-stinkio^  town  df  Cofogtie^ 


.     EXPEOTORATION  THE  BB001VD. 

In  Coui«t  a  town  of  monks  and  bones,  t 

And  pavements  fkng'd  with  murdenHis  stones ; 

And  rags,  and  hags,  and  hideous  wenches ; 

I  counted  two-and-seventy  stenches. 

All  well-defined  and  several  stinks ! 

Ye  nymphs  that  reign  o'er  wwen  and  sinks, 

The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known, 

D(4h  wasb  your  city  of  Cologne ; 

Bat  tell  me,  nympfals !  what  power  divine 

Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Rhine  ?$ 


BONO 

IiarBOVIlA  ON  HEAIIINQ  A  60NO  IN  FMAtSK  OV  'A 
LADy*8  BBAUTY. 

T  M  not  the  lily  4>row  r  prin, 
Nor  roseate  TSheeks,  nor  saony  eyes, 
£no««h  of  ttties  and  of  rmb  ! 
A  thoosand  fold  more  diiar  to  ne   > 
The  gentle  took  that  tove  disfskMS, 
The  look  that  love  alone  can  see. 


Tetbaply 


eome  a  %9t0f  va^^ 
When  ov0r-task*d  at  length 
Both  LovB  and  Hom  benealfa  the  load  giv« 
Then  with  a  statae*a«mile,  a  staSne's  atrangliw 
Stands  the  male  siMer,  Patrncs,  neihing  kxh* 
And  both  sappoQtMig  does  the  wotk  of  both. 


JULIA. 


Badio  de  loble 

Sorgii  sasri  sliqaid.— . 


THE  POETS  ANSV^ER . 

TO  A  LADT'0  aUB8TXQN  RnrKCTINO  THK  AC00MPU8R- 
MSim  MOfT  DCaiEABLB  IN  AN  INIT&VCnXM  OF 
OHILDftSN* 

Obr  waywaid  childhood  woaM'st  dioa  hold  Htn  rale, 
Anii  son  (hee  iii  Che  light  of  happy  fkoes ;    ' 
Love.  Ho? t,  and  Patiwiob,  these  most  be  iky  Groest, 
And  la  thine  own  beart  let  them  first  ke^  sbIUmL 
Tor  as  old  Atlas  on  his  broad  tieek  places 
Heaven's  starry  globe,  and  fheie  sustains  it ;  so 
fo  these  opbear  the  Ntde  worid  below 
Of  Education,  Patibncb.  Love,  and  Hopk. 
Methinks,  I  see  them  groop'd  in  seemly  show, 
'Hie  stndteii'd  arras  npraised.  the  palms  aslope 
And  robes  that  touehing.  as  adown  they  flow, 
Diatinclly  blend,  like  snow  emboisM  in  snow. 

O  part  them  never!  If  Hope  prostrate  lie. 

Love  too  will  sink  and  die. 
Bat  Love  is  subtle,  and  will  proof  derive 
Fiom  her  own  life  that  Hope  is  yet  elite. 
And  bending  o'er,  with  soat-transfosing  eyes. 
And  the  soft  murmun  of  the  Mother  Dove, 
Wooes  back  the  fleeting  spirit,  and  half  supplies; 
Thos  Love  repays  to  Hope  what  Hope  first  gave  to 
Love. _^_ 

TThe  G«rawo  oaias  of  Colosse. 

}  or  Um  eleTOD  thouMSd  Tincin  nartjriS. 

%A»  NeoMMty  i«  th«  in<»tlier  of  Invention,  and  tattnmm 
begot  each  oiher,  the^het  above  recorded  may  explain  liowthia 
tnuimu.  town  (which,  alaa !  ■•  toroeTimm  happ<*m  wiih  veoi- 
fon,  km»  *«0»  iMpC  Cm  long,)  came  to  be  the  birth-place  oftbe 
fiagmnl  oT  tpiriunm  IkiUa.  the  £aa  ds  (Mogni. 


Julia  ww  Meet  vinth  beauty,  wk,  md  gnc»i 
Small  poeto  kived  io  sing  her  Uoenaaff  laoik 
Befim faeraltaia,  k> !  a  noB^^raas  tiaia 
Praferr'd  their  vowa ;  yet  all  preteft'd  io  ¥tthi  f 
Till  oharmipg  Fkirio,  bom  la  oongiMr, 
And  tottoh'd  t^e  ftir  one  with  aa  eqaai 
The  flame  ahe  falt,.and  ill  ooald  she  OBncaal 
What  every  kxik  and  actioa  would  reveaL 
With  boldness  then,  which  sahkaaiaihi  to 
He  pleads  the  oanse of  maniage  and  of  lova; 
The  ooune  of  hymeneal  joys  he  rounda, 
The  fiur  one's  eyes  dance  i^easore  at  the  tmaM. 
Nought   now   remaui'd   but  ^Noaa"— hoW  BtKb 

meant'— 
And  the  sweet  ooyaais  that  endekni  MUMiit 
The  youth  upon  his  knees  ennptored  fell  t— ^ 
The  strange  mislbitane,  oh!  what  vroida  can  toll ff 
Tell !  ye  neglected  sylphs !  who  laptop  gnard. 
Why  snatch'd  ye  not  away  your  predoos  ward  f 
Why  suffered  ye  the  lover's  weight  to  &11 
On  the  ill-fated  oieck  of  much-loved  BaO  t 
The  fiivorite  dn  his  mistress  casts  his  eye«, 
Gives  a  short  melancholy  howl,  and  ~  diea ! 
Saci^  his  ashes  lie,  and  long  his  rest ! 
Anger  and  grief  divide  poor  Julia's 
Her  eyes  she  fix'd  on  guilty  Florio  61st, 
On  him  the  storm  of  angry  gilef  must  bdnt 
That  storm  he  fled :  —  he  wooes  a  kinder  lair. 
Whose  fond  affections  no  dear  puppies  share. 
*T  we*e  vain  to  tell  how  Julia  pined  away ;  — 
Unhappy  fair,  that  in  one  lacklem  day 
(Prom  future  almanacs  the  day  be  cnasM !) 
At  once  her  bver  and  her  lafHiog  lost ! 
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TV>  rooorn  the  bonYs  of  youth  (yet  aMrnia  in  vaii) 
That  fled  neglected;  wisely  thoa  hart  tnd 
The  better  path  — and  that  high  need  whkh^M 
Assign*d  to  virtue  tow*ring  fiom  the  dust. 
Shall  wait  thy  rising,  Spirit  pure  and'  just! 

O  God !  how  sweet  it  were  to  think,  that  all 
Who  silent  taoum  around  this  gkiomy  ball 
Might  hear  the  voice-of  joy  {^  bat  'tia  *a  wiU 
Of  man's  great  Author,  that  throogh  good  amt  iU 
Calm  he  should  hold  his  comae,  and  so  soalaia 
His  varied  hit  of  pleasure^  toil,  and  pain. 

im 


MIBCELLANfiQUS  BIECEa 


TO  mS  RB1F.  w.  I.  HQfirr 

Bvn.'  y«  clamorooi  carat,  be  rante  I 

Aftia  dear  harmonist,  agaio 
ThiDQgh  the  hollow  of  thy  flat* 

Breathe  that  pamon-warbled  itruii ; 
TUl  menoiy  back  each  fcnn  iball  bring 

Hm  lovelieei  of  her  shadowy  throng. 
And  hope,  thai  soara  on  iky-lark's  wing. 

ShaU  caibl  forth  her  gla^eet  song !    ^ 

0  ikiU'd  trich  nagie  ipell  to  nil 

Tlie  thrilKng tenee  that  ooneeatmta  the  lodl! 

fiftathe  throogh  thy  iota  riMMO  tender  notee  again, 

Whilf  near  tbeeeite  the  ehaete^yed  iMndea  uUd ; 

And  bid  her  raise  the  poet's  kindred  strain 

In  mfi  impaasion'd  voice,  correctly  wild. 

In  AeadoM's  undiTkied  dell 
When  toO  and  health  withnelkMPf 'd  kive  shall  d«reU 

Far  fiom  folly,  for  fioin  men. 

In  the  rade  rooaniie  glen. 

Up  iie  ti\S,  and  throogh  the  glade, 

Wand'ring  with  the  dear  foved  mod, 

I  shall  listen  to  the  lay 

And  ponder  on  the  for  away ; — 
fliiO  ai  she  bida  those  thrilling  notes  aspire, 
rifsking  my  fond  atlohed  heart  her  lyre). 
Thy  honored  fom,  my  fKend  \  shall  reappear, 
Ami  I  will  ihank.thee  with  a  npcored  tear! 
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TO  CHARLES  LAMR 

WITH    AN    imrilllSHBD    POIM. 


Thus  tUr  my  ecanty  brain  hath  built  the  rhyme 

Ekborsle  and  swelling; — ]ret  the  heart 

Not  owns  it    Frpro  thy  spirit-lHeathiiig  poweia 

1  isk  not  now,  my  friend !  the  aiding  ▼erw 

Tedious  to  thee,  and  from  thy  anxious  thought 

Of  diisonant  mood.    In  fancy  (well  I  know) 

FiOB  bosiness  wandering  for  and  local  cares 

rhoQ  crsepeec  round  a  dear  loved  sister's  bed. 

With  DoiselesB  step,  and  watcheet  the  ftint  look, 

Soothing  each  pang  with  fond  solicitudes 

And  tenderesi  tones  medicinal  of  love. 

I,  tao,  a  sister  had,  an  only  sister  —  ^ 

She  knred  me  dearly,  and  I  doted  on  her ; 

"Fb  her  I  ponr'd  forth  all  my  puny  sorrows ; 

(Ai  a  sick  patient  in  a  nune's  arms) 

And  of  the  heart  those  hidden  maladies  — 

*Vhut  e'en  from  friendship's  eye  will  shrink  ashamed. 

0!  I  have  waked  ut  piid  night,  and  have  wept 

Becaose  she  was  not ! — Cheerily,  dear  Chariea ! 

ThoQ  thy  best  friend  shall  cherish  many  a  year ; 

Soeh  warm  presages  foel  I  of  high  hope  I 

For  not  uninterested  the  dear  maid 

Fve  view'd— her  soul  aflectionate  yet  wise. 

Her  poliih'd  wit  as  mild  as  lambent  glories 

That  play  amnnd  a  sainted  infant's  head. 

He  knows  (the  Spirit  that  in  secret  sees, 

Of  whose  emwckeiit  and  all-epreadiug  hnw 

Aight  to  implore  were  impocenoe  of  mind !) 

vg 


That  my  mute  Ihoughta  an  sad  before  his 
Freparsd,  when  He  his  healing  ray  vouehsaAs, 
Thankagiving  t6  pour  forth  with  lifted  heart, 
Aad  praise  him  gracfoua  with  a  brother^s  Jey ! 
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TO  THE  NIGHTINOALE. 

Siflrm  of  lovetom  poets,  Philomel ! 
How  many  bards  in  city  garrets  pent,    . 
While  at  their  window  they  with  downward  eye 
Mark  the  foint  lamp-beam  on  the  kennell'd  mud. 
And  listen  to  the  drowsy  cry  of  the  watchmen, 
(Those  hoarse  unfeather'd  nightingales  of  time  i) 
How  many  wratched  bards  address  the  name. 
And  bets,  the  foU'Orb'd  queen,  that  shinea  above. 
Bat  I  do  hear  thee,  and  the  high  beugh  mark, 
Within  whose  mild  moon^selfow^d  foliaga  hid, 
Tbou  warblest  sad  ihy  pity-pleading  straina. 
Ob,  I  have  listen'd,  tiU  my  woffking  aouL 
Waked  by  thoae  straina  to  thousaod  phAniMiei^ 
Absorb'd,  hath  eeoaed  to  lisien !  Therefore  oft 
I  hymn  thy  name ;  and  with  a  proud  delight 
Oft  will  I  tell  thee,  minstrel  of  the  mtfoo 
Most  musical,  most  melanoholy  bird  t 
That  all  thy  soft  diveiaitiea  of  tone. 
Though  sweeter  for  than  the  delicHNia  aiii 
That  vibrate  from  a  white-arm'd  lady's  harp^ 
What  time  the  l^ngujshment  of  lonely  love 
Melts  in  her  eye,  and  heaves  her  breaat  of  mow 
Are  not  so  sweet,  as  is  the  voice  of  her. 
My  Sara  —  best  beloved  of  human  kind ! 
When  breathing  the  pure  soul  of  tondemess. 
She  thrills  me  with  the  husband's  promised  name ! 
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TO  SARA. 

Tn  stream  vrith  latngmd  moimur  craepa 

In  Sumin's  flow'ry  vale ; 
Beneath  the  dew  the  lily  weeps^ 

Slow  waving  to  the  gale. 

"  CeMe,  restless  gale,"  it  seems  to  say, 
"  Nor  wake  me  with  thy  aighing  t 

The  honours  of  nay  vernal  day 
On  rapid  wings  are  fl3^ng. 

**  To-morrow  shall  the  traveller  coma. 
That  erst  beheld  me  blooming ; 

His  searching  eye  shall  vainly  roam 
The  dreary  vale  of  Sumin." 

With  eager  gate  and  wetted  cheek 

My  wanton  haunts  along, 
Thus,  fovely  maiden,  thou  shalt  seek 

The  youth  of  simplest  song. 

But  I  along  the  breeze  will  roll 

The  vaiee  of  foeble  power. 
And  dwell,  the  moon-beam  of  Ihy  soul. 

In  slumber's  nightly  hour 
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COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  W(mK& 


DARWINIANA. 

TBK  HOUE  WHEN  WE  SHALL  MEET  AflAIIff. 

*^^^^tpca9i  during  iUnet*  and  in  abtenct.) 

urn  Hour!  that  sleep**!  on  piHowing  cloadi  «&r, 
Oh,  rise  and  yoke  the  ttirUen  to  thy  car ! 
BeDd  o'er  the  traces,  blame  each  lingering  dove, 
And  giro  me  to  the  boeom  of  my  love ! 


CASIMIR 

If  we  except  Locreiiiis  and  Statins,  I  know,  no 
Latin  poet,  ancient  or  modern,  who  has  equalled  Casi- 
rair  in  boldness  of  conception^  opulence  of  fiincy,  or 
beauty  of  verufication.  Xha  odes  of  tliis  illustrious 
Jesuit  were  translated  into  English  about  150  yean 
ago.  by  a  G.  Hils,  I  think.  I  never  saw  the  transla- 
tion. A  few  of  the  odes  have  been  translated  in  a 
very  animated  manner  by  Wads.  I  have  subjoined 
the  thiid  ode  of  the  Seconal  Book,  which,  with  the 
excepticHi  of  the  first  line,  is  an  effusion  of  exquisite 
elegance.  In  tbe  imiiaiion  attempted  I  am  sensible 
that  I  hav«  destroyed  the  effect  of  siiddennen,  by 
translating  into  two  stanzas  what  is  one  in  the  original 

1796. 
AD  LYRAM. 

SoifOEA  ^uzi  filia  sutilis,    . 

Pemlebis  alta,  barbite  papulOk  * ' 
Dam  ridet  aer,  et  supinas    ■  > 

Solicitat  ievis  aura  flondes.  I 

Te  sibiluntis  lenior  habitus  '    . 

Perflabit  £uri :  me  jiuet  intrim  ua^uX, 

CuUum  reclinasse,  et  verensiy 

Sic  temore  japuisse  rijxi. 

Eheu  t  serenom  qua  nebule  tegunt 
Repente  caelum:  quis  sonus  imbrium! 

Surgarnuf-^heu  sigmper  fogaei 

Gaudia  pmteriiura  passu ! 

IMITATION. 

The  solemn  breathhig  air  is  ended  — 
Cease,  oh  Lyre !  thy  kindred  lay ! 

From  the  poplar  branch  siupended. 
Glitter  to  the  eye  of  day !    < 

On  thy  wires,  hov>ing,  dying 

Softly  sighs  the  SQnMner  wind  t 
I  will  slumbec,  careless  lying 

By'yon  waterfall  reclined. . 

In  the  forest  hollow-roaring 
Hark !  I  hi^ar  a  deep'ning  sound  — 

Clouds  rise  thick  with  heavy  low'ringi 
See!  th' horizon  blackens  round! 

Parent  of  tbe  soothing  measure, 

Let  me  seize  thy  netted  string! 
Swiftly  flies  the  flatterer,  pleasuw. 

Headlong,  ever  on  ihe  wing! 


My  gentle  Ipve !  earesang  and  earaHfd, 
With  heaving*  heart  shall  cradle  me  to  rest; 
Shed  the  warm' tear<ln>p  from  hef  smiling  eyei. 
Loll  the  fond  woe,  and  mpd^cine  me  with  iigha ; 
While  finely-flushing  float  her  kisses  meek. 
Like  melted  rubies,  o*er  my  pallid  cheek. 
Chill'd  by  the  night,  the  drooping  rose  of  May 
Mourns  the  long  absence  of  the  lovely  day: 
Young  day  returning  at  the  promised  hour. 
Weeps  o'er  the  sorrows  of  the  frv*rite  flovrer^— 
Weeps  the  soft  dew,  the  balmy  gale  she  a^gfas* 
And  dar|B  a  treinbling  lustre  from  her  eyea. 
New  life  and  joy  th'  expanding  flow'ret  foeJa: 
His  piiymg  mistiess  mourns,  and  mourning  heals ' 

1T96. 

In  my  calmer  moments  I  have  tbe  firmest  &itfi  thst 
all  things  work  together  for  good.  Bntr'alaa!  itsaemi 
a  long  ahd'a  dark  process  :— 

The  eariy  year's  fiM(>flying  vapors  amy 
In  shadowing  train  across-  the  orb  of  day.; 
And  we  poor  insects  of  a  lew  short  boon. 
Deem  it  a  world  of  gloom.  -^  -  , 

Were  it  not  better  hope,  a  nobler  dooim,     , 
Proud  to  believe,  that  with  mora  active  powen  , 
|0n  rapid  many-oobur'd  wing, 
We  thro'  one  bright  perpetual  spring 
Slwll  hover  round  the  fruits  and  flowen, 
Scroen'd  by  those  clouds,  and  cherish*d  by  tboe 
ahowen!  1796 


COUNT  RUMFORD*S  ESSAT& 

TnteE,  Virtue, are  thy  triumph,  that  adom 
FitliesC  our  nature,  and  bespeak  us  bon> 
For  loftiest  action ; — not  to  gaze  and  run 
From  clime  to  clime ;  or  batten  in  tbe  soOi 
Dragging  a  drony  flight  from  flower  to  flower. 
Like  summer  insects  in  a  gaudy  hour ; 
Nor  yet  o'er  lovesick  tales  with  fancy  range. 
And  cry,  ''Tis  pitiful,  ]t is  passing  strange?' 
But  <Ni  life*s  varied  views  to  look  around. 
And  raise  expiring  sorrow  from  the  ground  .^— 
And  he — who  thus  hath  borne  his  part  aanga'd 
In  the  sad  fellowship  of  human  kind. 
Or  for  a  momenr  soothed  the  bitter  pain 
Of  a  poor  brother— has  not  lived  in  vain. 


EFIGRAMR 

on  A.  LATE  MARRIAGE  BETWEETf  AN  OLD  MAID  AII0 
A  FRENCH  PETIT  MAITRE. 


-'s  match  n  a  sulgect  of 


Tho'  Miss  — 

She  consider'd  the  matter  full  Well, 
And  wisely  preforr'd  leading  one  ape  oo  eailh 

To  perhaps  a  whole  dbaen  in  bell.  179& 
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ON  AN  AMOROUS.  DOCTOR. 

fum  Rofr'i  9ye  tly  Cupid  ■hot  his  dart, 
And  left  ii  stiddDg  ia  Sengrado's. heart. 
No  qoi^t  fiom  that  niamant  hat  he  known. 
And  peaceful  sleep  hai  froin  hit  eyalide  flown ; 
And  opioia'a  foree,  and  what  is  more,  alack ! 
Hii own  oration's,  cannot  bring  it  back: 
Indnrt  nnlea  she  pitiee  hit  afflictiona, 
Deipiir  will  make  him  take  hit  own  preaeripdaiMb 

17». 


^1 


TO  A  PRIMROSE, 

(tlOB  FOUT  aWf  III  TIB  SXAflON.) 


-nifam,  et  roboriiospen 


Toiil  et  inwlida  art :  tt  ape  deleet«t.-Ootf. 


Thy  tniilet  I  note,  tweet  early  flower. 
That  peeping  forth  thy  rattic  bower 
The  ftttive  newt  of  earth  dott  bring, 
A  fragrant  metaenger  of  tpring ! 


Bat  tender  blotHHn,  why  to  pale  f 
Dtit  hear  ttem  winter  in  the  gale  f 
And  didtt  then  tempt  th'  ungentle  tky 
To  cateh  one  vernal  glance  and  die  f 

Soch  the  wan  latiie  nckneit  wean. 
When  bealth'a  first  foeUe  beam  appean ; 
So  languid  are  the  tmilea  that  teek 
Td  tettle  on  thy  care-worn  cheek! 

When  timoroua  hope  the  head  uprean. 
Still  drooping  and  still  moist  with  tears. 
It,  throQgh  ditperBing  grief^  be  teen 
Of  btim  the  heavenly  ipark  teiene. 

179& 


EPIGRAM. 

fioii^  Msviiit  readt  his  hobbling  vem 

To  all,  and  at  all  timet ; 
And  finds  them  both  divinely  tmooCh, 

Hit  voioe,  at  well  at  rfaymet. 

Yet  fblkt  tay— ^  Meviut  it  no  ati :" — 
Bat  Mnviot  maket  it  clear, 

That  he 't  a  montter  of  an  ati^ 
An  att  without  an  ear. 

4    1797. 
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MCRIPnCfN  BY  THE  REV.  W.  a  BOWLEa 

lie  mtHKE  flTOWXr  CHUmOH. 

I'fmabi;  mundi  ttiepitu  coritqne  remotoa, 
latot  abi!  ooeli  qua  vocat  alma  quiet. 

l]aa  Fidtt  loqnitar.  laoymanque  incautat  inaoM^ 
Qoa  cadit  in  reatrot,  care  pater,  dnerea. 

Bea!  tantam  Uceat  meriloa  hot  toliere  ritof 
ftloagom  tremola  dicere  vog«,  vale! 

SF 


TRANSLATION. 

Dkfa&t  in  joy  from  t^it  world't  noite  and  ttrife 
To  the  deep  quiet  of  oelettial  life ! 
Depart! — Afiection't  telf  reproves  the  tear 
Which  &lls,  O  honour'd  P^r^nt!  on  thy  bier.}^ 
Yet  Nature  will  be  heard,  the  heart  will  twell. 
And  the  voice  tremble  with  a  latt  Faxewell! 


INTRODUCTION  TO  TBE  TALE  OF  TBB 
DARK  LADIB. 

Tm  following  peem  it  intended  at  the  introdaelioa 
to  a  tomewhat  longer  one.  The  ute  of  the  old  ballad 
word  LadU  for  Lady,  it  the  only  piece  of  obtoleCeneii 
in  it;  luid  at  it  it  profettedly  a  tale  of  ancient  timaip 
I  truat  that  the  afibctionate  loven  of  venerable  anti- 
quity, at  Camden. says,  will  grant  me  their  pardon, 
ind  perfaapi  may  be  induced  to  admit  a  foree  and 
propriety  in  it  A  heavier  ol^ection  may  be  addneed 
agaimt  the  author,  that  in  these  timet  of  lear  and 
ezpeeiation,  when  noveltiea  exfrfode  around  ut  in  all 
directiont,  he  should  presume  to  ofller  to  the  public  a 
nlly  tale  of  old*fathioned  love :  and  five  yean  ago, 
I  own  I  thould  have  aUowed  and  felt  the  force  of  thit 
objectioa  But  alat  I  ezplotion  after  exf^loaion  hat  aao- 
oeeded^  rapidly,  that  novelty  iltelf  ceeaet  to  appear 
new ;  and  it  it  pottible  that  now,  even  a  simple  tloiy 
wlK^ly  unintpiied  with  politiet  or  peiaonality,  m^  find 
tome  attention  amid  the  hubbub  of  revoIutioDt,  at  to 
thote  who  have  remained  a  long  tim«  by  the  fidlt  of 
JNiagara,  the  lowett  whiipering  beoomet  dittinctty 
aodiUe. 

17W 
O  LEAVE  the  lily  on  itt  ttem ; 

O  leave  the  rote  upon  the  tpray ; 
O  leave  the  elder  bloom,  fiur  maidt  I 
And  listen  to  my  lay. 

A  cypresB  and  a  myrtle-bough 
Thit  mom  around  my  harp  you  twinadt 

Becaote  it  fathion'd  mournfully 
Iti  murmurt  in  the  wind. 

And  now  a  tale  of  love  and  woe, 

A  woful  tale  of  love  I  ting; 
Hark,  gentle  maident,  hark :  it  light 

And  Iremblet  on  the  ttiing. 

Bat  mott,  my  own  dear  Genevieve, 
It  tight  and  tremblet  m^tt  for  thee  I 

O  come  and  hear  the  cruel  vrrongi 
Befell  the  Dark  Ladie! 


EPILOGUE  TO  THE  RASH  CONJUROR. 

AN  UMOOlfPOaED  TOEK. 

We  atk  and  urge— (here  endt  the  iloiy  .> 

All  Chrittian  Papbhet  to  pay 

That  this  unhappy  con^juror  may, 

Inatead  of  Hell,  be  put  in  Purgatory,-* 
For  then  there  *s  hope ; — 
Long  live  the  Pope !         180& 
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PBYCHE. 

Tbi  batteHly  the  ancient  Grecians  made 
The  KMil's  hit  emblem,  and  its  only 
Bat  the  soul  escaped  the  slavish  trade 
Of  BV>rtal  life  .'—For  in  this  earthly  frame 
OufB  is  the  reptile's  lot,  ipnch  toil,  much  blame, 
Manifcld  motions  making  little  speed, 
And  to  defoim  and  MliilEe  thin^i  whereon  we  feed. 

180a 


OOMPLAIf«T. 

Upw  aeldon.  Friend !  a  foad  i^raat  man  iaherita 
Jj^Qor  6r  wealth,  with  all  his  worth  and  paiqa! 
It  aoundalike  stories  from  the  land  of  apiijils. 
If  4Py  pan  ohtain  that  which  he  merits. 
^  fffr  V«rii  ^  wAiiqh  he  oblaiipa, 


RBPlKXMr. 

jFiipifhaiBe^dearrrieod !  repoimoe  thjaffipting  ytinwH 
WM  vraohf at  tfa^u  htTn  a  good  mark  lo  ohimn  t 
fipoa   (Hflea   ailaiy— •  gildad  ehain^ 
.0^  t^ppnejof  fipifas  which  hii  aword  hath  slain  I— 
GmatnasB  and  aoodnass  are  noi  nmans-  hot  ends  I 
Batti  he  noif^ways  treamn^es*  ajjvays  frianda* 
The  gniat  food  man  f-^thr^e  iieaaivvraa,  love,  and  light, 
(And  eaim  thaqg^  regoiar  as  list's  hnatb;^ 
And  thrae  fiimfziends  moraao^  th^  day  and  night— 
HimaeU;  his  Maker,  and  the  angel  Death. 

18091 


AN  ODE  TO  RAIN. 

OQIirOtKD   BBTOBX    D^r-UGHT,    ON    TBI    MOJUIINO 
APFO^HTPD  fOE  TBI  DIPAATUEI  OF  A  TXftT  WOB- 

TBT,  Birr  NOT  ynr  pleasant  ▼isitob,  whom  it 

WAa  ICAIID  TBI  IAIN  iqOBT  DCTAIN. 

I  now  it  is  dadt;  And  though  I  haye  Ieio 
Awake,  as  I  goess,  an  hoar  or  twwh 
I  have  notaoce  open'd.  the  lids  of  oiy  eyo^ 
Bnt  lie  in  the  dark,  as  a  blind  man  liea> 

0  Rain!  that  I  lie  listening  to. 

Ton  're  hnt  a  doieAil  sonnd  at  baaCt 

1  owe  yon  little  thanks,  'tis  trne 

For  breaking  Ihoa  my  needfol  rsat^ 
Tet  iC  as  soon  as  it  is  light, 

0  Rain !  you  will  but  take  your  flight, 

1  'U  neither  rail,  nor  malice  keep. 
Though  sick  and  sore  for  want  of  aleepu 
Bnt  only  now  for  this  one  day, 

Do  go^  dear  Rain  \  do  go  away  f 

O  Rain !  with  year  dull  two-fo|d  soond, 
llie  clash  hard  by,  and  the  murmur  all  roonl ! 
Too  know,  if  you  know  aught,  that  wa, 
Both  mght  and  day.  but  ill  agree : 
for  diiys,  and  months,  and  almoat  yean. 
Have  ttmp'd  on  throogh  tha  vale  of  teany 


Since  body  of  mine  and  miny 
Have  lived  en  easy  termiJagelher 
Yet  if  as  aasn  as  it  ^  light. 
ORaini  yon  will  hot  lakn-yonr  fligtal, 
TlKNigh  yon  ahonld  come  again  to 
And  hring  with  you  both  pain  and 
Though  atomach  should  siokan,  and 

swel^— 
111  nothing  speak  of  yon  bat  watt. 
"llnl  only  bt  thia  one  day, 
Do  gOk  dear  Rain!  do  go  away! 


Dear  Rain !  I  ne'er  refose  to  say 
You  're  a  good  creature  in  year  way. 
Nay,  I  eould  write  a  book  myself 
Would  fit  a  panon'a  bwar  aheK 
Showing  how  very  good  yea  ava<— 
What  then  f  eometinieB  it  nmrt  beiair. 
And  if  ^mnetiiftes,  why  not  to^y  t 
Do  flpo,  dear  Rain !  do  go  away ! 

Dear  Rain !  if  r%e  beea  ceU  and  4f. 
Tbke  no  ofleoce!  I  'U  tell  yon  wdby. 
A  dear  old  Friend  e'en  now  is  hoasw 
And  with  him  came  my  sister  dear; 
After  long  absence  now  first  met. 
Long  months  by  pain  apd  grief  beaet 
With  three  dear  Friends!  in  truth,  wt  groan 
Impatiently  to  be  alone. 
We  three  you  mark!  and  not  one  Hnn! 
lie  amng  wiah  makea  my  apiotaota. 
We  have  so  muah  to  talk  ahaat. 
So  many  sad  thinga  to  let  ool ; 
So  many  tears  in  our  eyo^omeia, 
Sitting  like  little  Jacky  Homeia— ^ 
In  short,  as  aoon  as  it  is  day,   ' 
.  Do  go,  dear  Rain !  do  go  away. 


And  Ihii  I  '11  swear  to  yoa,  dear  Rain! 
Whenever  you  shall  come  again. 
Be  yoa  ait  dull  as  e'er  yoa  could ; 
(And  by  the  bye  'tis  understood. 
You're  not  so  pleasant,  as  yon  're  good  0 
Yet,  knowing  well  yoor  worth  and  plana, 
I  'II  welcome  you  with  cheeiful  iaoas 
And  thoogh  you  atay  a  weak  or  mtum. 
Were  ten  timea  dqlter  than  bafoia ; 
Yet  with  kind  heart,  and  right  good  will, 
I  'II  sit  and  listen  to  you  still ; 
Nor  should  you  go  away,  dear  Rain  ^ 
Uninvited  to  remain. 
But  only  now,  for  this  one  day, 
Dogo,dear  Rain!  dogoaway.         1809. 


TRANSLATIOIf 
or  A  pfiPAflV  IN  ormiiD'a  Nvrucuif.  caBAifliAa 

4>r  TBI  0001X13. 

*  IVna  Paraphrsse,  writtra  aboot  the  tine  of  Char 
lemagne,  is  by  no  means  deficient  in  occasional  pas- 
sagea  of  emiaiderable  poetic  merit  There  is  a  ftm, 
and  a  tender  enihariaam  in  the  iiitowinglhMB  tirt  lbs 
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eandniioa  of  Chapter  V.).  which  even  in  the  ti«n»- 
latioQ  wiJl  Dot;  I  flitter  iBywlC  ftil  to  iotereat  the 
neder.  Oufned  is  dewribiiig  the  circumitancei  im- 
nediaiely  iiUowtog  the  birth  of  our  Lord." — Biog. 
XiCveLLaSOS. 

Sbs  gave  with  joy  her  viigin  hre^  ,* 
She  hid  it  not,  ihe  bered  the  breeit. 
Which  mcUed  that  divineit  babe ; 
Hemd,  Ueamd  were  the  breaata 
Which  the  Savbor  infiuit  kin'd : 
And  blened,  blewed  waa  the  mother 
Who  wrapp'd  hk  iimba  in  awaddling  clotfaea. 
Singing  pUoed  liini  on  her  lap» 
Hoag  o'er  bin  with'her  looka  of  lore. 
And  aooched  him  with  a  lulling  motioo. 
Blemed !  Ibr  ahe  ahelter*d  him 
Fram  the  damp  and  chilling  air; -^ 
Bleiaed,  bleaaod !  ibr  ahe  lay 
With  aoeh  a  babe  in  one  bleat  bed, 
Cloae  aa  babea  and  mothera  lie ! 
Bleiaed,  bleaaed  evermore, 
With  her  virgin  lipi  ahe  kiai'd. 
With  her  arma,  and  to  her  breaat. 
She  embnced  the  babe  divine, 
Her  babe  divine  the  viigin  mother  I 
There  Uvea  not  on  thia  ring  of  earth 
A  iBoital  that  can  aing  her  pnua»! 
Blighty  mother,  Tiigin  pore. 
In  the  darfcneaa  and  the  night 
Forua  ahe  bore  the  heavenly  Lord. 

18ia 

**  Moat  inlereating  ia  it  to  conaider  the  efiect,  when 
thei^alioga  are  wiooght  above  the  natural  pitch  by 
the  belief  of  aomething  myaterioua,  while  all  the 
inagei  are  purely  natural ;  then  it  ia  that  religion  and 
poairy  atrike  dtepeaL^^Bitg.  £t<.  vd.  L  p.  SOi. 


ISRAELIS  LAMENT, 
ON  TBI  Math  or  tbk  PUNcsaa  chaelottk  op 

WALO. 
[From  the  Habivw  of  Hrnun  HorioUa.] 


BioDui.  larael!  aona of  Inael, mourn! 

Give  utterance  to  the  inward  thrae. 
At  waila  of  her  firat  love  forlorn 

The  virgin  elad  in  robea  of  woe ! 

Mboro  the  young  mother  anatch'd  away 
From  light  and  life'a  aacending  aun ! 

Moun  for  her  babe,  death'a  voiceleaa  prey 
Eam'd  by  loi^  paOjS>>  and  loat  ere  woo ! 


Mourn  the  bright  raae  that  bloom'd  and  went 
£re  half  diaoloaed  ita  vernal  hue! 

Mourn  the  green  bud,  ao  rudely  rent. 
It  brake  the  aiem  on  which  it  grew ! 


Mourn  forihe  univeiwd  woe. 

With  aolemn  diig»  and  falt*riiig  tODgnoi 
For  England's  Lady  laid  full  low. 

So  dear,  ao  lovely,  and  ao  young* 

Hie  blcaaoma  on  her  tree  of  life 
Shone  with  the  dewa  of  leeent  bUoa;— > 

Tnuwiated  in  that  deadly  atrifo. 
She  plucka  ita  fruit  in  ParadiM. 

Mourn  for  the  prince,  who  nae  at  warn 
To  aeek  and  Meaa  the  fiiatling  bod 

Of  hia  own  roae,  and  found  the  thom 
Iti  point  bedew'd  with  team  of  blood. 

Mourn  for  Britannb'f  hopea  decay'd; — 
Her  daugfatera  wail  their  deep  defence^. 

Hieir  fair  example,  proatiate  laid^ 
Chaate  love,  and  forvid  innooeooe ! 

O  Thou!  who  marfc'at  the  monarch'a  padv 
To  aad  Jeaborum'a  aooa  attend ! 

Amid  the  lightninga  of  thy  wrath 
The  ahowera  of  eonaohrtkm  aend! 

Jehovah  fipwoa!— The  lalanda  bow. 
The  prince  and  people  kiaa  the  rod! 

Their  dread  chaat'nin|f  ju(%«  weit  thon— 
Be  thou  tl^eir  comforter,  #h  God ! 

SENTIMEl 

The  roae  that  bluahea  111 

Bedecka  the  Talleya  loi 
And  ao  doat  thou,  aweet  iiifont  opl9k 

My  Angelina'a  toe        /         '    v- 

But  on  the  roae  there  grqfwa  a  thorn 
That  bre^a  diaaatroo^  woe ;     ^^ 

And  ao  doat  thou,  rmoneleaa  66m, 
On  Angelina'a  toe. 

THE  ALTERNATIVE. 

This  way  or  that,  ye  Powera  above  me ! 

I  of  ray  grief  were  lid  — 

Did  Enna  ^ther  really  love  me» 

Or  ceaae  Id  think  ahe  did. 

1898. 
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INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  'HME-PIECE. 
Now !  It  ia  gone. — Our  brief  houra  travel  poat. 
Each  with  ita  thought  or  deed,  ita  Why  or  How  j 
But  know,  each  parting  hour  givea  up  a  ghoet, 
To  dwell  within  thee— an  eternal  Now ! 

183a 

BniTA«ION  AlrTOrPAnTON. 

Qua  linguam,  aut  nihil,  aut  niliili,  aut  tix 

mea; — coaordea^ 
Do  Morti ; — reddo  cetera,  Chiiate !  tiU. 
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The  Publishen  of  the  present  edition  of  Mr.  Shel- 
ley's Poetical  Works  think  it  necesmiy  to  state,  that 
tiie  fint  Poem  in  the  collection,  **  TAk  Revolt  of 
Islam/'  did  not  originally  bear  that  title :  it  appeared 
under  the  name  of  **  Laon  and  Cytrna  ;  or  Ute  Reno- 
hUion  qftkt  Qdden  Cily :  a  VUUm  cfthe  Nineieenik 
Century"  But,  with  the  exception  of  this  change  of 
namer-into  the  reasons  that  led  to  which  it  is  now 
unnecessary  to  inquire-— some  inconsidereble  verbal 
corrections,  and  the  omission  of  the  following  para- 
graph and  note  in  the  preface,  the  poem  is  in  all 
respects  the  same  as  when  fint  given  to  the  public. 

**  In  the  pemnal  conduct  of  my  hero  and  heroine, 
tiiere  is  one  cireumstance  which  was  intended  to 
slarde  the  reader  from  the  trance  of  ordinary  lifeu  It 
was  my  ol^ect  to  break  through  the  crust  .of  those 
outworn  opinions  on  which  established  institutions 
depend.    I  have  appealed,  thereibre,  te  the 


univeml  of  all  feelings,  and  have  endeavored  to 
strengthen  the  moral  sense,  by  ftrbidding  it  m  wssis 
its  eneigies  in  seeking  to  avoid  actions  whidi  srs 
only  crimes  of  convention.  It  is  because  there  k  m 
great  a  multitude  <lf  artificial  vices,  that  there  are  m 
few  real  virtues.  Those  feelings  alone  which  an 
benevolent  or  malevolent  are  essentially  good  or  bad. 
The  circuittBlanoe  of  which  I  sp^ak  was  introduced, 
however,  merely  to  accustom  men  to  that  (*harity  and 
toleration,  whi<^  the  exhibition  of  a  practice  widdy 
diflbiing  from  their  own  has  a  tendency  to  promote.* 
Nothing,  indeed,  can  be  UMMre  mischievoiis  than  msoy 
actions  innocent  in  themselves,  which  might  bring 
down  upon  individuab  the  bigoted  contempt  and  rags 
of  the  multimde." 


oomiseled  widi  sad  eiwrseiMifite  «f  Mi 
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RiLD-Pukei,  in  the  ommty  of  SoMex,  was  the  spot 
whertB  Percy  Bjnhe  SheUey  first  saw  the  light 
He  wu  born  on  the  '4th  of  Aogost,  179S ;  and 
WW  the  eldest  son  of  Sir  Timothy  Shelley,  Bart 
of  Castle-Goring.  His  family  is  an  ancient  one, 
tod  a  branch  of  it  has  beoome  th|B  representative 
of  the  honse  of  the  ilhistrioos  Sir  Philip  Sidney 
of  Penshnrst ,  Despising  honors  which  only  rest 
iqwn  the^  accidental  drcumstanoes  of  birth.  Shel- 
ly was  proud  of  this  connexion' with  an  inunortal 
name.  At  the  customary  age,  about  thirteen,  he 
wu  sent  to  Eton  School,  and  before  he  had  com- 
pleted his  fifteenth  year,  he  published  two  novels, 
the  Ronenuium  and  ZatUrozxi.  From  Eton  h^ 
remofed  to  University  College,  Oodbrd,  to  mature 
his  itodies,  at  the  age  of  sixteen,  an  earlier  period 
than  is  usoaL  At  Oxfi>rd  he  was,  according  to 
CMtom,  imbued  with  the  elements  of  logic ;  and 
he  ventured,  in  contempt  of  the  fiat  of  the  Univer* 
Bity,  to  apply  thenr  to  the  investigation  of  ques- 
tions which  it  is  orthodox  to  take  for  granted.  His 
original  and  uncompromising  spirit  of  inquiry 
ooold  not  reconcile  the  limited  use  of  logical  prin- 
ciples. He  boldly  tested,  or  attempted  to  test, 
propositions  which  he  imagined,  the  more  they 
were  obscure,  and  the  more  claim  they  had  upon 
his  credence,  the  greater  was  the  necessity  for  ex- 
ainimng  them.  His  spirit  was  an  inquiring  one, 
tnd  be  fearlessly  sought  afler  what  he  believed  to 
be  truth,  before,  it  is  probable,  he  had  acquired  all 
the  infivmation  necessary  to  guide  hiai,  fi'om'col- 
Uteral  sources — a  common  error  of  headstrong 
youth*  This  is  the  more  likely  to  be  the  case,  as 
when  time  had  matured  his  knowledge,  he  differed 
much  on  points  upon  which,  in  callow  years  and 
without  an  ipBtructor,  flung  upon  the  world  to 
farm  his  own  principles  of  action,  guileless,  and 
vehement,  he  was  wabt  to  advocate  strongly.  Shel- 
ley possessed  the  w)ld  quality  of  inquiring  into 
the  reason  of  every  thing,  and  of  resisting  what  he 
eoold  not  reconcile  to  be  right  according  to  his 
oooscience.  In  some  persons  this  has  been  de- 
nominated a  virtue,  in  others  a  sin — just  as  it 
might  happen  to  chime  in  with  worldly  custom  or 
received  opinion.  At  wclhol  he  formed  a  oonspi- 
ncy  for  resistance  to  that  most  odious  and  de- 
tectable custom  of  English  seminaries,  fagging^ 
which  pedagogues  are  bold  enough  to  defend  open- 
ly  at  the  present  hoar. 

At  Oxford  he  imprudently  printed  a  dissertation 
en  the  being  of  a  God,  whidi  caused  his  expulsion 

•     9F 


in  his  second  term^  as  he  refused  to  retract  any  of 
his  opinions;  and  thereby  incurred  the  marked* 
displeasure  of  his  father.  This  expulsion  arising 
as  he  believed  conscientiously,  from  his  avowal  of 
what  he  thought  to  be  true,  did  not  deeply  affisct 
him.  His  mind  seems  to  have  been  wandering  in. 
a  maze  of  doubt  at  times  between  truth  and  error, 
ardently  desirous  of  finding  the  truth,  warm  in 
its  pursuit,  but  without  a  pole-star  to  guide  him 
in  steering  afler  it  In  this  state  of  things  he  met 
with  the  Political  Justice  of  Godwin,  and  read  it 
with  eagerness  and  delight  What  he  had  wanted 
he  had  now  fi>und;  he  determined  that  justice 
should  be  his  sole  guide,  and  justice  alone.  He 
regarded  not  whether  what  he  did  was  alter  the 
fashion  of  the  world ;  he  pursued  the  career  ho 
had  marked  out  with  sincerity,  and -excited  cen.. 
sure  for  some  of  his  actions  and  pvaise  for  others, 
bordering  upon  wonder,  in  proportion  as  they  weru 
singular,  or  as  their  motives  could  not  be  appre- 
ciated. His  notions  at  the  University  tended  to 
atheism ;  and  in  a  work  which  he  published  en 
titled  **  Queen  Mab,"  it  is  evident  that  this  doctrine 
had  at  one  time  a  hold  upon  his  mind.  This  was 
printed  for  private  circulation  only,  and  was  pi 
rated  by  a  knavish  bookseller  and  given  to  tiie 
public,  long  after  the  writer  had  altered  many  of 
the  opinions  expressed  in  it,  disclaimed  it,  and 
lamented. its  having  been  printed.  He  spoke  of 
the  commonly-reoeived  iiotions  of  God  with  con- 
tempt ;  and  hence  the  idea  that  he  denied  the  be- 
ing of  any  superintending  first  cause.  He  was 
not  on  this  head  sufficiently  explicit  He  seemed 
hopeless,  in  moments  of  low  spirits,  of  there  being, 
such  a  ruling  power  as  he  wished,  yet  he  ever 
clung  to  the  idea  of  some  ** great  spirit. of  intel- 
lectual beauty"  being  throughout  all  things.  His 
life  was  inflexibly  moral  and  benevolent  He  acted 
up  to  the  theory  of  his  received  doctrine  of  jus- 
tice; and,  after  all  the  censures  that  were  cast 
upon  him,  who  shall  impugn  the  man  who  thus 
acts  and  lives  ? 

Shelley  married  at  an  early  age  a  Miss  Harriet 
WiBStbrooke,  a  very  beaqtiful  girl^  much  younger 
than  himself^  daughter  of  a  ooffee-house-keeper, 
retired  fixnn  business.  By  this  marriage  he  so  ir  • 
ritated  his  father,  that  he  was  entire^  abandoned 
by  him  ;'hut  the  lady's  fiUher  aUowed  them  2002.- 
per  annum,  and  they  resided  some  time  in  Edin- 
burgh and  then  in  Ireland.  Hie  match  was  a, 
Gretna-green  one,  and  did  not  turn  out  happily, 
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By  this  conBcxion  ho  had  two  children,  the  young-- 
est  of  whom,  born  in  1815,  ia  since  dead.  G)n. 
sistent  with  Ms  own  views  of  marriagQ  and  its 
institution,  Shelley  paid  his  addresses  to  another 
lady,  Miaa  Godwin,  with  whom,  in  July,  1814,  he 
fled,  accompanied  by  Miss  Jane  Claremont,  her 
sister-in-law,  to  Ud,  in  Switzerland,  from  whence, 
after  a  few  days*  residence,  they  suddenly  quitted, 
suspecting'  they  were  watched  by  another  lodger ; 
they  departed  for  Paris  on  foot,  and  there  ibund 
that  the  person  to  whom  they  had  confided  a  large 
trunk  of  clothes,  had  absconded  witli  tliem :  this 
hastened  their  return  to  England.  A  child  was 
the  fruit  of  this  expedition.  Shortly  after  they 
again  quitted  England,  and  wcnbto  Geneva,  Como 
and  Venice.  In  a  few  months  tliey  revisited  Eng- 
land, and  took  up  their  abode  in  Bath,  from  whence 
Shelley  was  suddenly  called  by  the  unexpected 
suicide  of  his  wife,  who  destroyed  herself  <Jn  the 
10th  November,  1816.  Her  fate  hung  heavy  on 
the  mind  of  her  husband,  who  felt  deep  self-re- 
proach that  he  had  not  selected  a  female  of  a  higher 
order  of  intellect,  who  could  appreciate  better  the 
fbelings  of  one  constituted  as  he  was.  Both  were 
entitled  to  compassion,  and  both  were  sufferers  by 
this  unfortunate  alliance.  Shortly  af^er  the  dcatii 
of  Ills  first  wife,  Shelley,  at  the  solicitation  of  her 
father,  married  Mary  Wolstonecraft  Godwin, 
daughter  of  tlie  celebrated  autliOrcss  of  the  Rights 
of  Wotnan  ;  and  went  to  reside  at  Great  Marlow 
in  Buckinghamshire.  That  this  second  hymen 
was  diametrically  opposed  to  his  own  sentiments 
will  be  apparent  from  the  following  letter,  address- 
ed to  Sir  James  Lawrence,  on  tlie  perusal  of  one 
of  that  gentleman^s  works : — 

*'  Lymouth,  BSrnetaple,  Devon,  August  17, 1819. 

**  Sir, — I  feel  peculiar  satisiaetion  in  seizing  the 
opportunity  which  your  politeness  places  in  my 
power,  of  expressing  to  you  personally  (a^  I  may 
■ay)  a  high  acknowledgment  of  my  sense  of  your 
tftlcnts  and  principles,  which,  befoi'e  I  conceived 
it  possible  that  I  should  ever  know  you,  I  sincerely 
entertained.  Your  "  Empire  of  the  Nairs,**  whicli 
I  read  this  spring,  succeeded  in  making  me  a 
perfect  convert  to  its  doctrines.  I  then  retained 
no  doubts  of  the  evils  of  marriage ;  Mrs.  Wolstone- 
crafi  reasons  too  well  for  tlmt ;  but  I  had  been  dull 
enough  not  to  perceive  the  greatest  argument 
against  it,  until  developed  in  tlie  "Nairs,**  viz. 
prostitution  botli  legal  and  ilhfral. 

**  I  am  a  young  man,  not  of  age,  and  have  been 
narried  a  year  to  a  woman  younger  tlian  myself. 
Love  seems  inelhied  to  iitay  in  the  prison,  and  my 
only  reason  &r  putting  him  in  chains,  whilst  con- 
vmoed  of  the  unhcrfiness  of  the  act,  was  a  know- 
ledge, that  in  the  present  statff  of  society,  if  love 
i*  not  thus  villanously  treated,  "she,  who  is  most 
l«ved,  win  be  treated  worse  by  a  misjudging  world. 


In  shott,  seduction,  which  term  could  haTe  do 
meaning  in  a  rational  society^  has  now  a  most 
tremendous  one;  the  fictitious  merit  attached  to 
chastity  has  made  that  a  ibremnner  to  the  mast 
terrible  ruins,  wliich  in  Malabar  would  be  a  pledge 
of  lionor  and.  homage.  If  tlicre  is  any  enormouf 
and  desolating  crime  of  which  I  should  shudder 
to  be  accused,  it  is>  seduction.*  I  need  not  say  how 
I  admire  **  Love,**  and  little  as  a  British  public 
seems  to  appro^nato  its  merit,  in'  not  permitting  it 
to  emerge  from  a  first  edition,  it  is  with  satisfac- 
tion J  find,  that  justice  had  conceded  abroad  what 
bigotry  has  denied  at  home.  I  shall  take  the  lib- 
erty of  sending  you  any  little  publicatiffn  I  may 
give  to  the  world.  Mrs.  S.  joins  with  mysdf  in 
hoping^  if  we  come  to  London  tliis  winter,  we  may 
be  favored  with  the  personal  friendsJiip  of  one 
whose  writings  we.  have  learnt  to  esteem. 

•*  Yours,  very  truly,  Percv  Byssiik  Shellkt.** 

A  circumstance  arose  out  of  his  first  marriage 
which  attracted  a  good  deal  of  notice  from  the 
public.  As  we  liaVe  already  mentioned,  there  were 
two  children  \c%  whom  tie  Lord  Chantellor  EI- 
don  took  away  from 'their  father  by  one  of  his  own 
arbitrary  decrees,  because  the  religious  sentiments 
of  Shelley  were  avowedly  heterodox.  No  immor- 
ality of  life,  no  breach  of  parental  duty  was  at- 
tempted to  he  proved ;  it  was  suiBcient  that  the 
father  did  not  give  credit  to  religion  as  established 
by  >act  of  parliament,  to  <^ausc  tlie  closest  tics  of 
nature  to  be  rent  asunder,  and  the  connexiMi  of 
father  and  child  to  be  for  ever  broken.  This  des- 
potism of  a  law-ofHcer  has  since  been  displayed  in 
another  Case,  where  immorality  of  the  parent  wu 
the  alleged  cause.  Had  the  same  law-officer,  un- 
happily for  England,  continued  to  preside,  no  doabt 
the  political  sentiments  of  the  parent  would  by 
and  by  furnish  an  excuse  fbr  such  a  monstroiu 
tyranny  over  the  rights  of  nature. 

Shelley  for  ever  sought  to  make  mankind  ai0 
things  aroimd  him  in  harmony  with  a  better  state 
of  moral  existence.  He  was  too  young  and  hiex- 
perienced  when  he  first  acted  upon  this  principle 
to  perceive  the  obstacles  which  opposed  the  pro- 
gress of  his  views,  arising  out  of  the  usages  and 
customs  which  rule  ;nankind,  and  which,  from  the 
nature  of  tilings,  it  takes  a  long  time  to  overcome> 
Ardent  in  the  pursuit  of  tlie  good  he  sought,  he 
was  always  ready  to  meet  the  consequences  of  his 
actions ;  and  if  any  condemn  tliem  for  their  mis- 
taken views,  they  ought  io  feel  that  charity  should 
forbid  their  arraigning  motives,  when  such  proo6 
of  sincerity  were  before  them.  The  vermin  who, 
under  the  specious  title  of  "  reviewers,**  soek  in 
England  to  crush  every  bud  of  genius  that  appears 
out  of  the  pale  of  their  own  party,  fell  mercilessly 
upon  the  works  of  Shelley.  The  beauty  and  pfv- 
flmdlty  which  none  but  the  furious  aealots  of  a 
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fretian  eooiid  denj— tbeae  were  paised  over  in  a 
wmve^mg  torreDt'  of  nUigBX  vitaperation  by  the 
■emle  and  venal  QuarUrly. 

During  his  rendenoe  at  Grreat  Mirlow,  he  oom^ 
posed  bis  ReooU  of  Ulam.  In  1817  he  left  Eng- 
land,  never  to  return  to  it,  9jnd  directed  his  steps 
to  Italy,  where  he  resided  partly  at  Venice,  partly 
It  Pisa  near  his  friend  Byron,  and  on  the  neigh- 
bwing  ooast  In  the  month  of  Jane  1822  be  was 
temporarily  a  resident  in  a  boose  situated  on  the 
Golf  of  Lerici.  Being  much  attached  to  sefuez- 
cusioaB,  he  kept  a  boat,  in  which  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  cruising  along  the  coast  On  the  7th  of 
Joly,  he  set  sail  from  Leghorn^  where  he  bad  been 
Is  meet  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  who  bad  just  then  ar- 
rired  in  Italy,  intending  to  return  tb  LericL  But 
be  never  reached  that  place;. the  boat  in  which 
he  set  flail  was  lost  in  a  violent  storm,  and  all  on 
board  perished.  The  following  particulars  of  that 
melancholy  event  are  extracted  frt>m  the  work  of 
Mr.  Leigh  Hunt,  entitled  **  Lord  Byron -and  some 
of  his  Contemporaries.** 

**  In  June  1623, 1  arrived  in  Italy,  ini  oonseqoence 
of  the  invitation  to  set  up  a  work  with  my  friend 
and  Lord  Byron.  Mr.  Shelley  was  passing  the  ^m- 
mer  season  at  a  house  he  bad.  taken  for  that  pur- 
pose oa  the  Golf  of  Lerici ;  and  on  hearing  of  my 
arrival  at  Leghorn,  came  thither,  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Williams,  formerly  of  the  8th  Dragoons,  who 
wa^  thea  on  a  visit  to  him.  He  came  to  welcome 
his  friend  and  family,  and  see  us  comfortably  set- 
tled at  Pisa.  He  accordingly  went  with  us  to  that 
city,  and  after  remaining  in  it  a  lew  days,  took 
leave  on  the  night  of  the  7th  July,  to  return  with 
Mr.  Williams  to  Lerici,  meaning  to  come  back  to 
as  shortly.  In  a  day^or  two  the  voyagers  were 
missed.  The  afternoon  of  the  8th  had  been  stormy, 
with  violent  squalls  from  the  south-west  A  night 
succeeded,  broken  up  with  that  tremendous  thun- 
der and  hghtning,  which  appals  the  stoutest  sea- 
man in  the  Mediterranean,  dropping  its  bolts  in 
all  directions  more  hke  melted  brasfl,  or  liquid  piU 
lara  of  fire«  than  any  thing  we  conceive  of  light- 
ning in  our  northern  climate.  Tl^  suspense  and 
anguish  of  their  friends  need  not  be  dwelt  upon. 
A  dreadful  interval  took  place  of  more  than  a 
week,  during  which  every  inquiry  aiyl  every  fond 
hope  were  exhausted.  At  the  end  fit  that  period 
our  worst  fears  were  confirmed,  llie  following 
uarrative  of  the  particulars  is  from  the  pen  of  Mr. 
Trclawney,  a  friend  of  Lord  Byron^s,  who  had  not 
long  been  acquainted  witli  Mr.  Shelley,  but  enter- 
lained  the  deepest  regard  for  him : — 

"'Mr.  Shelley,  Mr.  Williams  (formerly  of  the 
8th  t)ragoons),  and  one  seaman,  Charles  Vivian, 
left  Villa  Magni  near  Lerici,  a  small  town  situate 
in  the  Bay  of  Spezia,on  the  30th  of  June,  at  twelve 
o'clock,  and  arrived  the  same  night  at  Leghorn. 


Their  boat  had  been  buih  ftr  Mr.  SheQey  at  Genoa 
by  a  captain  in  the  navy.    It  was  twenty-finir  feet 
long,  .eight  in  the  beam,  schooner-rigged,  with 
gaft  topsails,  etc  and  drew  four  feet  water.    On 
Monday,  the^Bth  of  July,  at  the  same  hour,  they 
got  under  weigh  to  return  home,  having  on  board 
a  quantity  of  household  articles,  four  hundred  dol- 
lars, a  small  canoe,  and  some  books  and  mipiOr 
scripts.   At  half  past  twelve  they  made  aU  sail  out 
of  the  harbor  with  a  light  and  favorable  breeze, 
steering  direct  for  Spezia.  I  had  likewise  weighed 
anchor  to  accompany  them  a  few  miles  out  in 
Lord  Byron's  schooner,  the  Bolivar ;  but  there  was 
some  demur  about  papers  from  tha  guai«Uboat; 
and  they,  feaj^fiil  of  losing  the  breezcy  sailed  with- 
out me.    I  re-anchored,  and  watched  my  friends, 
till  their  boat  became  a  speck  on  the  horizaik, 
which  was  growing  thick  and  dark,  with  heavy 
clouds  moving  rapidly,  and  gathering  in  ibe  south- 
west quarter.    I  then  retired  to  the  cabin,  where  I 
bad  not  been  half  an  hour,  before  a  nun  on  deck 
told  me  a  heavy  squall  had  come  on<  We  let  gi» 
another  anchor.  The  boats  and  vessels  in  the  roads 
were  scudding  past  us  in  all  directions  to  get  mto 
harbor ;  and  in  a  moment,  it  blew  a  hard  gale  from 
the  south-west,  the  sea,  from  excessive  smoothness, 
foaming,  breaking,  and  getting  up  into  a  very 
heavy  swell    The  wind,  having  shifted,  was  now 
directly  against  my  friends.    I  felt  confident  they  * 
would  be  obliged  to  bear  off  for  Leghorn;  and 
being  anxious  to  bear,  of  their  safety,  stayed  on 
board  till  a  kte  hour,  but  saw  nothing  of  them. 
The  violence  of  the  wind  did  not  continue  above 
an  hour ;  it  then  gradually  subsided ;  and  at  eight 
o'clock,  when  I  went  on  shore,  it  was  almost  a 
calm.    It,  however,  blew  hard  at  intervals  during 
the  night,  with  rain,  and  thunder  and  lightning. 
The  lightning  struck  the  mast  of  a  vessel  close  to 
us,  shivering  it  to  splinters,  killing  two  men,  and 
wounding  otiiers.    From,  these  circupistanoes,  be- 
coming greatly  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  the  voy. 
agers,  a  note  was  dispatched  to  Mr.  Shelley's  house 
at  Lerici,  the  reply  to  which  stated  that  nothing 
had  been  heard  of  liim  and  his  friend,  which  aug- 
mented our  fears  to  such  a  degree,  that  couriers 
were  dispatched  on  the  whole  line  of  coast  frmn 
Leghorn  to  Nice,  to  ascertain  if  they  had  put  in 
anywhere,  or  if  tliere  had  been  -any  wreck,  or  in- 
dication of  losses  by  sea.    I  immediately  started 
for  Via  Reggio,  havmg  lost  sight  of  the  boat  in 
that  direction-    My  worst  fears  were  almost  oon- 
firmed  on  my  arrival  there,  by  news  that  a  small 
canoe,  two  empty  watcr-barrels,  and  a  bottle,  had 
been  found  on  the  shore,  which  things  I  recognized 
as  belonging  to  the  boaL    I  had  still,  however, 
warm  hopes  that  these  articles  had  been  threwn 
Gverboard  to  clear  them  from  useless  lumber  in 
the  storm ;  and  it  seemed  a  general  opinion  tiiat 
they  had  missed  Leghorn,  and  put  into  Elba  or 
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Cornea,  ai  nothing  more  was  heard  for  eight  days. 
This  state  of  auapense  beooming  intolerable,  I  re- 
tamed  from  Spezia  to  Via  Reggio,  where  my  worst 
fears  were  confirmed  by  the  information  that  two 
bodies  had  been  washed  on  shore,  one  on  that 
night  very  near  the  town,  which,  by  the  dress  aad 
stature,  I  knew  to  be  Mr.  Slielley's.  Mr.  Keats's 
last  Wume  of  **  Lamia,"  **  Isabella,"  etc  being 
open  in  the  jacket  pockety  confirmed  it  beyond  a 
doubt  The  body  of  Mr.  Williams  was  subsequent* 
ly  found  near  a  tower  on  the  Tusoto  shore,  about 
four  miles  from  his  companion*  Both  the  bodies 
were  greatly  decomposed  by  the  sea;  but  identified 
beyond  a  doubt  Tba  seaman,  CSiarles  Vivian,  was 
not  found  .for  neariy  three  weeks  afterwards : — his 
body  was  interred  on  the  spot  on  which  a  wave 
had  washed  it,  inthe  vicinity  of  Maasa. 

**■  *■  After  a  variety  of  applications  to  the  Luc* 
chese  and  Tuscan  governments,  and  our  ambassa- 
dor  at  Florence,  I  obtained,  from  the  kindness  and 
ezerti^  of  Mr.  Dawkins,  an  order  to  the  officer 
commanding  the  tower  of  Migliarino  (near  to 
which  Lieutenant  Williams  had  been  cast,  and 
buried  in  the  sand),  that  the  body  should  be  at  my 
diqnsaL  I  likewise  obtained  an  order  to  the  same 
effect  to  the  commandant  at  Via  Reggio,  to  deliver 
up  the  remains  of  Mr.  Shelley,  it  having  been  de- 
cided by  the  fiienda  of  the  parties  that  the  bodies 
should  be  reduced  to  ashes  by  fire,  as  the  readiest 
mode  of  conveying  them  to  the  places  where  the 
deceased  would  have  wished  to  repose,  as  well  sj. 
of  removing  all  objections  respecting  the  quaran- 
tine  laws,  which  had  been  urged  against  their  dis. 
interment  Every  thing  being  prepared  for  the 
requisite  purposes,  I  embarked  on  board  Lord  By- 
ron*s  schooner  with  my  friend  Captain  Shenley, 
and  sailed  on  the  19th  of  August  After  a  tedious 
passage  of  eleven  hoars,  we  anchored  off  Via  Reg. 
gio,  and  foH  in  with  two  small  vessels,  which  1 
had  hired  at  Legliorn  some  days  before  for  the 
purpose  of  ascertaining,  by  the  means  used  to  re- 
oover  sunken  vesseis,  the  place  in  which  my 
friend's  boat  had  foundered.  They  had  on  board 
the  captain  of  a  fishing-boat,  who,  having  been 
overtaken  in  the  same  squall,  had  witnessed  the 
sinking  of  the  boat,  without  (as  he  says)  the  pos- 
sibility of  assisting  her.  After  dragging  the  bot- 
tom, in  the  place  which  he  indicated,  for  six  days 
without  finding  her,  I  sent  them  back  to  Leghorn, 
and  went  on  shore.  The  major  commanding  the 
town,  with  the  captain  of  the  port,  accompanied 
me  to  the  governor.  He  received  us  very  cour- 
teoQslyt  and  did  not  object  to  the  removal  of  our 
fiiends*  remains,  but  to  burning  them,  as  the  latter 
was  not  specified  in  the  order.  However,  after 
some  little  explanation,  he  assented,  and  we  gave 
llie  neoessary  directions  for  making  every  prepa^ 
ration  to  commence  4)ur  painful  undertaking  next 
rooniing.*'* 


**  It  was  thought  ihaX  the  whole  of  tiisM  mdaa- 
choly  operations  might  have  been  perfonued  in 
one  day :  but  the  caJcnlarinn  turiied  out  to  be  er- 
roneous. Mr.  Williams's  remains  were  cgmmeiioea 
with.  Mr.  Trelawney  and  Captain  Shenley  were 
at  the  tower  by  noop,  with  proper  persons  to  aasisl, 
and  were  joined  shortly  by  {xird  Byron  and  my. 
self.  A  portable  furnace  and  a  tent  had  been  pre- 
pared.  «*  Wood,'*  continues  Mr.  Trelawney,  •^we 
found  in  abundance  on  the  beach,  oki  trees  and 
parts  of  wrecks.  Within  a  few  paoes  of  the  spot 
where  the  body  lay,  there  was  a  mde-built  shed 
of  straw,  forming  a  temporaij  shelter  for  soldiers 
at  night,  when  performing  the  coast-patrol  duty. 
The  grave  was  at  high-water  mirk,  aooie  eiglileen 
paces  from  the  surf,  as  it  was  then  breaking,  the 
distance  -about  four  miles  .and  a  half  fiom  Yu, 
Reggio.  The  magnificent  bay  of  Spexia  b  on  the 
right  of  this  spot,  L^l^om  on  the  left,  at  equal 
distiinoss  of  about  twenty-two  miles.  The  head- 
lands, projectmg  boldly  and  &r  into  the  sea,  fonn 
a  deep  and  dangerous  gul^  with  a  heavy  swell 
and  a  strong  current  generally  running  right  into 
it  A  vessel  embayed  in  this  gul^  and  overtaken 
by  one  of  the  squalls  so  oommcli  upon  the  coast 
of  it,  is  almost  certain  to  be  wrecked.  The  loss 
of  small  craft  is  great;  and  the  shaBowness  of  the 
water,  and  breakihg  of  the  surf^  preventing  a|>- 
proach  to  the  shore,  or  boats  going  out  to  assist, 
the  loss  of  lives  is  in  proportion.  It  was  in  the 
centre  of  this  bay,  about  four  or  five  miles  at  sea, 
in  fifteen  or  sixteen  fikthom  water,  with  a  light 
breeae  under  a  crowd  of  sail,  that  the  boat  of  our 
friends  was  suddenly  taken  clap  aback  by  a  sadden 
and  very  violent  squall;  and  it  is  supposed  that  in 
attempting  to  bear  up  under  sooh  a  press  of  can- 
vsj,  all  the  sheets  fast,  the  hands  unprepared,  and 
only  three  persons  on  board,  the  boat  filled  to  lee- 
ward,  and  having  two  tons  of  ballast,  and  not  be- 
ing  decked,  went  down  on  the  instant ;  not  giving 
them  a  moment  to  prepare  themselves  by  even 
taking  off  their  boots,  or  seixing  an  oar.  Mr 
Williams  was  the  only  one  who  could  swim,  and 
he  but  indi£ferently.  The  spot  where  Mr.  Wil- 
llama's  body  lay  was  well  adapted  for  a  man  of 
his  imaginative  cast  of  mind,  and  I  wished  his  re. 
mains  to  rest  undisturbed;  but  it  was  willed  other- 
wise. Befbr^us  was  the  sea,  with -islands;  behind 
us  the  Apennines ;  beside  us,  a  large  tract  of  thick 
wood,  stunted  and  twisted  into  fimtastic  shapes  by 
the  sea-breexe.^ — ^The  heat  was  intense,  the  sand 
being  so  scorched  as  to  render  standing  on  it  paii^ 
fill" 

**  Mr.  Trehtwney  proceeds  to  describe  the  dism- 
terment  and  burning  of  Mr.  Williams's  ren^ina 
Calumny,  which  never  shows  itself  grosser  than 
in  its  charges  of  want  of  refinement,  dtid  not  spue 
even  these  melancholy  ceremonies.  The  friends 
of  the  deceased,  though  they  took  no  pains  to  pob> 
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IX 


fiih  the  proceedingv  were  aocaeed  of  wuiung  to 
make  e  eenettton ;  of  dming  a  horrible  ind  unftel- 
in;  thm;,  eto.  The  truth  was,  that  tiie  nearest 
eonnezioDs,  both  of  Mr.  SheOey  and  Mr.  WQlianu, 
wiihed  to  have  their  remabs  interred*  in  reg^ular 
places  of  bnria] ;  and  tiiat  for  this  purpose  they 
coold  be  removed  in  no  other  manner.  Soch  being 
the  esae,  it  is  admitted  that  the  moozners  did  not 
refiite  themselves  the  little  comfort  of  sappoaing 
that  lovers  of  books  and  antiquity,  like  Mr.  Shel- 
ley and  his  friend,  would  not  have  been  sorry  to 
fiifeeee  this  pkrt  of  their  ftle.  Among  the  mate- 
riab  for  burning,  as  many  of  the  graoefuller  and 
more  classical  articles  as  could  be  procured, — 
fiinkinoense,  wine,  et&— were  not  forgotten. 

'*The  proceedings  of  the  next  day,  with  Mr. 
Shefley^s  remains,  eiactly  resembled  those  of  the- 
£»c(^g,  with  the  exception  of  there  bemg  two 
aiBstantB  less.  On  both  days,  the  extraordinary 
beauty  of  the  flame  arising  from  the  Amend  pile 
was  netioed.  Mr.  Shelley*^  remains  were  taken 
to  Rome,  and  deposited  in  the  Protestant  burial- 
gToond,  near  thow  of  a  child  be  had  lost  in  that 
city,  and  of  Mr.  Keats.  It  ii  the  oemetery  he 
ipeaka  of  in  the  preface  to  his  Elegy  on  the  death 
of  his  young  ftiend,  as  calculated  to  **  make'  eoe 
in  lore  with  detth,  to  think  that  one  should  be 
buried  in  so  sweet  a  place." — ^The  generous  reader 
will  be  glad  to  bear,  that  the  remains  of  Mr.  Shel- 
ley were  attended  to  their  final  abode  by  some  of 
the  most  respectable  English  residents  in  Rome. 
He  was  sure  to  awaken  the  sympathy  of  gaHant 
uid  accomplished  spirits  wherever  he  went,  alive 
or  dead.  Tlie  remains  of  Mr.  Williams  were  taken 
to  EagfauuL  Mr.  Williams  was  a  very  intelligent, 
Kood.hearted  man,  and  his  death  was  deplored  by 
friends  worthy  of  him. ^ 

Shelley  was  thirty  yean  old  when  he  died.  He 
wu  taH  and  slender  in  his  figure,  and  stooped  a 
little  in  the  shoulders,  though  perfoetly  weU-made. 
"Hie  expressiQii  of  his  foatures  was  mild  snd  good. 
His  complexion  was  fiur,  and  his  cheeks  colored. 
His  eyes  were  large  and  lively ;  and  the  whole 
om  of  his  fiice,  which  was  small,  was  graoefhl 
ud  foil  of  sensibility.  Hevras  subject  to  attacks 
^  a  disorder  which  forced  him  to  lie  down  (if  in 
the  open  air,  upon  the  ground)  until  they  were 
over;  yet  he  bore  them  kindly  and  vrithout  a  mur- 
nur.  His  disposition  was  amiable,  and  even  the 
word  **  pious"  has  been  applied  to  bis  conduct  as 
K^rded  others,  to  his  love  af  nature,  and  to  his 
Mieas  of  that  power  which  pervades  all  things. 
He  waa  very  fond  of  music ;  frugal  in  all  but  his 
charitieB,  often,  to  considerable  self-denial,  and 
loved  to  do  acts  of  generosity  and  kindness.  He 
was  a  first-rate  scholar ;  and  besides  the  languages 
of  mtMputy,  well  understood  the  German,  Ital. 
iui  and  French  tongues.  He  was  an  excellent 
and  wa^  no  slight  adept  in  natural 


philosophy.  He  loved  to  study  in  the  open  air,  hi 
the  shadow  of  the  wood,  or  by  the  dde  of  tto 
water^folL  In  short,  he  was  a  singular  iUustration 
of  the  fiirce  of  natural  genius,  bursting  the  bonds 
of  birth  and  habit,  and  the  conventional  ties  of  the 
circle  in  which  he  was  bom,  and*  soaring  high, 
upder  the  direction  of  his  own  sjurit,  diartlesB  and 
alone.  He  steered  by  his  own  ideas  of  justice ; 
hence  he  was  ever  at  war  with  things  which  rea- 
son and  right  had  no  hand  in  estahlishing,-^radi« 
cally  wrong  in  themselves  perhaps, or  tobe  changed 
fiv  the  better,  but  by  usage  become  second  natDro 
to  society,  or  at  least  to  that  fkr  larger  proportion 
of  it  which  lives  by  custom  akne.  He  haA  no 
value  fi>r  what  the  mass  of  men  estimate  as  desL 
raUe ;  a  seat  in  the  senate  he  declined,  though  he 
might  have  enriched  himself  by  ite  acceptance* 
He  seemed  to  commit  the  mistake  of  others  before 
him,  in  dreaming  of  the  perfoctiMlity  of  man.  An 
anecdote  is  related  of  him  that,  at  a  ball  of  fiuhfoa 
where  he  was  a  leading  character,  and  the  most 
elegant  ladies  of  the  crowd  expected  the  honor  of 
being  led  out  by  him,  he  selected  a  friendless  girl 
fiir  a  partner  who  was  scorned  by  her  companions, 
having  lain  under  the  imputation  of  an  unlucky 
mishap  some  time  preceding. 

The  books  in  which  he  conmionly  read  wen 
the  Greek  writers;  in  the  tragedians  particularly, 
be  was  deeply  versed.  The  Bible  was  a  work  of 
great  admiration  with  him,  and  his  frequent  study. 
For  the  chaneter  of  Christ  and  his  doctrines  ho 
had  great  reverence,  the  axiom  of  the  firander  of 
Christianity  being  that  by  which  he  endeavored  to 
sh^pe  his  course  in  despite  of  all  obstacles.  In  pe- 
cuniary matters  he  was  liberal.  Uncharitable  in* 
deed  must  that  man  have  been  who  doubted  the 
excellence  of  his  intentions,  or  charged  him  with 
wilful  error:  who  then  shAU  judge  a  being  of  whom 
this  may  be  said,  save  bis  Creatoi — ^who  that  lives 
in  the  way  he  sees  others  live,  without  regard  to 
the  mode  being  right  or  wrong,  shall  charge  him 
with  crime,  who  tries  to  reconcile  together  his  lift 
and  his  aspirations  after  human  perfectibility  T 
Shelley  had  his  foulte  as  well  as  other  men,  but  on 
the  whole  it  appears  that  his  deviations  from  the 
vulgar  routine  form  the  great  sum  of  the  charges 
made  against  him.  His  religious  sentimente  were 
between  him  and  his  God. 

The  writings  of  Shelley  are  too  deep  to  be  popu- 
lar, but  there  is  no  reader  possessing  taste  and 
judgment,  who  will  not  do  homage  to  his  pen  He 
was  a  poet  of  great  power :  he  felt  intensely,  and 
his  works  everywhere  display  the  ethereal  spirit 
of  genius  of  a  rare  order — abstract,  perhaps,  but 
not  less  powerful ;  his  is  the  poetry  of  intellect, 
not  that  of  the  Lakers ;  his  theme  is  the  high  one 
of  intellectual  nature  and  lofty  feeling,  not  of  wag. 
oners  or  idiot  children.  His  fiiulte  in  writing  are 
obvious,  but  equally  so  are  his  beauties.  He  is  too 
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mudi  of  a  phi]oA>pher,  and  dwells  too  much  upon 
favorite  images,  that  draw  less  upon  our  sympa. 
thies  than  those  of  social  life.  His  language  is 
lofty,  and  no  one  knows  better  how  to  cull,  anange, 
and  manage  the  syllables  of  his  native  tongue.  He 
thoroughly  understood  metrical  composition. 

Shelley  began  to  publish  prematurely,  as  we 
have  already  stated,  at  the  early  age  of  15 ;  but  it 
was  not  till  about  the  year  1811  or  1812  that  he 
seems  first  to  have  devoted  his  attention  to  poetical 
compoBitian.  To  enumerate  his  poetical  works 
hoie  would  be  a  useleM  task,  as  they  will  be  found 
in  the  ooUectioin  of  his  poems  appended.  His 
*^ Prometheus  Unbound"  is  a  noble  work;  his 
■'Gemn**  and  *^  Adonaia"  are  his  principal  works 
lA  point  of  merit  Love  was  one  of  his  favorite 
them^  as  it  is  with  all  poets,  and  he  has  ever 
touched  it  with  a  master-hand.  The  subject  of  the 
**Cenci"  is  badly  selected,  but  it  is  nobly  written, 
and  admirably  sustained.  Faults  it  has,  but  they 
mte  amply  redeemed  by  its  beauties.  It  is  only 
ftom  the  fidse  damor  raised  against  him  during 
luM  life4ime,  that  his  poems  have  not  been  mcMre 
lead.  No  sehdar,  no  one  having  the  slightest  pre- 
tunw**"*  to  true  taste  in  poetry,  can  be  without 
them.  It  may  be  boldly  prophesied  that  tliey  will 
4ne  day^be  more  read  than  they  have  ever  yet 
been,  and  more  understood.  In  no  nation  but  Eng- 
land do  the  reading  public  suffer  others  to  judge 
jGnr  them,  and  pin  their  ideas  of  the  defects  or 
beauties  of  their  naticmal  writers  upon  the  partial 
<Uatribes  of  hired  pens,  and  the  splenetic  outpour- 
ings of  faction.  It  is  astonishing  how  the  nation 
«f  Newton  and  Locke  is  thus  contented  to  suflfer 
itself  to  be  deceived  and  misled  by  literaiy  Ma^ 
^hiavelism. 

The  following  preface  to  the  author-s  Posthu* 
Mous  Poems  contains  much  to  interest  the  admi^ 
rers  of.his  genius.  The  circumstance  of  its  being 
from  the  pen  of  Mrs.  Shelley  will  still  ftrther  re- 
Qommendit:-. 

**  It  had  been  my  wish,  on  presenting  the  public 
with  the  Posthumous  Poems  of  Mr.  Shelley,  to 
have  accompanied  them  by  a  biographical  notice ; 
as  it  appeared  to  mc,  that  at  this  moment  a  narra- 
tion of  the  events  of  my  husband^s  life  would  come 
more  gracefiilly  from  other  hands  than  mine,  I 
applied  to  Mr.  Tjci^h  Hunt  The  distinguished 
friendship  that  Mr.  Shelley  felt  for  him,  and  the 
enthusiastic  affection  with  which  Mr.  Leigh  Himt 
clings  to  his  friend's  memory,  seemed  to  point 
him  out  as  the  person  best  calculated  for  such  an 
undertaking.  His  absence  from  this  country, 
which  prevented  our  mutual  explanation,  has  un- 
fortunately rendered  my  scheme  ^abortive.  I  do 
not  doubt  hui  that,  on  some  other  oocasicm,  he  will 
pliy  this  tribute  to  his  lost  friend,  and  sincerely  re- 
gret that  the  volume  which  I  edit  has  not  been 
honored  by  iu  insertion. 


**  The  comparative  solitude  in  whidi  Mr.  SheUey 
livnd,  was  the  oodwion  that  he  was  personally 
known  to  few ;  and  his  fearless  enthusiasm  in  IIk 
cause,  which  he  considered  the  most  sacred  upon 
earth,  the  improvement  ai  the  moral  and  physical 
state  of  mankind,  was  the  chief  reason  why  he, 
like  other  illustrious  reformers^  was  pursued  bj 
hatred  and  calumny.  No  man  was  ever  more  de* 
voted  than  he,  to  the  endeavor  of  making  those 
around  him  happy;  no  man  ever  possessed  fiiends 
more  unfeigncdly  attached  to  him.  The  ungraie- 
fiil  world  did  not  feel  his  loss,  and  the  gap  it  made 
seemed  to  close  as  quickly  over  his  memory  as 
the  murderous  sea  abQve  his  living  dame.  Here- 
after men  will  lament  that  his  transcendent  pow- 
ers of  intellect  were  extinguished  before  they  had 
bestowed  on  them  their  choicest  treasures.  To  hit 
friends  his  loss  is  irremediable:  the  wise,  the 
brave,  the  gentle,  is  gone  for  ever !  He  is  to  them 
as  a  bright  vision,  whose  radiant  track,  lefl  bdiind 
in  the  memory,  is  worth  all  the  realities  that  siv 
ciety  can  afford.  Before  the  deities  contradict  me, 
let  them  appeal  to  any  one  who  had  ever  knosm 
him :  to  see  him  was  to  love  him ;  and  his  prcs. 
ence,  like  Ithnriel's  spear,  was  alone  sufficient  to 
disclose  the  falsehood  of  the  tale,  which  his  liie 
mies  whispered  in  the  ear  of  the  ignorant  world. 

**  His  life  was  spent  in  the  contempktian  of  na. 
ture,  in  arduous  study,  or  in  acto  of  kioihiess  and 
affbction.  He  was  an  elegant  scholar  and  a  pro> 
found  metaphyiucian :  without  possessing  much 
scientific  knowledge,  he  was  unrivalled  in  the 
justness  and  extent  of  his  observations  on  natural 
objeots ;  he  knew  every  plant  by  ite  name,  and 
was  familiar  with  the  history  and  habite  of  every 
production  of  tlie  earth ;  he  could  interpret  with- 
out a  fault  each  appearance  in  tiie  sky,  and  the 
varied  phenoi^icna  of  heavdi»  and  earth  filled  him 
witli  deep  emotion.  He  made  his  study  and  read- 
ing-room  of  the  shadowed  ct^isc,  the  stream,  the 
lake  and  the  water-^all  HI  health  and  continual 
pain  preyed  upon  his  powers ;  and  the  solitude  in 
which  we  lived,  particularly  on  our  first  arrival  in 
Italy,  although  <!ongcnial  to  his  feelings,  most  fre- 
quently have  weighed  upon  his  spirite :  those  beau- 
tiful and  affecting  *■  Lines,  written  in  dejection  at 
Naples,*  were  composed  at  such  an  interval ;  but 
when  in  lioalth,  his  spirite  were  buoyant  and 
youthful  to  an  extraordinary  degree. 

"  Such  was  his  love  for  nature,  that  every  poire 
of  his  poetry  is  associated  in  the  minds  of  his 
friends  with  the  loveliest  scenes  of  the  countrin 
which  he  inhabited.  In  early  life  he  visited  the 
most  beautiful  patte  of  this  country  and  Ireland. 
Afterwards  the  Alps  of  Switserbuid  became  hu 
inspirers.  *  Prometheus  Unbound'  was  wntteo 
among  the  deserted  and  fiower-grown  ruins  oT 
Rome ;  and  when  he  made  his  home  under  tlir 
Pisan  hills,  their  roofless  recesses  harbored  faiaiat 
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ne  oompoaed  'The  Witch  of  Atlas*  *  Adonais,*  and 
'Hellas.'  |n  the  wild  but  beautiful  Bay  of  Spezia, 
the  windA  and  waves  which  he  loved  became  his 
plajmates.  His  days  were  chiefly  spent  on  the 
water ;  the  management  of  his  boat,  its  alterations 
and  improvements,  ,were  his  principal  occupation. 
At  night,  when  the  unclouded  moon  shone  on  the 
calm  sea,  he  oflen  went  alone  in  his  little  shallop 
to  the  rocky  caves  that  bordered  it,  and  sitting  be- 
neath their  shelter  wrote  *  The  Triumph  of  Life,' 
the  last  of  his  productions.  The  beauty  but 
ftiangeness  of  this  lonely  place,  the  refined  pjea- 
fore  which  he  felt  in  the  companionship  of  a  few 
selected  friends,  our  entire  sequestration  from  the 
rest  of  the  world,  all  contributed  to  render  this 
period  of  his  life  one  of  continued  enjoyment  I 
am  convinced  that  the  two  months  we  passed  there 
were  the  happiest  he  had  ever  known :  his  health 
even  rapidly  improved,  and  he  was  never  better 
than  when  I  last  saw  him,  full  of  spirits  and  joy, 
embark  for  Leghorn,  that  he  might  there  welcome 
Leig-h  Hunt  to  Italy.  I  was  to  have  accompanied 
him,  but  illness  confined  me  to  my  room,  and  thus 
put  the  seal  on  my  misfortune.  His  vessel  bore 
oat  of  sight  with  a  favorable  wind,  and  I  remained 
awaiting  his  return  by  the  breakers  of  that  sea 
which  was  about  to  ingulf  him.    - 

"*  He  spent  a  week  at  Pisa,  employed  in  kind 
(Aces  towar<b  his  friend,  and  enjoying  with  keen 
delight  the  renewal  of  their  intercodjrse.  He  then 
embarked  with  Mr.  Williams,  the  chosen  and 
beloved  sharer  of  his  pleasures  and  of  his  fate,  to 
retam  to  us.  We  waited  for  them  in  vain ;  the 
•ea  by  its  restless  moaning  seemed  to  desire  to  in- 
form us  of  what  we  would  not  learn : but  a 

veil  may  well  be  dravim  over  such  misery.  The 
real  anguish  of  these  moments  transcended  all  the 
fictions  that  the  most  glowing  imagination  ever 
portrayed :  our  seclusion,  the  sava  j^e  nature  of  the 
iohabitantB  of  the  surroundmg  villages,  and  our 
immediate  vicinity  to  the  troubled  sea,  combined 


to  imbue  with  strange  horror  our  days  of  uncer- 
tainty. The  truth  was  at  last  known, — a  truth 
that  made  our  loved  and  lovely  Italy  appear  a  tomb, 
its  sky  a  polL  Every  heart  echoed  the  deep  lament ; 
and  my  only  consolation  was  in  the  praise  and 
earnest  love  that  each  voice  bestowed  and  each 
countenance  demonstrated  for  him  we  hajd  lost, — 
not,  I  fondly  hope,. for  ever:  his  unearthly  and 
elevated  nature  is  a  pledge  of  the  continuation  of 
his  being,  although  in  an  altered  form.  Rome  re> 
ceived  his  ashes ;  they  are  deposited  beneath  its 
weed-grown  walU  and  *the  world's  sole  monup 
ment'  is  enriched  by  his  remains. 

**'  *  Julian  and  Maddalo,' '  The  Witch  of  Atlas,* 
and  most  of  the  Translations,  were  written  some 
years  ago,  and,  with  the  exception  of  *  The  Cyclops,* 
and  the  Scenes  from  the  'Magico  Prodigioso,* 
may  be  considered  as  having  received  the  author's 
ultimate  corrections.  *  The  Triumph  of  Lifo'  was 
his  last  work,  and  was  lefl  in  so  unfinished  a  state, 
that  I  arranged  it  in  its  present  form  with  great 
difficulty.  .Many  of  the  Miscellaneous  Poems, 
written  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  never  re- 
touched, I  found  among  his  manuscript  books,  and 
have  carefiilly  copied :  I  have  subjoined,  whenever 
I  havp  been  able,  the  date  of  their  compositioh. 

**  I  do  not  know  whether  the  critics  will  repr^. 
bend  the  insertion  of  some  of  the  most  imperfect 
among  these ;  but  I  frankly  own,  that  I  have  been 
more  actuated  by  the  foar  lest  any  monument  of 
his  genius  should  escape  me,  than  the  wish  of  pre- 
senting nothing  but  what  was  complete  to  the  fas- 
tidious reader.  I  foel  secure  that  the  Lovers  of 
Shelley's  Poetry  (who  .know  how,  more  than  any 
other  poet  of  the  present  day,  every  line  and  word 
he  wrote  is  instinct  with  peculiar  beauty)  will 
pardon  and  thank  me :  I  consecrate  this  volumie 
to  them. 

**  Makt  W.  Shkllit. 


*•  Lond(m,  June  Itt,  18S4 
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A  POEM. 

IN  TWELVE  CANTOEa 


PREFACE. 


Tai  IVwB  wbich  I  now  ptfeaent  to  tiw  worid,  ii  an 
itten^pC  from  which  I  tcaitely  dare  to  expect  ■nccen, 
and  m  which  a  writer  of  established  &me  might  fail 
wiihoQt  disgrace.  It  u  an  experiment  on  the  temper 
of  the  paUic.  mind,  as  to  how  ftr  a  thint  for  a  hap- 
pier coDdilion  of  moral  and  political  society  survives, 
among  the  enlightened  and  refined,  the  tempests 
whieh  have  shaken  <he  age  in  which  we  live.  I 
bave  ioiight  to  enlist  the  harmony  of  metrical  lan- 
goage,  the  ethereal  combinations  of  the  lancy,  the 
rapid  and  subtle  tranntions  of  human  paanon,  all 
tfagae  elemenia  which  essentially  c6mpose  a  PDem, 
in  the  cause  of  a  liberal  and  comprehensive  morali^ ; 
and  in  the  view  of  kindling  within  the  bosoms  of  my 
Raden,  a  virtuous  enthnsiasm  for  those  doctrines  of 
liberty  and  justice,  that  fiuth  and  hope  in  something 
good,  which  neither  violence,  nor  misrepresentatioo, 
nor  prfTJodice,  cam  ever  totally  extinguish  among 
naiddnd. 

For  this  purpose  I  have  chosen  a  sloiy  of  human 
ptaian  in  its  most  univevml  character,  diverrified 
ivith  moving  ond  romantic  adventures,  and  appeal- 
ng,  in  contempt  of  all  artificial  opinions  or  institu- 
tiooi,  to  the  common  sympathies  of  every  human 
breasL  I  have  made  no  attempt  lo  recommend  the 
BBocives  which  I'woold  substitute  for  those  at  present 
govemmg  mankind,  by  methodical  and  systematic 
argument  I  would  only  awaken  the  feelings,  so  that 
the  reader  should  see  the  beauty  of  true  virtue,  and 
be  incited  to  thoae  inquiries  which  have  led  to  my 
n»nl  and  political  cned,  and  that  of  some  of  the 
■ablhnest  intellects  in  the  worid.  llie  Poem  there* 
Are  (with  the  exception  of  the  first  Canto,  which  is 
poreiy  introductory),  is  narratiye,  not  didactic.  It  ia 
t  iQcceasion  of  pictures  illustrating  the  growth  and 
progreH  of  indii^oal  mind  aspiring  after  excellence, 
and  devMed  to  the  love  of  mankind ;  iti  influence  in 
Kfimng  and  making  pure  the  most  dating  and  un- 
Mnmon  impulses  of  this  imagination,  the  underatand- 
ing.  and  the  senses ;  ita  impatienoe  at  **  all  the  op- 
pnsnoos  which  are  done  under  the  sun  f  its  tend- 
*DCf  to  awaken  public  hope,  and  to  enlighten  and 
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improye  mankind ;  the  rapid  edeels  of  the  applics- 
tion  of  that  tendency ;  the  awakening  of  an  immense 
nation  fium  their  slavery  and  degradation  to  a  trae 
sense  of  moral  dignity  and  fteadom;  the  bloodless 
dethronement  of  their  oppressora»  and  the  unveiling  of 
the  religious  fiauds  by  which  they  had  be«i  deluded 
into  submisaion;  the  tranquillity  of  succesaful  pa- 
triotism, and  the  univeraal  toleration  and  benevolence 
of  true  philanthropy ;  the  treachery  and  barbari^  of 
hired  soldiers ;  vice  not  the  olgect  of  punishment  and 
hatred,  but  kindness  and  pity;  the  ftithkaaneas  of 
tyranta ;  the  ooBfederacy'of  the  Rulera  of  the  Worid, 
uid  the  restoration  of  die  expelled  Dynasty  by  fy^ 
eign  arms ;  the  maaaacre  and  extermination  of  the 
Patriota,  and  the  victofy  of  established  power;  the 
consequences  of  legitimate  despotism,  dvil  war,  fiun- 
ine.  plague,  superstition,  and  an  utter  extinction  of 
the  domestic  aflections ;  the  judicial  muider  of  the 
advocates  of  liberty ;  die  temporary  triumph  of  o^ 
presaion,  that  secure  earnest  of  its  &ial  and  inevita- 
ble fidl ;  the  transient  nature  of  ignorance  and  error, 
and  the  eternity  of  gehius  and  virtue.  Such' is  the 
seriea  of  delineations  of  which  the  Poem  consists. 
And  if  the  lofly  paasions  with  which  it  has  been  my 
scope  to  distinguish  this  story,  shall  not  excite  in  the 
reader  a  generous  impulse,  an  ardent  thirst  lor  ex- 
cellence, an  interest  profimnd  and  strong,  such  as 
belongs  to  no  meaner  deaire — ^let  not  the  ftilure  be 
imputed  to  a  natmal  nnfitnesa  iar  human  aympathv 
in  these  sublime  and  animated  tiiemes.  It  is  the  buatp 
ness  of  the  poet  to  communicate  to  others  the  plea- 
sure and  entfinsiasm  arising  out  of  those  images  and 
feelmgs,  in  the  vivid  preaence  of  whidi  within  hk 
owta  mind,  oonsisla  at  once  his  inspiration  and  his 
reward. 

The  panic  which,  like  an  epidemic  transport,  setasd 
upon  aU  classes  of  men  during  the  excesses  conse- 
quent upon  the  French  Revolution,  is  graduallygiving 
place  to  sanity.  It  has  ceased  to  be  believed,  that 
whole  generations  of  mankind  ought  to  consign  them- 
selves  to  a  hopeless  inheritance  of  ignorance  and 
misery,  because  a  nation  of  men  who  had  been  dupea 
and  slaves  fiv  centuries,  wrere  incapable  of  ooodnol 
ing  themselves  with  die  wMom  and  tranqufllity  of 
frMinen  ao  aoon  aa  aoiae  of  their  letters  were  partially 
looaened.   That  their  oooduct  could  not  have  been 
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.marked  by  any  other  character  than  ferocity  and 
thoughtleMneai,  ia  the  historical  fact  fiom  which  lib- 
erty derives  all  iti  reoommendatioiia,  and  &laehood 
the  wont  ieaturea  of  iia  deformity.  l^arB  b  a  teflaz 
in  the  tide  of  hunah  things,  which  bean  the  ship- 
wrecked hopes  of  men  into  a  secure  haven,  aAer  the 
stormB  are  pest  Methinks,  those  who  now  live  have 
snrvived  an  .age  of  despair. 

The  French  Revolution  may  be  Anridered  as  one 
of  those  niaallestatwijs  of  a  general  stAte  of  fteling 
among  civilized  mankind,  produced  by  a- defect  oC 
correspondence  between  the  knowledge  existing  in 
society  and  the  improvement  or  gradual  abolition  of 
political  institutions.  The  year  1788  may  be  assumed 
as  the  epoch  of  one  of  the  most  important  crises  pro- 
duced by  this  feeling.  The  sympathies  connected 
with  that  event  extended  to  every  bosom.  The  most 
generous  and  amiable  natures  were  those  which  par- 
ticipated the  most  extensively  in  these  sympathies. 
But  such  a  degree  of  unmingled  good  was  expected, 
as  it  was  impossible  to  realize.  If  the  Revolution  had 
been  in  every  respect  proepecousi  then  misrule  and 
supentition  would  lose  half  their  claims  to  our  ab- 
horrence, as  fetten  which  the  captive  can  unlock 
with  the  slightest  motion  of  his  fingers,  and  which  do 
not  eat  with  poisonous  rust  into  the  soul.  fThe  re- 
vulsion occasioned  by  the  atrocities,  of  the  dema- 
^gues  and  the  re-establishment  of  successive  tyr- 
annies hi  France  was  terrible,  and  felt  in  the  remotest 
comer  of  the  civilized  world.  Could  they  listen  to 
the  plea  of  reason  who  had  groaned  under  the  calam- 
ities of  a  social  state,  according  to  the  provisions  of 
which,  one  man  riots  in  luxury  whilst  another  fam- 
tthes  for  want  of  bread  ?  Can  he  who  the  day  before 
was  a  trampled  slave,  suddenly  become  libeml-mind- 
ed,  forbearing,  and  independent  ?  This  is  the  conse- 
quence of  the  habits  of  a  state  of  society  to  be  pro- 
duced by  resolute  perseverance  and  inde&tigable 
hope,  and  long-sufiering  and  long-believing  courage, 
and  the  systematic  effiHis  of  generations  of  men  of 
mteUect  and  virtue.  Such  is  the  lesson  which  ex- 
perience teaches  now.  But  on  the  firet  reverses  of  hope 
in  the  progress  of  French  liberty,  the  sanguine  eager- 
ness for  good  overleapt  the  solution  of  these  questions, 
and  for  a  time  extinguished  itself  in  the  unexpected- 
ness of  their  result  Thus  many  of  the  most  ardent 
and  tender-hearted  of  the  worshippen  of  public  good, 
have  been  morally  ruined  by  what  a  partial  glimpse 
of  the  events  they  deplored,  appeared  to  show  as  the 
melancholy  desolalion  of  all  their  cherished  hopes. 
Hence  gloom  and  misanthropy  have  become  the  char- 
acteristics of  the  age  in  which  we  live,  the  solace  of 
a  disappointment  that  unconsciously  finds  relief  only 
in  the  wilful  exaggeration  of  its  own  despair  This 
influence  has  tainted  the  literature  of  the  age  with  the 
hopelessness  of  the  minds  from  which  it  flows.  Meta- 
physics,* and  inquiries  into  moral  and  political  science, 
"^ve  become  little  else  than  vain  attempts  to  revive 
•xploded  superstitions,  or  sophisms  like  those  t  of  Mr. 
Bifdthus,  calculated  to  lull  the  oppresson  of  mankind 
into  a  securi^  of  everlasting  triumph.    Our  works 

*  loofhttoaxeeptSir  W.  Drammond's  "Academical  doca- 
tiotui;"  a  volanM  of  veiT  acots  and  powerful  me|aph7aical 
erhlelsm. 

t  It  ii  reDaifcable,  as  a  sfrnptom  of  the  iwrivd  of  paUic 
kspe.  that  Mr.  MaHbaakas  aarisMd.  in  the  iatweditioiiBof  his 
wosk,  aa  iodeOnile  doaiiiiion  to  moral  rastraiot  over  the  prin- 
oiple  of  popoiatioa.  This  eooeesnon  anawers  all  the  inrereooea 
from  his  doctrine  anfavorable  lo  human  improvement,  and 
vedoeaa  the  "£$909  em  PopmiatimC*  to  a  commentary  iOostra- 
live  of  the  aoansirawhWnaas  of  '*  PoUtUal  JmbHu.^* 


ef  fiction  and  poetry  have  been  overshadowed  by  the 
same  infectious  gloom.  But  mankind  appear  to  me 
to  be  emeiging  from  their  trance.  I  am  aware,  me- 
diinkBr'ofa  skMr,  gradual,  silenc  change.  In  that 
belief  I  have  coo^posed  the  following  IV)em. 

I  do  not  presume  to  enter  into  competition  with 
our  greatest  contemporary  Poets.  Yet  I  am  unwilling 
to  tread  in  the  footsteps  of  8|iy  who .  haye  preceded 
me.  I  have  sought  to  avoid  the  imitation  of  any 
etyle  of  languag'e  or  versificatiott  pecaliaf  lo  theerigin- 
al  minds  of  which  it  is  the  character,  designing  that 
even  if  what  I  have  produced  be  worthless,  it  should 
still  be  properly  my  own.  Nor  have  I  permitted  any 
system  reUting  to  mere  words,  to  divert  the  attentioQ 
of  the  reader  from  whatever  interest  I  may  have 
tuceeeddd  in  ereatiog,  to  my  own  ingenuity  in  ccm- 
triving  to'dii^ust  them  according  to  the  rules  of  criti- 
cism. I  have  simply  clothed  my  thoughts  in  what 
appeared  to  me  the  most  obvious  and  appiopriate 
UuBgiiage.  A  person  fomiliar  with  nature,  and  with 
the  most  celebrated  productions  of  the  human  mind, 
can  scarcely  err  in  foilowing  the  instinct,  with  re- 
spect to  selection  of  language,  produced  by  that 
familiarity. 

There  is  an  education  peeulisfrly  fitted  for  a  Poet, 
without  which,  genius  and  sensibiUiy  can  hardly  fill 
the  circle  oi  iheir  capacities.  No  educatioa  indeed 
can  entitle  to  this  appellation  a  dull  and  unobaervant 
mind,  or  one,  though  neither  dull  nor  unobservant,  in 
which  the  chaimels  of  communicaticm  between 
thought  and  expression  have  been  obstructed  or 
closed.  How  for  it  is  my  fortune  to  belong  to  either 
of  the  latter  classes,  I  cannot  know.  I  aspire  to  be 
something  better.  The  circumstances  of  my  occi- 
dental education  have  been  favorable  to  this  am- 
bition. I  have  been  familiar  from  boyhood  vnth. 
mountains  and  Ukes,  and  the  sea,  and  the  solitude  of 
forests ;  danger  which  sports  upon  the  brink  of  pre- 
cipices, has  been  my  playmate.  I  have  trodden  the 
gladen  of  the  Alps,  atid  lived  imder  the  eye  of 
Mont  Blanc.  I  have  been  a  wanderer  among  dis- 
tant fields.  I  have  sailed  do^^n  mighty  rivers,  and 
seen  the  sun  rise  and  set,  and  the  ston  come  forth, 
whilst  I  have  sailed  night  and  day  down  a  rapid 
stream  among  mountains.  I  have  seen>  populous 
cities,  and  have  watched  the  passions  which  rise  and 
spread,  and  sink  and  change  amongst  assembled 
multitudes  of  men.  I  have  seen  the  theatre  of  the 
more  visible  mvages  of  tyranny  and  war,  dties  and 
villages  reduced  to  scattered  groups  of  black  and  roof^ 
less  houses,  and  the  naked  inhabitants  sitting  frmished 
upon  their  desolated  thresholds.  I  have  conversed  with 
living  men  of  genius.  The  poetry  of  ancient  Greece 
and  Rome,  and  modem  Italy,  and  our  own  country, 
has  been  to  me  like  extenud  nature,  a  passion  and  an 
ei^joyment  Such  are  the  sources  from  which  the 
materials  for  the  imagery  of  my  Poem  have  been 
dmwn.  I  have  considered  Poetry  in  its  most  com- 
prehensive sense,  and  have  read  the  Poets  and  the 
Historians,  and  the  Metaphysicianst  whose  writings 
have  been  aoceasible  to  me,  and  have  looked  upon 
the  beautiful  and  majestic  scenery  of  the  earth  as 
common  sources  of  those  elements  which  it  is  the 
province  of  the  Poet  to  embody  and  combina  Yet 
the  experience  and  the  feelings  to  which  I  refer,  do 
not  in  themselves  constitute  men  Poeta,  but  only 

•  • 

X  In  thia  aenae  there  mar  be  roch  a  thins  a*  perfectibilitr  ia 
workf  of  fiction,  nolwithatandific  the  ooooearion  ofien  made  by 
the  advocates  of  homaa  imprevesaent,  that  peifoctilMUtr  is  a 
tsna  spplieaUo  oslfto  sdesise. 
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Iffeparefl  them  to  be  Ae  auditon  of  those  who  are. 
How  far  I  ahall  be  fbund  to  poiwop  th^t  more  easeip-' 
tia)  attribute  of  Poetry,  the  power  of  awakenii^  in 
othen  sensatioDS  like  those  which  aniioate  my  own 
boBom,  is  that  which,  to  speak  sincerely,  I  know  not; 
and  which,  with  an  acquiescent  and  contented  spirit, 
I  ezpecti  to  be  taught  l^  the  efiect  which  I  shall  pro- 
dace  upon  those  whom  I  now  addfess. 

I  have  aToided,  as  I  have  said  before,  the  unitation 
of  any  contemporary  style.  3ut  there  must  be  a 
reMmblance  which  does  not  depend  upon  theii*  own 
will  betweett  all  the  writers  of  any  particular  age. 
They  cannot  escape  fivm  sulgection  to  a  common  in- 
flaeooe  which  arises  out  of  an  infinite  combination 
3t  drd^ulaiicea  bllonging  to  the  times  in  which 
tey  live,  though  each  is  in  a  degree  the  sixtfaor  of 
Ae  very  influence  by  which  his  being  is  thus  per- 
vaded. Thai,  the  tngie  Poets  of  the  age  of  Peri- 
cles; the  Italiaii  revivers  of  ancient  learning;  those 
ndgh^  intellects  of  our  own  country  that  succeeded 
the  RefeqnatioD,  the  tranalatiQrs  of  the  Bible,  Shak- 
•peers,  SpeosQr,.  the  Dramatists  of  die  reign  of  Eliza- 
beth, and  Lord  Bacon  ,"*  the  colder  spirits  of  the  in- 
teml  that  succeeded ; — all,  resemble  each  other,  and 
difler  from  every  other  in  their  several  classes.  In 
this  view  of  things,  Ford  can  no  more  be  called  the 
imitator  of  Shakspeare,  than  Shakspearo  the  imitator 
of  Ford.  There  were  perhaps  few  other  points  of 
reaembJance  between  these  two  men,  than  that  which 
the  universal  iwd  inevitable  influence  of  ^ir  age 
produced.  And  this  is  an  influence  which  neither 
the  meanest  scribbler,  nor  the  subGmest  genius  of 
any  era,  can  escape ;  and  which  I  have  not  attempt- 
ed to  escape. 

I  have  addpted  the  stanza  of  Spenser  (a  meosure 
inexpresnbly  beautiful}^,  not  because  I  consider  it  a 
finer  model  of  poetical  harmony  than  the  blank  verse 
^  ^kspeare  and  Milton,  but  because  in  the  latter 
^le  is  no  shelter  lor  mediocrity :  you  must  either 
"uxeed  <n-  fiuL  'This  perhaps  an  aspiring  spirit  should 
desire.  But  I  was  enticed,  also,  by  the  brilliancy 
and  msgnifkience  of  sound  which  a  tnind  that  has 
been  oooridied  upon  musical  thoughts,  can  produce 
^  a  just  and  bannonious  arrangement  of  the  pauses 
^  this  meosnie.  Tet  there  will  be  found  some  in- 
"BDcts  where  I  have  completely  failed  in  this  atr 
tempt,  and  tme,  which  I  here  request  the  reader  to 
^^iMioder  as  an  erratum,  where  there  is  lefl  most  in- 
•dvertentJy  an- alexandrine  in  the  middle  of  a  stanza. 

But  in  thiSv  as  in  every  other  respect,  I  Imve  writ* 
tBn  fearlessly.  It  Is  the  misfortnne  of  this  age,  that 
iti  Writers,  too  thoughtless  of  immortality,  are  ex- 
qoisitely  sensible  to  tempomiy  praise  or  blame.  They 
write  with  the  fear  of  Reviews  before  their  eyes. 
This  system  of  criticism  sprang  up  in  that  torpid  in- 
terval when  Poetry  was  not  Poetry«  and  the  art 
which  professes  to  regulate  and  limit  its  powers,  can- 
not subsiat  together.  Longinus  could  not  have  been 
the  contemporary  of  Homer,  nor  Boileau  of  Horace. 
Vet  this  species  of  criticism  never  presumed  to  as- 
sert an  understanding  of  its  own :  it  has  always,  un- 
uhe  urue  science,  fblk>wed,  not  preceded  the  opinion 
tf  mankind,  and  would  even  now  bribe  with  worth- 
less adulation  some  of  our  greatest  Poets  to  impose 
gntoitoos  fetters  on  their  own  imaginations,  and 
b«»me  unconscious  accomplices  in  the  daily  murder 
<^sll  genius  either  not  so  aispiring  or  not  so  fortunate 


slone  in  the  Sfs  whioh  he  iUamined. 


as  their  own.  I  have  sought  therefore  to  write,  as  1 
believe  that  Hofner,  Shakspeare,  and  Milton  wrote, 
wiA  an  tttier  disregard  of  anonymous  censure.  I 
am  certain  that  calunny  and  miBrepre8entati<(D, 
though  'it  may  move  me  to  compassion,  cannot  dia- 
torb  my  peaces  I  shall  understand  the  expressiTS 
silenee  of  those  sagacious  enemies  who  dare  not 
trasl  themsrivei  to  speak.  I  shall  endeavor  to  ex- 
tract from  the  midst  of  insult,  and  contempt,  and 
maledictions,  ihame  admoiutions  which  may  tend  li> 
correct  whatever  imperfections  such  censnrers  may 
discover  ill  this  my  fint  serious  appeal  to  the  Public. 
If  certain  Critics  wera  as  dear-sighted  as  they  are 
malignant,  how  great  would  be  the  benefit  to  be  de- 
rived from  their  virulent  writings !  As  it  is,  I  fear  I 
shall  be  malicious  enough  to  be  amused  with  their 
paltry  tricks  and  lame  invectives.  Should  the  Pub- 
lic judge  that  my  composition  is  worthless,  I  shall 
indeed  bow  hefore  the  tribunal  fK>m'  which  Milton 
received  his  crown  of  immortality,  and.  shall  seek  to 
gather,  if  I  live,  strength  from  thi^  defeat,  which  may 
nerve  me  to  some  new  enterprise  of  thought  which 
may  ngt  be  worthless.  I  cannot  conceive  that  Lucre- 
tius, when  he  meditated  that  poem  whose  doctrines 
are  yet  the  bases  of  our  nietaphysical  knowledge, 
and  whose  eloquence  has  been  the  wonder  of  man- 
kind, wtote  in  awe  of  such  censure  as  die  hired 
sophists  of  the  impure  and  superstitious  noblemen 
of  Rome  might  affix  to  what  he  shduld  produce.  It 
was  at  the  period  when  Greece  was  led  captive,  and 
Asia  made  tributary  to  the  Republic,  fast  verging  it- 
self to  slavery  and  ruin,  that  a  multitude  oi  Syrian 
captives,  bigoted  to  the  worship  of  their  obscene 
Ashtaroth,  and  the  unworthy  sucoeasors  of  Socntes 
and  Zeno,  found  tfaero  a  precarious  subsistence  by 
administering,  under  the  name  of  freedmen,  to  the 
vices  and  vanities  of  the  great  These  wretched 
men  were  skilled  to  plead,  with  a  superficial  but 
plausible  set  of  sophisms,  in  favor  of  that  contempt 
for  virtue  which  is  the  portion  of  slaves,  and  that 
faith  in  portents,  the  most  fatal  substitute  for  benevo- 
lence in  the  imaginations  of  men,  which  arising  from 
the  enslaved  communities  of  the  East,  then  first  be- 
gan to  overwhelm  the  western  nations  in  its  stream. 
Were  these  the  kind  of  men  whose  disapprobatioii 
the  wise  and  lofly-minded  Lucretius  should  have  re- 
garded with  a  salutary  awe  ?  The  latest  and  perhapa 
the  meanest  of  those  who  follow  in  his  fbootsteps, 
would  disdain  to  hold  life  on  such  conditions. 

The  Poem  now  presented  to  the  Public  occufued 
little  more  than  six  months  in  the  composition.  That 
period  has  been  devoted  to  the  task  with  unremitting 
ardor  and  enthusiasm.  I  have  exercised  a  watchful 
and  earnest  criticism  on  my  work  as  it  grew  under 
my  hands.  I  would  willingly  have  sent  it  forth  to 
the  world  with  that  perfection  which  long  labor  and 
revision  is  said  to  bestow.  But  I  fbund  that  if  I 
should  gain  something  in  exactness  by  this  method,! 
might  lose  much  of  the  newness  and  energy  of 
imagery  and  language  as  it  flowed  fresh  from  my 
mind.  And  although  the  mere  composition  occupied 
no  more  than  six  months,  the  thoughts  thus  arranged 
were  slowly  gathered  in  as  many  yfears. 

I  trust  tiuit  the  reader  -will  csirefully  diatingash 
between  those  opinions  wl^ch  have  a  dramatic  pro- 
priety in  reference  to  the  characters  whioh  (hey  are 
designed  to  elucidate,  and  such  as  are  property  my 
own.  The  erroneous  and  degrading  idea  which  men 
have  conceived  of  a  Supreme  Being,  for  instance,  m 
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spoken  againi^  bat  not  the  Saprome  Being  itMl£ 
The  belief  which  some  supentitioiis  penoos  whom 
I  have  brought  upon  the  stage  entertain  of  the  Deity, 
as  iiyurious  to  the  character  of  his  benevolence,  is 
widely  difierent  from  my  own.  In  recommending 
also  a  great  and  important  change  in  the  spirit  which 
animates  the  social  institutions  of  mankind,  I  have 
avoided  all  flattery  to  thow  violent  and  malignant 
■passions  of  our  nature,  which  are  ever  on  the  watch 
to  mingle  with  and  to  alloy  ihe  most  beneficial  in- 
novations. There  is  no  quarter  given  to  Revenge,  or 
Envy,  or  Prejudice.  Love  is  celebrated  everywhere 
as  the  sole  law  which  should  govern  the  moral  world. 


DEDICATION. 


rhsre  is  po  duicer  to  a  mao,  that  knows 
What  life  and  death  is:  there  *•  not  any  law 
Tgywt*>H»  ha  knowledge ;  neither  b  it  lawfiil 
That  he  iboald  Hoop  to  aaj  other  law. 


J 


TO  MART 


'^ 


mo  Kw  my  summer-task  is  ended,  Mary, 
\      ^  And\  return  to  thee,  mine  own  hearts  home ; 
)^  /"^   As  to  his  Queen  some  victor  Knight  of  Faery, 
J    I  Earning  .bright  spoila  for  her  enchanted  dome ; 
\  Nor  thou  disdain,  that  ere  my  fione  become 
/  A  star  among  the  stars  of  mortal  night, 
,   If  it  indeed  may  cleave  iti  naCal  gloom, 
In  doubtful  promise  thus  I  would  imite 
With  thy  beloved  name,  thou  Child  of  love  and  light 

2. 

The  toil  which  stole  from  thee  so  many  an  hour. 
Is  ended*^ — and  the  fruit  is  at  thy  feet ! 
No  longer  where  the  woods  to  frame  a  bower 
With  interlaced  branches  mix  and  meet, 
Or  where  with  sound  like  many  voices  sweet, 
Water^fidls  leap  among  wild  islands  green, 
Which  framed  for  my  lone  boat  a  lone  retreat 
Of  mon-grown  trees  and  weeds,  shall  I  be  seen : 
But  beside  thee,  where  still  my  heart  has  ever  been. 

8. 
Thoughti  of  great  deeds  were  mine,  dear  Friend, 

when  fimts 
Hie  clouds  which  wrap  this  world  fiom  youth  did 


noifaa 


I  do  remember  well  the  hour  which  burst 
^   My  spirit* s  sleep :  a  fresh  May-dawn  it  was, 
Wlien  I  walk*d  forth  upon  the  glittering  grass, 
And  wept,  I  knew  not  why ;  until  there  rase 
From  the  near  school-room,  voices,  that,  alas! 
Wen  but  one  echo  from  a  world  of  woes — 
The  harsh  and  grating  strife  of  tyranti  and  of  foes. 

4. 
And  then  I  dasp'd  my  hands  and  look*d  around — 
— ^Bnt  none  waa  near  to  mock  my  streaming  eyes, 
Which  pour'd  their  warm  drops  on  the  simny 

ground — 
So  without  shame,  I  spake : — ^  I  vnll  be  wise, 
And  jtist,  and  free,  ai^  mild,  if  in  me  lies 
Such  power,  for  I  grow  weary  to  behold 
The  selfish  and  the  strong  still  tyrannize 
Without  reproach  or  check."    I  then  controll'd 
■My  team,  my  heart  grew  calm,  and  I  was  meek  and  bold. 


5. 

And  from  that  hour  did  I  with  earnest  tbcNigliX 
Heap  knowledge  fiom  forbidden  mines  of  ]ior% 
Yet  nothing  that  my  tyrants  knew  or  taught 
I  cared  to  learn,  but  fiom  that  secret  store 
Wrought  linked  arinor  for  my  soul,  before 
It  might  walk  forth  to  war  among  manlrini!  - 
Thus  power  and  hope  were  strengthened 

and  mora 
Within  me,  till  there  came  tipon  ray  nund 
A  sense  of  lonelinen,  a  thirrt  with  which  I  pined. 

6. 

Alas,  that  love  should  be  aiHig^  said 
To  those  who  seek  all  sympatUea  in  one 
Such  once' I  sought  in  vain;  then  blaek 
Tbib  shadow  of  a  starlsH  night,  was  thro 
Over  the  world  in  which  I  moved  ahme  >• 
Tet  never  found  I  one  not  false  to  me. 
Hard  hearts,  and  cold,  like  weights  of  kj 
Which  crushed  and  withered  mine,  that  eould 
Aught  hot  a  lifeless  dog,  nntil  revived  by  diee 

7. 

Thoa  Friend,  whose  presence  on  ny  wintry  hieait 
FeU,  like  bright  Spring  upon  some  hethleas  plain ; 
How  beautiful  and  calm  and  free  thoa  weic 
In  thy  young  wisdom,  when  the  mmtal  chain 

\  Of  Custom  thou  didst  burst  and  rend  in  twain. 

/  And  walked  as  free  as  light  the  .clouds  among; 

f  Which  many  an  envious  slave  then  breathed  in  vain 

^  From  his  dim  dungeon,  and  my  spirit  sprang 
To  meet  thee  from  the  woes  which  bed  begirt  it  long! 

a 

No  more  alone  throogfa  the  world's  wildeniesi^ 
Although  i  trod  the  paths  of  high  intent. 
I  joumey'd  now :  no  more  companionleH; 
Where  solitude  is  like  despair,  I  went^— 
There  is  the  wiedom  of  a  stem  oontant 
When  Poverty  can  blight  the  just  and  good. 
When  Infamy  dares  mock  die  innocent,  • 
And  cherished  fiiends  turn  with  the  mnllitade 
To  trample :  diis  was  oun,  and  we  imahafcrw  stood ! 

9. 

Now  has  descended  a  aerener  hoar, 

And  with  inconstant  fortune,  fiiepds  retam ; 

Though  suffering  leaves  the  btowledge  and  Aa 

power 
Which  says  >— Let  soom  be  not  repaid  wifli  seom 
And  from  thy  side  two  gentle  babes  are  bora 
To  fill  our  home  with  smileir  and  thus  are  we 
Most  fortunate  beneath  lifo's  beaming  mora; 
And  theae  deliglits,  and  thou  have  been  to  me 
The  parenis  of  the  Song  I  conaecrale  to  thee. 

10. 

Is  it,  that  now  my  inexperienced  fingeis 
But  strike  the  prelude  of  a  loftier  strain  f 
Or,  must  die  lyre  on  which  my  spirit  lingelB 
Soon  pause  in  silence,  ne'er  to  sound  again. 
Though  it  might  shake  the  Anardi  Custom's  re^ 
And  charm  the  minds  of  men  to  Truth's  own  swsy 
Holier  than  was  Ampfaion's?  I  would  foin 
Reply  in  hope — ^but  I  am  worn  away. 
And  Death  and  Love  are  yet  contending  IbrdMir  pny 
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11 

And  ijrfaat  art  tkou  1 1  know,  but  dam  not  speak: 
Time  nay  interpret  to  hie  ailent  yean. 
Tet  in  the  peleneH  of  tby  thoughtful  cheek. 
And  in  the  light  thine  ample  Ibrehead  wears. 
And  in  thy  sweete^jt  smiles,  and  in  thy  tears. 
And  in  thy  gentle  speech,  a  prophecy 
Is  whjspePd,  to  subdue  my  fondest  fears :    >    ' 
And  through  thine  eyea,  even  iii  thy  soul  I  see 
A  lamp  pf  vestal  fire  burning  intetnally. 

12. 

They  say  that  thou  wert  lovely  from  thy. birth, 
Of  glorious  parenti,  thou  aspiring  Child. 
I  wonder  not— for  One  then  left  this  earth 
Whose  life  was  like  a  setting  planet  mild. 
Which  clothed  thee  in  the  radiance  undefiled 
Of  its  departing  gbry ;  still  her  fame 
Shines  on  thee,  through  the  tempests  dark  and  wild 
Which  shake  these  latter  days ;  and  thou  canst  claim 
The  skelter,  from  thy  Sire,  of  an  immortal  name. 

la. 

One  voice  came  forth  from  many  a  mighty  spirit, 
Which  was  the  echo  of  three  thousand  years; 
And  the  tumoltuoos  world  stood  mute  to  hear  it. 
As  some  lone  man  who  in  a  desert  hears 
The  music,  or  his  home  >-un  wonted  fears 
Fell  on  the  pale  oppressors  of  our  race, 
And  Faith,  and  Custom,  and  low-thoughted  cares, 
Like  thunderstricken  dragons,  for  a  space 
Lsft  the  tors  human  heart,  their  food  and  dwelling- 
place. 

14. 

Tnith*s  deathless  voice  pauses  among  mankind ! 
If  there  must  be  no  response  to  my  cry — 
If  men  must  rise  and  stamp  with  fury  blind 
On  Iiis  pure  name  who  loves  them; — thou  and  I, 
Sweet  friend !  ten  look  from  our  tranquillity 
like  lamps  into  the  world's  tempestuous  night, — 
Two  treoquil  stars,  while  clouds  are  passing  by 
Which  wrap  them  Horn  the  foundering  seaman'^ 
sight. 
That  bum  from  year  to  year  with  unextinguished  light 


CANTO  L 


Wbih  the  last  hope  of  trampled  France  had  iail*d 
like  a  brief  dream  of  unreraaining  glory, 
From  visions  of  despair  I  rose,  and  scaled 
The  peak  of  an  aerial  promontory, 
Whose cavem'd  base  w  iih  the  vextsuige  washoaiy ; 
And  saw  the  golden  dawn  break  forth,  and  waken 
Each  cb>ud,  and  every  wave : — but  transitory 
The  calm :  for  sudden,  the  firm  earth  was  shaken. 
As  if  by  the  last  wreck  iia  frame  were  overtaken. 


a 

So,  as  I  stood,  one  blast  of  muttering  thunder 
Burst  in  for  peals  along  the  waveloss  deej). 
When,  gathering  fiist,'  around,  above  and  under, 
I/>ng  trains  of  tremulous  mist  began  to  creep, 
Until  their  complicating  lines  did  steep 
The  orient  sun  in  shadow . — ^not  a  sound 
Was  heard  ;  one  horrible  repose  did  keep 
The  forests  and  the  floods,  and  all  around 
Darkness  more  dread  than  night  was  pour'd  upon 
the  ground.   '  ' 

m. 

Hark!  'tis  Uie  rushing  of  a  wind  that  sweeps 
Earth  and  the  oceap.  .  See!  the  lightnings  yawn 
Deluging  Heaven  with  fire,  and  the  lash'd  deeps 
Glitter  and  buil  beneath :  it  rages  on. 
One  mighty  stream,  whirlwind  and  waves  upthiown, 
Lightning,  and  hail,  and  darkness  eddying  by. 
There  is  a  pause-rHhe  sea-birds,  that  were  gone 
Into  their  caves  to  ;ihriek,  come  forth,  to  spy 
What  calm  has  faU'n  on  earth,  what  light  is  in  Uie  sky. 

IV. 

For,  where  the  irresiBtible  storm  had  doven 
That  fearful  darkness,  the  blue  sky  was  seen 
Fretted  with  many  a  fair  cloud  interuoven 
Most  delicately,  and  the  ocean  green. 
Beneath  tliat  opening  spot  of  blue  perene, 
Quivered  like  burning  emerald :  calm  was  spread 
On  all  below;  but  fhr  on  high,  between 
Earth  o^nd  the  upper  air,  the  vast  clouds  fled. 
Countless  and  swiA  as  leaves  on  autumn's  tempest 
shed. 

V. 

For  ever,  as  dio  war  became  more  fierce 
Between  the  whirlwinds  and  the  rack  on  high. 
That  spot  grew  more  serene ;  blue  light  did  pierce 
Tho  woof  of  those  white  clouds,  which  secm'd  to  lie 
Far,  deep,  and  motionless;  while  through  the  sky 
The  pallid  semicircle  of  the  moon 
Past  on,  in  slow  and  moving  majesty ; 
Its  upper  horn  army'd  in  mists,  which  soon 
But  slowly  fled,  like  dew  beneath  the  beams  of  noon. 

VI. 

I  could  not  choose  but  gaze ;  a  foscinati^n 
'Dwelt  in  that  moon,  and  sky,  and  clouds,  which  draw 
My  fancy  thither,  and  in  expecmtion 
Of  what  I  knew  not,  I  remained : — the  hue 
Of  the  white  moon,  amid  that  Heaven  so  blue. 
Suddenly  stain'd  with  shadow  did  appear; 
A  speck,  a  cloud,  a  shape,  approaching  grew. 
Like  a  great  ship  in  the  sun's  sinking  sphere 
Beheld  afar  at  sea,  and  swift  it  canie  anear. 

VII. 

Even  like  a  bark,  which  from  a  chasm  of  mountainab 
Dark,  vast,  and  overhanging,  on  a  river 
Which  there  collects  the  strength  of  all  its  fountains. 
Comes  forth,  wliilst  with  the  speed  its  frame  doth 

quiver. 
Sails,  oan,  and  stream,  tending  to  one  endeavor; 
So,  fit>m  that  chasm  of  light  a  winged  Form   • 
On  all  the  winds  of  Heaven  approaching  ever 
Floated,  dilating  as  it  came :  the  storm 
PuTiued  it  with  fierce  bJasti,  and  lightnings  swift  and 

warm. 
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vm. 

A  coune  ]»ecipitotu,  of  dizzy  speed, 
Suspending  thought  and  breath;  a  monstious  sight! 
For  in  the  air  do  I  behold  indeed 
An  Eagle  and  a  Serpent  wreathed  in  fight:— 
And  now  relaxing  its  imp^luops  flight. 
Before  the  aerial  rock  on  which  I  stood, 
The  Eagle,  hovering,  wheel'd  t6  left  and  right. 
And  hung  with  fingering  wings  over  the  flood, 
And  startled  with  its  yells  the  wide  air>  solitude. 

rx. 

A  shaft  of  light  upon  iis  wings  descended. 
And  every  golden  feather  gleam'd  therein — 
(leather  and  scale  inextricably  blended. 
The  Serpent's  niaiVd  and  many-color'd  skin 
Shone  through)  the  plumes  its  coils  were  twined 

within 
By  nAny  a  swollen  and  knotted  ibid,  and  high 
And  far,  the  neck  receding  lithe  and  thib, 
Sustain'd  a  crested  head,  which  warily 
Shifted  and  glanced  before  the  Eagle's  stediaat  eye. 

X. 

Around,  around,  in  ceaseless  circles  wheeling 
With  clang  of  wings  and  scream,  the  Eagle  sail'd 
Incessantly — soraeiiines  on  high  concealing 
Its  lessening  orbs,  sometimes  as  if  it  fail'd, 
Droop'd  through  the  air ;  and  still  it  shriek'd  and 

waiVd, 
And  casting  back  its  eager  head,  with  beak 
And  talon  unreniittingly  ossail'd 
The  wreathed  Serpent,  who  did  ever  seek 
Upon  his  enemy's  heart  a  mortal  wound  to  wreak. 

XI. 

What  life,  whht  pow«r,  was  kindled  and  arose 
Within  the  sphere  of  that  appalling  firay ! 
For,  from  the  encounter  of  those  wondrous  foes, 
A  vapor  like  the  sea's  suspended  spray 
Hung  gather'd :  in  the  void  ur,  far  away, 
Floated  the  shatter'd  plumes;  bright  scales  did  leap. 
Where'er  the  Eagle's  talons  made  their  way, 
like  sparks  into  the  darkness ; — as  ihey  sweep* 
Blood  stains  the  snowy  ioam  of  the  tumultuous  deep« 

XII   . 
Swift  chances  in  that  combat — ^many  a  check. 
And  many  a  change,  a  dark  and  wild  turmoil ; 
Sometimes  the  Snako  around  his  enemy's  neck 
I/)ck*d  in  stiff  rings  his  adamantine  coil, 
Until  the  Eagle,  faint  with  pain  and  toil. 
Remitted  his  strong  flight,  and  near  the  sea 
Languidly  flutter'd,  liopeless  so  to  foil 
His  adversary,  who  then  rear'd  on  high 
His  red  and  burning  crest,  radiant  with  victory. 

XIII. 

Then  on  the  white  edge  of  the  bursting  surge. 
Where  they  had  sunk  together,  would  die  Snake 
Relax  his  siiflbcating  grasp,  and  scourge 
The  wind  with  his  wild  writhings ;  for  to  bre&k 
That  chain  of  torment,  the  vast  bird  would  shake 
The  strength  of  his  unoonquerable  wings 
As  in  despair,  and  with  his  sinewy  neck, 
X>faBolve  in  sudden  shock  those  linked  rings. 
Then  0oar--aa  svrift  m  smoke  from  a  volcano  springs. 


XIV. 

Wile  baffled  wile,  and  strength  encountered  acmigthi 
Thus  long,  but  unprevailxng : — the  event 
Of  that  portentous  fight  appeared  at  length : 
Until  tiie  lamp  of  day  was  almost  spent 
It  had  endured,  when  lifeless,  stark,  and  rent. 
Hung  high  that  mighty  19erpent,  and  at  last 
Fell  to  the  sea,  while  o'er  the  continent, 
With  clang  of  wings  and  scream  the  £2agle  past, 
Heavilj^  home  away  on  the  exhausted  blaat. 

XV. 

And  with  it  fled  die  tempest,  so  that  ocean 

And  earth  and  sky  shone  through  the  atmosphere-— 

.  Only,  'twas  strange  to  see  the  red  commotion 
Of  waves  like  mountains  o'er  the  sinking  sphere 
Of  sunset  sweep,  and  their  fierce  roar  to  hear 
Amid  the  calm :  down  the  steep  path  I  wound 
To  the  sea-shore— the  eveniitg  was  most  clear 
And  beautiful,  and  there  the  sea  I  found 

Calm  as  a  cradled  child  in  dreamless  slumber  bound. 


XVI. 

There  was  a  Woman,  beautiful  as  morning. 
Sitting  beneath  the  rocks,  upon  the  sand 
Of  the  waste  sea — fair  as  one  flower  adorning 
An  icy  wilderness — each  delicate  band 
Lay  cross'd  upon  her  bosom,  and  the  bond 
Of  her  dark  hair  had  fall'n,  and  so  she  sate 
Looking  upon  the  waves ;  on  the  bare  strand 
Upon  the  sea-mark  a  small  boat  did  wait. 
Fair  as  herself,  like  Love  by  Hope  left  desolate. 

xvn. 

It  seem'd  that  this  fair  Shape  had  look'd  upoo 
That  unimaginable  tight,  and  now 
That  her  sweet  eyes  were  w*eary  of  the  sun. 
As  brightly  it  illustrated  her  woe; 
For  in  the  tears  which  silently  to  flow 
Paused  not,  its  lustre  hung :  she  watching  ay<e 
The  fbam-wreaihs  which  the  faint  tide  wove  below 
Upon  the  spangled'sands,  groan'd  heavily, 
And  after  every  groan  look'd  up  over  the 


xvni. 

And  when  she  saw  the  wounded  Serpent  make 
His  path  between  the  waves,  her  lips  grew  pale. 
Parted,  and  quiver'd ;  the  tears  ceased  to  hreek 
From  her  immovable  eyes ;  no  voice  of  waii 
Escaped  her ;  but  she  rose,  and  on  the  gale 
Loosening  her  star-bright  robe  and  shadowy  hair 
Pour'd  forth  her  voice ;  the  caverns  of  the  vale 
That  open'd  to  the  ocean,  caught  it  there. 
And  fill'd  with  silver  sounds  the  overflowing  eir. 

XIX. 

She  spake  in  language,  whose  strange  melody 
Might  not  belong  to  earth.    I  heard,  alone. 
What  made  its  music  more  melodious  be. 
The  pity  and  the  love  of  every  tone; 
But  to  the  Soake  those  accents  sweet  were  known 
-  Hfs  native  tongue  and  hers ;  nor  did  he  beat 
The  hoar  spray  idly  then,  but  winding  on 
Through  the  green  shadows  of  the  waves  that  meet 
Near  to  the  shore,  did  pause  beside  her  snowy  feet 
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Hien  oa  Ihe  ntidi  the  Woman  late  again. 
And  wept  and  clasp'd  her  hands,  and  all  between, 
Itenew'd  the  uniBtelligihle  strain 
Of  her  melodious  Yoice  and  eloquent  mien ; 
And  she  unveilM  her  bosom,  and  the  green 
And  glancing  shadows  of  the  sea  did  play 
O'er  its  marmoreal  depth :— one  moment  seen. 
For  ere  the  next,  the  Serpent  did  obey 
Her  voice,  and,  coii'd  in  rest,  in  her  embrace  it  lay. 

XXI 

Then  she  arose,  and  smiled  on  me  with  eyei 
Serene  yet  sonrowmg,  like  that  planet  iair. 
While  yet  the  daylight  lingeroth  iii  the  skies 
Whick  cleaves  with  arrowy  beams  the  dark-red  air, 
And  said :  To  grieve  is  wise,  but  the  despair 
Wss  weak  and  vain  which  led  thee  here  fromsleep : 
This  shalt  thou  know,  and  more,  if  thou  dost  dare 
With  me  and  with  this  Serpent,  o'er  the  deep^ 
A  voyage  divine  and  strange,  oompanwnship  to  keepu 


Her  voice  was  like  the  vidldest.  saddest  tone, 
Yet  sweet,  of  some  loved  voice  heard  long  ago. 
I  wept     ShaU  this^  fiiir  woman  all  alone 
Over  the  sea  with  that  fierce  Serpent  go  ? 
His  head  is  on  her  heart,  and  who  can  know 
How  soon  he  may  devour  his  feeble  prey  ? — 
Such  were  my  thoughts,  vdien  the  tide  'gan  to  flow; 
And  that  strange  boat  like  ihe  moon's  shade  did  sway 
Amid  reflected  stars  that  in  the  waters  lay. 

xxni. 

A  boat  of  rare  device,  which  had  no  sail 
Bo)  its  own  carved  prow  of  thin  moonstone. 
Wrought  Kke  a  web  of  texture  fine  and  irail. 
To  caich  thoae  gentlest  winds  which  are  not  known 
To  breathe,  but  by  the  steady  speed  alone. 
With  which  it  cleaves  the  sparkling  sea ;  and  now 
We  are  embark'd,  the  mountains  hang  and  finown 
Over  the  starry  deep  that  gleams  below 
A  vast  and  dim  expanse,  as  o'er  the  waves  we  ga 

'      XXIV. 

And  as  we  aail'd,  a  strange  and  awful  tale 
That  Woman  told,  like  such  mysterious  dream 
As  makes  die  slumberer's  cheek  with  wonder  pale! 
Twas  midnight,  and  around,  a  shoreless  stream, 
Wide  o<Sban  roU'd,  when  that  nuyesdc  theme 
Shrined  in  her  heart  found  utterance,  and  she  bent 
Her  looks  on  nune^  thoee  eyes  a  kindling  beam 
Of  love  divine  into  my  spirit  sent, 
And  ere  her  lips  could  move,  made  the  air  eloquent 

XXV 

Speak  not  to  me,  but  hear!  much  shalt  thou  learn. 
Much  must  remain  unthought,  and  more  untold. 
In  the  dark  Future's  eveMowing  nm : 
Know  then,  that  from  the  depth  of  ages  old 
Two  Powen  o'er  mortal  things  dominion  hold 
Roling  the  world  with  a  divided  lot, 
Inunortal,  all  pervading,  manifold, 
Twm  Genii,  equal  Gods—when  life  and  tbQught 
Sprsng  forth,  they  bunt  the  womb  of  inessential 
Naught 


XXVI. 

The  earliest  dweller  of  the  worid  alone, 
Stood  on  the  veige  of  chaos :  Lo !  afar 
O'er  the  wide  wild  abyss  f^'o  meteors  shone 
Sprung  from  the  depth  of  its  tempestuous  jar* 
A  blood-r^  Comet  and  the  Morning  Star 
Mingling  their  beams  in  combat — as  he  stood. 
All  thoughts  within  his  mind  waged  mutual  war 
In  dreadful  sympathy — when  to  the  flood 
That  fiiir  Star  fell,  he  tum'd  and  shed  liis  brother's  blooci. 

XXVII. 

Thus  evil  triuroph'd,  and  the  Spirit  of  evil. 
One  Pbwer  of  many  shapes  which  none  may  know 
One  Shape  of  many  names;  the  Fiend  did  revel 
In  victory,  reigning  o'er  a  world  of  woe, 

•    For  the  new  race  of  man  went  to  and  fro, 
Fomish'd  and  homeless,  lothed  and  lothing,  wild. 
And  hating  good~for  his  immortal  ibe. 
He  changed  from  starry  shape,  beauteous  and  mild 

To  a  dire  Snake,  with  man  and  beast  unreconciled 

xxvin. 

The  darkness  lingering  o'er  the  dawn  of  things. 
Was  £virs  breath  and  life :  this  made  him  strong 
To  soar  aloA  with  overshadowing  wings ; 
And  the  great  Spirit  of  Good  did  creep  amon^ 
The  nations  of  mankind,  and  every  tongue 
Cursed  and  blasphemed  him  as  he  past ;  for  none 
Knew  good  from  evil,  though  their  names  were  hung 
In  mockery  o'er  the  fane  where  many  a  groan, 
As  King,  and  Lord,  and  God,  the  conquering  Fiend  did 
own. 

XXIX. 

The  fiend,  whose  name  was  Legion ;  Death,  Decay, 
Earthquitke  and  Blight,  and  Want,and  Madness  pale. 
Winged  and  wan  diseases,  an  array 
Numerous  as  leaves  that  strew  the  autumnal  gale ; 
Poison,  a  snake  in  flowers,  beneath  the  veil 
Of  food  and  mirth,  hiding  his  mortal  head ; 
And,  without  whom  all  these  might  naught  avail, 
Fear,  Hatred,  Faith,  and  Tyranny,  who  spread 
Those  subtle  nets  which  snare  the  living  and  the  dead* 

XXX. 

His  spirit  is  their  power,  and  they  lus  davea 
In  air,  and  light,  and  thought,  and  language  dwell; 
And  keep  their  state  from  palaces  to  graves, 
In  all  resorts  of  men — invisible. 
But  when,  in  ebon  mirror.  Nightmare  fell 
To  tyrant  or  impostor  bids  them  rise, 
Black  winged  demon  forms — ^whom,  irom  the  hell, 
His  reign  and  dwelling  beneath  nether  skies, 
He  loosens  to  their  dark  and  blasting  ministries. 

XXXI. 

In  the  world's  youth  his  empire  was  as  firm 
As  its  foundations-HMon  the  Spirit  of  Good, 
Though  in  the  likeness  of  a  lothesome  vtrorra. 
Sprang  from  the  billows  of  the  formless  flood. 
Which  shrank  and  fled;  and  with  that  fiend  of  Uood 
Renew'd  the  doubtful  war — ^thrones  then  first  shook. 
And  earth's  immense  and  trampled  multitude, 
In  hope  OR  their  own  powers  began  to  look. 
And  Fear,  the  demon  pale,  his  sanguine  shrine  foir- 
sook. 
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xxxn. 

'nien  Greece  aioee,  and  to- its  bards  and  Bagea,' 
In  dream,  the  golden-pinion'd  Genii  came. 
Even  where  they  slept  amid  the  night  of  ages^ 
Steeping  their  hearts  in  the  divinest  Ibune, 
Which  thy  breath  kindled.  Power  of  holiest  name! 
And  oA  in  cycles  since,  when  darkness  gave 
New  weapons  to  thy  foe,  their  sunlike  fhme 
Upon  the  combat  shone— a  light  to  save,  ^ 
like  Paradise  spread  forth  beyond  the  shadowy  grave. 

xxxm. 

Such  is  this  conflict — when  mankind  dodi  strive 
With  its  oppreasorB  in  a  strife  of  blood. 
Or  when  free  thoughts,  like  lightnings,  are  alive ; 
And  in  each  bosom  of  the  multitude 
Justice  and  truth,  with  custom's  hydra  brood. 
Wage  silent  war ; — when  priests  and  kings  dissemble 
In  noiles  or  frowns  their  flerce  disquietude, 
When  round  pure  hearts,  a  host  of  hopes  assemble, 
The  Snake  and  Eagle  meet — ^the  world's  foundations 
tremble .' 

XXXIV. 

Thou  hast  beheld  that  fight — ^when  to  thf  home 
Thou  dost  return,  steep  not  its  hearth  in  tears ; 
Hiough  thou  mayst  hear  that  earth  is  now  become 
The  t]rrant*s  garbage,  which  to  his  compeers, 
The  vile  reward  of  their  dishonor'd  years. 
He  will  dividing  give. — ^The  victor  Fiend 
Omnipotent  of  yore,  now  quails,  and  fears  - 
His  triumph  dearly  won,  which  soon  will  lend 
An  impulse  swifl  and  sure  to  his  approaching  end. 

XXXV. 

list,  stranger,  list!  mine  is  a  human  form, 
Like  that  thou  wearest — touch  me— shrink  not  now ! 
My  hand  thou  feel'st  is  not  a  ghost's,  but  warm 
With  human  blood. — T  was  many  years  ago, 
Since  first  my  thirsting  soul  aspired  to  know 
The  secrets  of  this  wondrous  world,  when  deep 
My  heart  was  pierced  with  sympathy,  for  woe 
Which  could  not  be  mine  own — and  thought  did 
keep 
In  dream,  unnatural  watch  beside  an  infiuit's  sleeps 

XXXVJ, 

Woe  oouM  not  be  mine  own,  since  far  inm  men 
I  dwelt,  a  free  and  happy  orphan  child, 
By  the  seashore,  in  a  deep  mountain  glen ; 
And  near  the  waves,  and  through  the  forests  wild, 
1  roam'd,  to  storm  and  darkness  reconciled : 
For  I  was  calm  while  tempest  shook  the  sl^ : 
But  when'  the  breathless  heavens  in  beau^  amUed, 
I  wept,  sweet  tears,  yet  too  tumtiltuously 
For  peace,  and  clasp'd  my  hands  alofl  in  ecstasy. 

xxxvn. 

Tlioae  were  forebodings  of  my  fate— ^before 
A  woman's  heart  beat  in  my  viigin  breast 
It  had  been  nurtured  in  divinest  lore : 
A  dying  poet  gave  me  books,  and  bleat 
With  wild  but  holy  talk  the  sweet  unrest 
In  which  I  watcji'd  him  as  he  died  away — 
A  youth  with  hoary  hair — a  fleeting  guest 
Of  our  lone  mountains — and  this  lore  did  sway 
My  ipuit  like  a  storm,  contending  there  alway. 


xxxvm. 

Thus  the  dark  tale  which  history  doth  unfold, 
I  knew,  but  not,  methinks,  as  others  know. 
For  they  weep  not ;  and  Wisdom  had  unron*d 
The  clouds  which  hide  the  gulf  of  mosial  woe 
To  few  can  she  that  warning  vision  show. 
For  I  loved  all  things  with  intense  devotipn  ; 
So  that  when  Hope's  deep  source  in  ihllest  fk»w, 
like  earthquake  did  uplift  the  stagnant  ocean 

Of  human  thoughts — mine  shook  beneath  the 
emotion. 

XXXIX. 
When  first  the  living  blood  through  all  dieae 
Kindled  a  thought  in  sense,  great  France  spnng 

forth. 
And  seized,  as  if  to  bredc,  the  ponderous  dnins 
Which  bind  in  woe  the  natkms  of  die  earth. 
I  saw,  and  started  from  my  cottage  hearth ; 
And  to  the  clouds  and  waves  in  tameless  gladness, 
Shriek'd,  till  they  caught  immeasunble  mirth—. 
And  laugh'd  in  light  and  music :  8oon,8weet  madness 

Was  pour'd  upon  my  heart,  a  soft  and  thrilling  sadnnsi 

XL 

Deep  slumber  fell  on  me : — ^niy  dreams  were  fire 
Soil  and  delightful  thoughts  did  rest  and  bover 
Like  shadows  o'er  my  brain ;  and  strange  dewe. 
The  tempest  of  a  passion,  raging  over 
My  tranquil  soul,  its  depths  with  \ighx  did  cover. 
Which  past ;  and  calm,  and  darkness,  sweeter  £a 
Came — then  I  loved ;  but  not  a  human  lover ! 
For  when  I  rose  from  sleep,  the  Morning  Star 
Shone  through  the  woodbine  wreaths  which  ivund 
my  casement  were. 

XU. 
Twas  like  an  eye  which  seem'd  to  sraile  od  me 
I  watch'd,  till  by  the  sun  made  pale,  it  sank 
Under  the  billows  of  the  heaving  sea ; 
But  from  its  beams  deep  love  my  spirit  dmnk. 
And  to  my  brain  the  boundless  worid  now  shrank 
Into  one  thought— one  image-^yes,  for  ever! 
Even  like  the  day-«pring,  pour'd  on  vapors  dank. 
The  beams  of  that  one  Star  did  shoot  and  qairer 
Through  my  benighted  mind— and  were  extinguish'd 
never. 

XUL 

The  day  past  thus:  at  night.  Bethought  m  4tmm 
A  shape  of  speechless  beauty  did  appear: 
It  stood  like  light  on  a  careering  stream 
Of  golden  clouds  which  shook  the 
A  winged  youth,  its  radiant  brow  did 
The  Morning  Star :  a  wild  dissolving  bliss 
Over  my  frame  he  breathed,  approaching  near. 
And  bent  his  eyes  of  kindling  tenderness 
Near  mine,  and  on  my  lips  impressed  a  lioferii^  kas 

XLm. 
And  said :  a  Spirit  loves  thee,  mortal  maiden. 
How  wilt  thou  prove  thy  worth  ?  Then  joy-and  sleep 
Together  fled,  my  soul  was  deeply  laden. 
And  to  the  shore  I  went  to  muse  and  weep; 
But  as  I  moved,  over  my  heart  did  creep 
A  joy  less  sofl,  but  more  profound  and  stroqg 
Than  my  sweet  dream ;  ^nd  it  forbade  to  keep 
The  path  of  the  sea-shore :  that  Spirit's  tongue 
Seem'd  whispering  in  my  heart,  and  bore  my  stepa 
akiig. 
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xuv. 

How,  to  that  vast  and  peopled  citjr  ledt 

Which  was  «  field  of  holy  warfiue  then, 

I  walk*d  amoog  Uio  dying  and  the  dead, 

And  shared  in  ftarlos  deecb  with  evil  men. 

Calm  as  an  angel  in  the  dragon's  den — 

How  I  hmved^ death  for  Ijberty  and  truth. 

And  apnm'd  at  peace,  and  power,  and  fiime{  and 

when 
Those  hopes  had  kwt  the  glory  of  their  youth, 
Hjw  sadly  I  retom'd^-might  move  the  hearer's  ruth : 

3CLV. 

Warm  tears  thioag  ftst!  the  tale  may  not  be  said— 
Kjdow  then,  that  when  this  grief  had  been  subdued, 
I  was  not  led,  like  othecs,  cold  and  dead ; 
The  Spirit  whom  I  loved  in  sobtqde 
8«Miain*d  his  child :  the  tempestshaken  wood. 
The  waves,  the  fountains,  and  the  hush  of  night— 
Theae  were  his  voice,  and  well  I  utiderstood 
His  smile  divine,  when  the  calm.sea  was  bright 
With  silent  stars,  and  Heaven  was  breathless  with 
delight 

XLVL 

In  lonely  glens  amid  the  roar  of  rivers, 
When  the  dim  nights  were  moonless,  have  I  known 
Joys  which  no  tongue  can  tell ;  my  pale  lip  quivers 
When  thought  revisits  them : — know  thou  alone. 
That  after  many  wondrous  yean  were  flown, 
I  was  awakened  by  a  shriek  of  woe ; 
And  over  me  a  mystic  robe  was  thrown. 
By  viewless  hands,  and  a  bright  star  did  glow 
Befikre  my  steps — the  Snake  then  met  his  mortal  ibe. 

XLVn. 

Thon  fearest  not  then  the  Serpent  on  thy  heart  t 
Fear  it !  she  said,  with  brief  and  passionate  cry, 
And  spake  no  more :  that  silence  made  me  start — 
I  look'd,  and  we  were  sailing  pleasantly, 
Swift  as  a  cloud  between  the  sea  and  sky, 
Beneath  the  rising  moon  seen  far  «way ; 
Mountains  of  ice,  like  sapphire,  piled  on  high. 
Hemming  the  horhoon  round,  in  silence  lay 
On  die  stiU  watei»— these  we  did  approach  alway, 

3CLVIII. 

And  swift  and  swifler  grew  the,  vesiers  moiioo, 
Sb  that  a  diaiy  trance  fell  on  my  brain — 
Wild  music  woke  me :  we  had  past  the  ocean 
Which  girds  the  pole,  Nature's  remotest  reign — 
And  we  glode  ftBtH>'er  a  pellucid  plain 
Of  waters^  anrs  with  the  noon-tide  day. 
Ethereal  mountains  shone  around— a  Fane 
Stood  in  the  midst,  girt  by  ^reen  isles  which  ley 
Cfei  the  blue  rjnny  deep,  resplendent  far  away. 

XLIX. 

It  was  a  Temple,  such  as  mortal  hand 
Has  never  built,  nor  ecstasy,  nor  dream. 
Reared  in  the  cities  of  enchanted  land ; 
Twas  Hkest  Heaven,  ere  yet  day's  purple  stream 
Ebbs  o'er  the  western  forest,  while  the  gleam 
01  tne  unrisen  moon  among  the  clouds 
Is  gathering — ^when  with  m^ny  a  golden  beam 
Tile  thronging  constellations  rush  m  crowdsi 
Plaving  with  fire  the  sky  and  the  marmoreal  floods. 

2H 


like  what  may  be  conceived  of  thir  vast  dome, 
"  When  from  the  depths  whioh  thought  can  seldom 
pierce. 
Genius  beholds  it  rise,  his  native  home. 
Girt  by  the  desorts  of  the  Universe, 
Yet,  nor  in  paintina's  light,  or  mightier  yeiaet 
Or  sculpture's  marole  language  can  invest 
That  shape  to  mortal  sens»— such  glooms  imnem 
That  incommunicable  sight,  and  rest 
Upon  the  laboring  brain  and  overburthen'd  breast. 

Winding  apMDg  the  lawny  islaods  fair. 
Whose  bkxMny  forests  starred  the  shadowy  deep. 
The  wingless  boat  paused  where  an  ivory  stair 
Its  fretwork  in  the  crystal  sea  did  steeps 
Encircling  that  vast  Fane's  aerial  heap : 
We  disembark'd,  and  through  a  portal  wide 
We  pass'd — whose  roof  of  moonsione  carved^  did 
keep 
'  A  glimmering  o'er  the  forms  on  every  side. 
Sculptures  like  life  and  thought;  immovable,  deep- 
eyed. 

UL 

We  came  to  a  vast  hall,  whose  glorious  roof 
Was  diamond,  which  had  drunk  the  lightning'ssheen 
In  darkness,  and  now  pour'd  it  through  the  woof 
Of  spell-inwoven  clouds  hung  there  to  screen 
Its  blinding  splendor — through  such  veil  was  seen 
That  work  of  subtlest  power,  divine  and  rare ; 
Orb  above  orb,  with  starry  shapes  between. 
And  homed  moons,  and  meteors  strange  and  fair, 
On  night-black  columns  poisedr— one  hollow  hemi- 
sphere! 

LIIL 

Ten  thousand  columns  in  that  quivering  tight 
Distinct— between  whose  shafbi  wound  for  away 
The  long  and  labyrinthine  aisles— more  bright 
With  their  own  radiance  than  the  Heaven  of  Pay ; 
And  on  the  jasper  walls  around,  there  lay 
Paintings,  the  poesy  of  migfadest  thought, 
Which  did  the  Spirit's  history  display ; 
A  tale  of  passionate  ehangei,  divinely  taught. 
Which,  in  their  winged  dance,  nnoooscious  Genii 
wrought. 

LIV. 

Beneath,  there  sate  on  many  a  sapphire  throne. 
The  Great,  who  had  departed  from  mankind, 
A  mighty  Senate , — some,  whose  white  hair  shone 
Likb  mountain  snow,  mild,  beautiful,  and  blind. 
Some,  fomale  forms,  whose  gestures  beam'd  with 

mind; 
And  ardent  youths,  and  children  bright  and  fair ; 
And  some  had  lyres  whose  strings  were  intertwined 
With  pale  and  clinging  flames,  which  ever  there 
Waked  faint  yet  thrilling  sounds  that  pierced  the 

crysml  air. 

LV. 

One  seat  was  vacant  in  the  midst,  a  throne, 
Rear'd  on  a  pyramid  like  sculptured  flame. 
Distinct  with  circling  steps  which  reeled  on 
Their  own  deep  fire— eoon  as  the  Woman  came 
Into  that  hall,  she  shriek'd  the  Spirit's  name 
And  fell ;  and  vanish'd  slowly  from  the  sight 
Darkness  aroae  from  her  dissolving  frame. 
Which  gathering,  fill'd  that  dome  of  woven  Ugh^ 
Bbtting  its  sphered  stars  with  supernatural  mght. 
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LVL 

.  Tlleii  flnt,  two  glittering  lights  "were  leeii  to  glide 
In  circles  on  the  amethystine  floor, 
Small  serpent  eyes  trailing  from  side  to  side, 
like  meteors  on  a  river's  grassy  shore, 
They  round  each  other  h>ll*d,  dilating  more 
And  more — then  kose,  comi^gling  into  one, 
One  clear  and  mighty  ]duiet  hanging  o'er 
A  doud  of  deepest  shadow,  which  was  thrown 
Athwart  the  gl9wing  steps  and  the  ciysliUine  thnoe. 

Lvn. 

The  cloud  which  rested  on  that  cone  of  flame 
Was  cloven  ;  beneath  the  planet  sate  K  Form, 
Fairer  than  tongue  can  speak  or  thought  may  frame, 
The  radiance  of  whose  limbs  rose-like  and  warm 
Flow'd  forth,  and  did  with  soflest  light  in&nn 
The  shadowy  dome,  the  sculptures,  and  the  state 
Of  those  assembled  shapes — wilh  clinging  charm 
Sinking  upon  their  hearts  and  mine>-He  sate 
Migestic,  yet  most  mild — calm,  yet  compassionate. 

LV^IL 

Wonder  and  joy  a  passing  fiunbiess  threw 
Over  my  brow — a  hand  supported  me. 
Whose  touch  was  magic  strength :  an  eye  of  blue 
Look'd  into  mine,  like  moonlight,  soothingly ; 
And  a  voice  said — ^Thou  must  a  listener  be 
This  day — two  mighty  Spirits  now  return, 
like  birds  of  calm,  from  the  world's  raging  sea. 
They  pour  fresh  light  from  Hope's  immortal  um ; 
A  tale  of  human  power — despair  not — ^list  and  learn ! 

LIX. 

I  look*d,  and  lo  t  one  stood  forth  eloquently. 
His  eyes  were  daric  and  deep,  and  the  clear  brow 
Which  shadow'd  them  was  like  the  morning  sky. 
The  cloudless  Heaven  of  Spring,  when  in  their  flow 
Through  the  bright  air,  the  soft  winds  as  ihey  blow 
Wake  die  green  world — ^his  gestures  did  oiej 
The  oracular  mind  that  made  his  features  glow. 
And  where  his  curved  lips  half  open  lay, 
Passion's  divinest  stream  haid  made  impetuous  way. 

LX. 

Beneath  the  darkness  of  his  outspread  hair 
He  stood  thus  beautiful :  but  there  was  One 
Who  sate  beside  him  like  his  shadow  thera. 
And  held  his  hand-^&r  lovelier— she  was  known 
To  be  thus  fair,  by  the  few  lines  alone 
Which  through  herfloating  locks  and  gather'd  cknk, 
Glances  of  soul^diaiolving  glory,  shbne  i — 
None  else  beheld  her  eyes — in  him  they  woke 
Memories  which  found  a  tongue,  as  thus  he  silence 
broke. 


CANTO  a 


I. 


,  The  Btarlight  smile  of  children,  the  aweet  looki 
Of  women,  the  fiur  breast  fiom  which  I  fed. 
The  murmur  of  the  unrepodng  brooks, 

.  And  the  green  light  whicty,  shifting  overtiead. 
Some  tangled  bower  of  vines  around  me  shed. 
The  shells  on  the  sea-sand,  and  the  wild  flowen, 
The  lamp-light  through  the  raflers  cheerly  spread 
And  on  the  twining  flax — in  life's  yoong  hours 
These  sights  and  sounds  did  nqrse  my  spirit's  folded 
powers. 

n. 

In  Aigdlis,  beside  the  echoing  sea. 
Such  impulses  within  my  mortal  frame 
Arose,  and  they  were  dear  to  memory, 
like  tokens  of  the  dead  .* — but  others  came 
Soon,  in  another  shape :  the  wondrous  fiune 
Of  the  past  world,  the  vital  words  and  deeds 
Of  minds  whom  neither  time  nor  change  can  tame 
Traditions  dark  and  Old,  whence  evil  creeds 
Start  forth,  and  whose  dim  shade  a  stream  of  poison 
feeds. 

m. 

I  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  the  various  story 
Of  human  life,  and  wept  unwilling  tears. 
Feeble  historians  of  its  shame  and  glory, 
Falne  disputants  on  all  its  |iopes  and  fears. 
Victims  who  worshipp'd  ruin, — chroruclers 
Of  daily  scorn,  and  slaves  who  lothed  thflir  state; 
Yet  flattering  power  had  given  iis  minisierB 
•A  throne  of  judgment  in  the  grave : — 'twas  fiite, 
That  among  such  as  these  my  youth  should  seek  iis 
mate. 

IV. 

Tlie  land  in  which  I  livedo  by  a  fell  bane 
Was  wither'd  up.    Tyrants  dwelt  side  by  side, 
And  stabled  in  our  hcrniea, — until  the  chain 
Stifled  the  captive's  cry,  and  lo  abide 
That  blasting  corw  men  had  no  shame— «n  vied 
In  evil,  slave  and  despot ;  fear  with  lust. 
Strange  fellowship  through  mutual  hate  had  lied. 
Like  two  dark  serpents  tangled  in  the  dust. 
Which  on  the  paths  of  men  their  mingling  poiMMidinvL 

V. 

Earth,  our  bright  home,  its  mountains  and  its  waien 
And  the  ethereal  shapes  which  are  suspended 
Over  its  green  expanse,  and  those  ^r  daughterly 
The  clouds,  of  Sun  and  Ocean,  who  have  blended 
The  colors  of  the  air  since  first  extended 
It  cradled  the  young  world,  none  wander'd  fbith 
To  see  or  feel :  a  darkness  had  descended 
'  On  every  heart :  the  light  wliich  shows  its  wortk 
Must  among  gentle  thoughts  and  fearleas  take  its  birth 
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VL 

Thii  ▼iial  woild,  this  liomi;  of  happy  spirin, 
Waft  aa  a  dungeon  tD  my  blaated  kind. 
All  that  despair  from  mofder'd  hope  inherits 
They  sought,  and  in  their  helpless  nuaery  blind, 
A  deeper  prison  and  heavier  chains  did  find, 
And  strmger  tyrants .'— a  dark  gulf  before, 
The  realm  of  a  stem  Ruler,  yawn'd  ;  behind, 
Tenor  and  Time  conflicting  drove,  and  bore 
On  their  tempestuous  flood  the  shrieking  wretch  fiom 
shorsb' 

vn. 

Oat  of  fbmt  Ocean's  wrecks  had  Gnitl  and  Woe 
Framed  a  dark  dwelling  for  their  homeless  thought, 
And,  starting  at  the  ghosts  which  to  and  fro 
Glide  o'er  its  dim  and  gloomy  strand,  had  brought 
TYie  worship  thenoe  which  they  each  other  taught. 
Well  might  men  lothe  their  life,  well  might  they 

turn 
Ev^  to  the  ills  again  from  which  ihey  sought 
Such  raAige  after  death ! — ^weU  might  they  leam 
Vo  gaae  <m  this  fair  world  with  hopeless  unoonoem! 

vra. 

For  diey  all  pined  in  bondage ;  body  and  soul, 
Tyrant  and  slave,  victim  and  torturer,  bent 
Before  one  Power,  to  which  supreme  control 
Over  their  will  by  their  own  weakness  lent,  ' 
Made  all  its  many  names  omnipotent ; 
AH  symbols  of  tUnp  evil,  all  divine ; 
And  hjrmns  of  blood  or  mockery,  which  rent 
The  air  from  all  its  fimes,  did  intertwine 
imposture's  impious  toib  romid  each  discordant  shrine^ 

VL 

I  heard,  as  all  have  heard,  life's  various  story. 
And  in  no  careless  heart  transcribed  the  tale ; 
But,  fiom  the  sneers  of  men  who  had  grown  hoary 
In  shame  and  scorn,  from  groans  of  crowds  made 

pale 
By  famine,  from  a  mother's  desolate  wail 
O^er  her  polluted  child,  from  innocent  blood 
Fbur'd  on  the  earth,  and  Imows  anxious  and  pale 
With  the  heart's  warfare ;  did  I  gather  food 
To  feed  my  many  thoughts— a  tameless  multitude ! 


I  wander'd  through  the  wrecks  of  dajrs  departed 
Far  by  the  desolated  shore,  whefk  even 
O'er  &B  still  sea  and  jagged  islets  darted 
The  light  of  moonrise ;  in  the  northern  Heaven, 
Among  the  clouds  near  the  horizon  driven. 
The  mountains  lay  beneath  one  planet  pale ; 
Aroond  me,  broken  tombs  and  columns  riven 
Look'd  vast  in  twilight,  and  the  sorrowing  gale 
Waked  in  those  ruins  gray  its  everlasting  wail ! 

XL 

I  knew  not  who  had  framed  these  wonders  then. 
Mor  had  I  heard  the  story  of  their  deeds ; 
But  dwellings  of  a  race  of  mightier  men. 
And  monuraenti  of  less  ungentle  creeds 
Tell  their  own  tale  to  him  who  wisely  heeds 
The  language  which  they  speak ;  and  now,  to  me 
The  moonlight  making  pale  the  blooming  weeds. 
The  bright  stars  shining  in  the  breathless  sea, 
Interpreted  those  scrolls  of  mortal  mystery. 


xn. 

6ueh  man  has  been,  and  such  may  yet  become ! 
Ay,  wiser,  greater,  gentler,  even  dian  they 
Who  on  the  fragmenla  of  yon  shattered  dome 
Have  stamp'd  the  sign  of  power-^I  felt  the  sway 
Of  the  vast  stream  of  ages  bear  away 
My  floating  thoughts— my  heart  beat  loud  and 

fest^ 
Even  as  a  storm  let  loosa  beneath  the  ray 
Of  the  atill  moon,  my  spirit  onward  past 
Beneath  Truth's  steady  beams  upon  its  tumult  casL 

xm. 

.  It  shall  be  thus  no  more!  too  long,  too  kmg, 
Sons  of  die  glorious  dead  i  have  ye  lain  bound 
In  darkness  and  in  ruin. — Hope  is  strong, 
Justice  and  Truth  their  winged  child  have  found-* 
Awake!  arise!  until  the  mighty  sound 
Of  your  career  shall  Scatter  in  its  gust 
The  thrones  of  the  oppressor,  and  the  ground 
Hide  the  last  altar's  unregarded  dust. 
Whose  Idol  has  so  long  betray'd  your  imptous  trust 

XIV. 

It  must  be  so— >I  will  arise  and  waken 
The  multitude,  and  like  a  sulphurous  hil). 
Which  on  a  sudden  from  its  snows  has  shaken 
The  swoon  of  ages,  it  shall  buret  and  fill 
The' world  with  cleansing  fire;  it  must,  it  will— 
It  diay  not  be  restrain'd . — and  who  shall  stand 
Amid  the  rocking  earthquake  stedfast  still. 
But  Laon  ?  on  high  Freedom's  desert  land 
A  tower  whose  marble  walls  the  leagued  stonns 
withstand  I 

XV. 

One  summer  night,  in  commune  with  the  hope 
Thus  deeply  fed,  amid  those  ruins  gray 
I  watch'd,  beneath  the  dark  sky's  starry  cope; 
And  ever  from  that  hour  upon  me  lay 
The  burthen  of  this  hope,  and  night  or  day« 
In  vision  or  in  dream,  clove  to  my  breast : 
Among  mankind,  or  when  gone  far  away 
To  the  lone  shores  and  mountains,  'twas  a  guest. 
Which  fbllow'd  where  1  fled,  and  watoh'd  when  I 
did  rest 

XVI. 

These  hopes  fbtmd  words  through  which  my  spirit 

sought 
To  weave  a  bondage  of  such  sympathy. 
As  might  create  some  response  to  the  thought 
Which  ruled  me  now — and  oa  the  vapors  lie 
Bright  in  the  outspread  monung*s  radian<^, 
So-wero  these  thoughts  invested  with  the  light 
Of  lai^uage ;  and  all  boeoms  made  reply 
On  which  its  lustre  stream'd,  whene'er  it  might 
Thro'  darkness  wide  and  deep  those  tranced  sptrits 

smite. 

xvn. 

Yes,  many  an  eye^  with  dizzy  tears  was  dim. 
And  oft  I  thought  to  clasp  my  own  heart's  brother, 
When  I  could  foel  the  listener's  senses  swim. 
And  hear  his  breath  itsowTi  swifl  gaspings  smother 
Even  as  my  words  evoked  them — and  another. 
And  yet  another,  I  did  fondly  deem, 
Felt  that  we  all  were  sons  of  one  great  mother « 
And  the  cold  truth  such  sad  reverse  did  aeenu 
As  to  awake  in  grief  from  some  delightful  dream. 
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xvm. 

Tev  ofl  beside,  the  nim'd  labyrinth 
Which  skiits  the  hooiy  caves  of  the  green  deep. 
Did  Laon  and  his  friend  on  one  gray  plinth, 
Round  whoie  worn  base  the  wild  waves  hJM  and 

leapf  ( 

Resting  at  eve,  a  loffy  converse  keep; 
And  that  this  friend  wta  fiilae,  may  now  be  said 
Calmly — that  he  like  other  men  could  weep 
Tears  which  are  lies,  and  oould  betray  and  spread 

Snares  for  that  guileless  heart  which  far  his  own  had 
bled. 

XIX. 
Then,  had  qo  great  aim  recompensed  my  sorrow, 
I  must  have  sought  dark  respite  from  its  stress. 
In  dreamless  rest,  in  sleep  that  sees  no  morrow — 
For 'to  tread  life's  dismaying  wilderness 
Without  one  smile  to  cheer,  one  voice  to  bless, 
Amid  the  snares  and  sooffi  of  human-kind, 
Is  hard— but  I  betray'd  it  not,  nor  less 
With  love  that  scom'd  return,  sought  to  upbind 

The  interwoven  clouds  which  make  its  wisdom  blind. 

XX- 

Wlth  deathless  minds  which  leave  where  they 

have  past 
A  path  of  light,  my  soul  communion  kn<^w;^ 
Till  from  that  glorious  intercourse,  nt  last,  - 
As  from  a  mine  of  magic  store,  I  drew 
Words  which  were  weapons ; — round  my  heart 

^ere  grew 
Tl^e  aclomantine  armor  of  their  power. 
And  from  my  fancy  wings  of  golden  hue 
Sprang  forih — ^yet  not  alone  from  wisdom's  tower, 
A  minister  of  truth,  these  plumes  young  Laon  bore. 

XXI. 
An  orphan  with  my  fMirents  lived,  whose  eyes 
Were  load-stars  of  delight,  which  drew  me  home 
When  T  might  wander  forth ;  nor  did  I  prize 
Aught  human  thing  beneath  Heaven's  mighty  dome 
Beyond  this  child :  so  when  sad  hours  were  come, 
And  baffled  hope  like  ice  still  clung  to  me, 
Since  kin  were  cold,  and  friends  had  now  become 
Heartless  and  &lse,  I  tiim'd  from  all,  to  be, 
Cythna,  the  only  source  of  tears  and  smiles  to  thee. 

XXII. 
What  wert  thou  then  I  A  child  most  inftntine. 
Yet  wandering  far  beyond  that  innocent  age 
In  all  but  its  sweet  looks  and  mien  divine ; 
Even  then,  methought,  with  the  world's  tyrant  rage 
A  patient  warfare  thy  3roung  heart  did  wage, 
When  those  soft  eyes  of  srarcely  conscious  thought. 
Some  tale,  or  thine  own  fancies  would  engage 
To  overfk>w  with  tears,  or  converse  fraught 
With  passkin,  o*er  their  depths  its  fleeting  light  had 
wrought 

xxni. 

She  moved  upon  this  earth  a  shape  of  brightness, 
A  power,  that  from  its  objects  sc&rcely  drew 
One  impulse  of  her  being — ^in  her  lightness 
Most  like  some  radiant  cloud  of  morning  dow. 
Which  wanders  through  the  waste  air's  pathless 

blue, 
To  nourish  some  fkr  desert ;  she  did  seem 
Beside  me,  gathering  beauty  as  she  grew. 
Like  the  bright  shade  of  some  immortal  dream 
Which  walks,  when  tempest  sleeps,  the  wave  of 

life's  dork  stream. 


XXIV. 

As  mine  own  shadow  was  diis  child  to  iod, 
A  second  self,  far  dearer  and  more  fhir ; 
Which  clothed 'in  undissolving  radiancy 
AH  those  jteep  pethis  which  languor  and  despair 
Of  human  things,  had  made  so  dark  and  bare, 
But  which  I  thxl  alorie— nor,  tiU  bereft 
Of  friends,  and  overcome  by  lonely  care, 
Knew  I  what  solace  for  that  loss  waH  left. 
Though  by  a  bitter  wound  my  trusting  heart  was 
pleft 

XXV. 

Once  she  was  dear,  now  she  was  all  I  had 
To  love  in  hunun  Hfe — this  playmate  cweet. 
This  child  of  twelve  yean  old — so  she  ww  mmde 
My  sole  associate,  and  her  willing  feet 
Wander'd  with  mine  where  eaixh  and  oeeaa  meet. 
Beyond  the  aerial  mountains  whose  wst  cells 
The  unreposing  billows  ever  beat. 
Through  forests  wide  mnd  old,  and  lawnf  deDs, 
Where  bougha  of  incense  droop  over  the  emerald 
weQ& 

XXVI. 

And  wann  and  light  I  felt  her  claaping  hand 
When  twined  in  mine :  she  fbllow'd  where  I  wen^ 
Through  the  lone  paths  of  our  immortal  I^nd. 
It  had  no  waste,  but  scMne  memorial  lent 
Which  strung  me  to  my  toil — some  monument 
Vital  with  mind :  then,  Cythna  fay  my  side. 
Until,  the  bright  and  beaming  day  were  spent. 
Would  rest,  with  looks  entreating  to  abide. 
Too  earnest  and  too  sweet  ever  to  be  denied. 

xxvn. . 

And  soon  Icould  not  have  refused  her— tbna 
For  ever,  day  and  night,  we  two  were  ne'er 
Parted,  but  when  brief  sleep  divided  ns : 
Aifd  when  the  pauses  of  the  lulling  air 
Of  noon  beside  the  sea,  had  made  a  lair 
For  her  soothed  senses,  in  my  arms  she  slept, 
And  I  kjspt  watch  .over  her  slumbers  there. 
While,  as  the  shifUng  visions  o'er  her  awept, 
Amid.her  innocent  rest  by  turns  she  smiled  aikl  wept 

XXVffl. 

And,  in  the  niurmur  of  her  dreams  waa  heard 

motimes  die  name  of  Laon  s— suddenly 
She  would  arise,  and  like  the  secret  bird 
Whom  sunset  wakens,  £11  the  shore  and  iky 
With  her  sweet  aecents — a  wild  melody ! 
ymns  which  ray  soul  had  woven  to  Freedom 
strong 
The  sburce  of  passion  whence  they  rose,  to  be ; 
Triumphant  strains,  which,  like  a  spirit's  tongue. 
To  the  enchanted  waves  that  child  of  glory  aung. 

XXIX. 

Her  white  arms  lifted  through  the  shadowy  atreem 
Of  her  loose  hair — oh,  excellently  great 
Seem'd  to  me  then  my  purpose,  the  vast  theme 
Of  those  impassion'd  songs,  when  Cjrthpa  sate 
Amid  the  calm  which  rapture  doth  create 
After  its  tumult,  her  heart  vibrating. 
Her  spirit  o'er  the  ocean's  floating  state 
From  her  deep  eyes  far  wandering,  qn  the  wing 
Of  visions  that  were  mine,  beyond  its  utmoat  spring 
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Pbr,  betbre  Cyiium  lored  it,  had  my  mmg 
Peopled  with  thoughts  the  boundleM  nntvene, 
A  mighty  eongiegatibn,  which  were  strong 
Where'er  they  trod  the  darkness  tt>  disperse 
The  cloud  of  that  unutterable  coxse 
Which  clings  upon  msjokind  >— oU  tbjngi  became 
Sbves  to  my  holy  and  heroic  verse. 
Earth,  sea  uid  sky,  the  planets,  life  and  ftme 
And  frte,  or  whatever  rise  binds  the  world's  wondrous 
frame. 

XXXI. 

And  this  baloved  child  thus  ^t  the  sway 
Of  Of  eodoeptions,  gatheiing  like  a  doiid 
The  very  wind  on  which  it  rolls  away : 
Hen  too  were  all  my  thoughts,  ere  yet  endow'd 
With  musie  and  with  light,  their  fountains  flow*d 
In  poesy ;  ^nd  her  still  and  earnest  fiice, 
Pallid  with  feelinp  which  intensely  glow'd  . 
Within,  was  tnm'd  on  mine  with  speechless  grace, 
Watching  the  hopes  whioh  there  her  h^art  had  leam'd 
to  trace. 

xxxn. 

In  me,  communion  with  this  purest  being 
Kindled  intenser  zeal,  and  made  me  wise 
In  knowledge,  which  in  hers  mine  own  mind  seeing 
Left  in  the  human  world  few  mysteries : 
How  without  fear  of  evil  or  disguise 
Was  Cythna !— what  a  spirit  strong  and  jnild. 
Which  death,  or  pain  Or  peril  could  despise, 
Tet  melt  ia  tenderness !  what  genius  wild, 
Yet  mighty,  was  inclosed  within  one  simple  child ! 

xxxin. 

New  lore  was  this— old  age  with  its  gray  hair,  ' 
And  wrinkled  legends  of  unworthy  things, 
And  icy  sneers,  is  naught :  it  cannot  dare 
To  bom  ttie  chains  which  life  for  ever  flingps 
Oa  the  entangled  soul's  aspiring  wings. 
So  is  it  cold  aild  cruel,  and  is  made 
The  careleas  slave  of  that  daric  power  which  brings 
£vil,  like  blight  on  man,  who,  still  betray'd, 
Uttghso'er  the  grave  in  which  his  living  hopes  are  laid. 

XXXIV. 

Nor  are  the  strong  and  the  severe  to  keep 
The  empire  of  the  world :  thus  Cythna  taught 
Even  in  the  visiom  of  her  eloquent  sleep, 
Uoconseioas  of  the  power  through  which  she 

wrought 
The  woof  of  such  intelligible  thought. 
As  from  the  tranquil  strength  which  cradled  lay 
In  her  smile-peopled  rest,  my  spirit  sought 
Why  die  deceiver  and  the  slave  has  sway 
O'er  heralds  so  divine  of  troth's  arising  day. 

XXXV. 

Within  that  frirest  form,  the  female  mind 
Unisinied  by  the  poison-clouds  which  rest 
On  the  dark  world,  a  sacred  home  did  find : 
Bat  else,  from  the  wide  earth's  maternal  breast. 
Victorious  Evil  which  had  dispoesest 
All  native  power,  had  those  fidr  children  torn. 
And  made  them  slaves  to  soot|ie  his  vile  unrest. 
And  minister  to  lust  its  joys  forlorn, 
1^1  they  had  1eani*d  to  breathe  the  atmosphere  of 
scofn* 


XXXVI. 
This  misery  was  but  coldly  felt,  till  she 
Became  my  only  friend,  who  had  indoed 
My  purpdse  with  a  wider  sympathy ; 
Thus,  Cythna  moum'd  with  me  the  servitude 
In  which  the  half  of  human-kind  were  mew'd. 
Victims  of  lust  and  hate,  the  slaves  of.  slaves. 
She  moum'd  that  grace  and  power  were  thiown 

as  food 
To  the  hyena  Lust,  who,  among  gnves. 
Over  his  lothed  meal,  laughing  in  agony,  raves. 

XX^VIL 

And  I,  still  gaiing  on  that  glorious  child. 

Even  as  these  thoughts  flni^'d  o'er  her. — **  Cytfma 

sweet. 
Well  with  the  world  art  thou  unreconciled : 
Never  will  peace  and  human  nature  m^t 
Till  free  and  equal  ipan  and  woman  greet 
Domestic  peace ;  and  ere  this  power  ean  make 
In  human  hearts  its  calm  and  holy  seat : 
This  slavery  must  be  broken." — As  I  spake. 
From  Cythna's  eyes  a  light  of  exultation  brake. 

XXXVIIL 
She  replied  earnestly . — **  It  shall  be  mine. 
This  task,  mine,  Laon  I — thou  hast  much  to  gain ; 
Nor  wilt  ihou  at  poor  Cythna's  pride  repine. 
If  she  should  lead  a  hAppy  female  train 
To  meet  thee  over  the  rejoicing  plain, 
When  myriads  at  thy  call  shall  throng  around 
The  Golden  City."— Then  die  child  did  strain 
My  arm  upon  her  tremufous  heart,  and  wound 
Her  own  about  my  neck,  till  some  reply  she  found. 

XXXIX 

> 

Ismiled  and  spake  not — ^Wherefore  dost  thou  smile 
At  what  I««tyf  Laon,  I  am  not  weak. 
And  though  my  cheek  might  become  pale  the  while, 
With  thee,  if  thou  desirest,  will  I  seek 
Through  their  array  of  banded  slaves  to  wreak 
Ruin  upon  the  tyrants*    I  had  thought 
It  wos  more  hard  to  turn  my  unpractired  chedc 
To  scorn  and  shame,  and  this  beloved  spot 
And  thee,  O  dearest  friend,  to  leave  and  murmur  not. 

XL. 

**  Whence  came  I  what  I  am  f  thou,  Laon,  knowest 
How  a  young  child  should  thus  undaunted  be ; 
Methinks,  it  is  a  power  which  thou  bestowest, 
Through  which  I  seek,  by  mbst  resembling  thee. 
So  to  become  most  good,  and  great  and  ftee» 
Yet  far  beyond  this  Ocean's  utmost  roar 
In  towefp  and  huts  are  many  like  to  me. 
Who,  could  they  see  thine  eyes,  or  feel  such  lore 
As  I  have  learnt  fhnn  th^m,  like  me  w^ld  fear  no  more. 

XU. 

••Think'st  thou  that  I  shall  speak  umkiliully,. 
And  none  will  heed  me  7  I  remember  now, 
How  once,  a  slave  in  tortures  doom'd  to  die. 
Was  saved,  because  in  accents  sweet  and  low 
He  sung  a  song  his  Judge  loved  long  ago. 
As  he  was  led  to  death. — All  shall  relent 
Who  hear  me-— tean  as  mine  have  flow'd,  shall 

.flow, 
Hearts  beat  as  mine  now  beats,  with  such  intent 
As  renovatea  the  world ;  a  will  omnipotent! 
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XLn. 

**  Yes,  I  will  tread  Pride's  golden  palaces, 
Through  Penury's  rooSess  huts  aiid  squalid  ceUi 
Will  I  descend,  where'er  in  afctjectness 
Woman  with  some  vile  slave  her  tyrant  dweUs, 
There  with  the  music  of  thine  own  sweet  spells 
Will  disenchant  the  captives,  and  will  pour 
For  the  despairing,  fiom  the  crystal  wells 
Of  thy  deep  spirit,  reason's  mighty  lore. 
And  power  shall  then  abound,  and  hope  arise  onoe 
more. 

xun. 

**  Can  roan  be  free  if  wom^  be  a  slave  t 

Chain  one  who  lives,  and  breathes  this  boundless  air 

To  the  corruption  of  a  closed  grave ! 

Can  they  whose  mates  are  beasts,  oondemn'd  to  bear 

Scorn,  heavier  far  than  toil  or  anguish,  dare 

To  trample  their  oppressors  ?  in  their  home 

Among  dieir  babes,  thou  knowest  a  cittse  would 

w«ir 
The  sl^ape  of  woman — ^hoary  crime  would  come 
Behind,  and  fiaud  rebuild  Religion's  tottering  dome. 

XUV. 

"  I  am  a  child  : — ^I  would  not  yet  depart 
When  I  go  forth  alone,  bearing  the  lamp 

•    Aloft  which  thou  hast  kindled  in  my  heart, 
Millvons  of  slaves  from  many  a  dungeon  damp 
Shall  leap  in  joy,  as  the  benumbing  cnmp 
Of  ages  leaves  their  limbec-no  ill  may  harm 
Thy  Cythna  ever — troth  its  radiant  stamp 
Has  fix'd,  as  an  invUlnereble  charm 

Upon  her  children's  brow,  dark  falsehood  to 

I 

XLV. 

**  Wait  yet  awhile  for  the  appointed  day — 
Thou  wilt  depart,  and  \  with  tears  sluiU  stand 
Watching  thy  dim  sail  skirt  the  ocean  gray ; 
Amid  the  dwellers  of  this  lonely  land 
I  shall  remain  alone — and  thy  command 
Siall  then  dissolve  the  world's  unquiet  trance. 
And,  multitudinous  as  the  desert  sand 
Borne  on  the  storm,  its  millions  shall  advance. 
Thronging  round  thee,  the  light  of  their  deliverance. 

XLVI. 

"  Then,  like  the  forests  of  some  padiless  mountain. 
Which  fiom  remotest  glens  tvro  warring  winds 
Involve  in  fire,  which  not  the  loosenM  fountain 
Of  broadest  floods  might  quench,  shall  all  the  kinds 
Of  evil,  catch  from  our  uniting  mincii 
The  spark  which  must  consume  them  ^— Cythna 

then 
Will  have  cast  oflT  the  impotence  that  binds 
Her  childhood  now,  and  through  the  paths  of  men 
Will  paas,  ^»  the  charm'd  bird  that  haunts  the  serpent's 
den. 

XLVn. 
*  We  part! — 0  Laon,  I  must  dare  nor  tremble 
To  meet  these  looks  no  more ! — Oh,  heavy  stroke. 
Sweet  brother  of  my  soul !  can  I  disaemble 
The  agony  of  this  thought?" — As  thus  she  spoke 
The  gather'd  sobs  her  quivering  accents  broke, 
And  in  my  arms  she  hid  her  beating  breast 
I  remam'd  still  for  teara — sudden  she  vroke 
As  one  awakes  from  sleep,  and  wildly  prest 
My  bosom,  her  whole  frame  impetuously  possest 


XLVm. 

"  We  part  to  meet  again-«-but.yon  blue  waste. 
Yon  desert  wide  and  deep  holds  no  recess, 
"Within  whose  happy  silence^  thus  embraced 
We  might  survive  all  ills  in  one  caress  : 
Nor  doth  the  grave— I  fear  'tis  passionless — 

'  Not  yon  cold  yacaxA  Heaven : — we  meet  again 
Within  the  minds  of  men,  whose  Bps  shall  bleai 
Our  memory,  and  tvhose  hopes  its  ^ght  retain 

When  these  dissever'd  bones  are  trodden  in  iLe 
plain." 


I  could  not  apeak,  though  she  had  ceased,  fornow 
The  fountain^  of  her  feeling,  swift  and  deep, 
Seem'd  to  suspend  the  tumult  df  their  flow; 
So  we  arose,  and  by  the  sthrlight  steep  « 

Went  homeward— ^neither  did  we  speak  nor  weep. 
But  pale,  were  calm  with.peflsion — thus  subdued 
like  evening  shades  diat  o'er4he  mountains  creep. 
We  moved  towards  our  home ;  vcherei,  in  this  mood, 
Each  fiom  the  other  sought  reftige  in  salitude. 


CANTO  m. 


I. 

What  thoughts  had  sway  o'er  Cydma's  lonely 
slumber 
'  That  night  I  know  not ;  but  my  own  did  seem 
As  if  they  might  ten  thousand  years  outnumber 
Of  waking  life,  the  visions  of  a  dream. 
Which  hid  in  one  dim  gulf  the  troubled  stream 
Of  mind ;  a  boundless  chaos  wild  and  vast, 

;   Whose  limits  yet  were  never  memoiy's  theme: 
And  I  lay  struggling  as  its  whirlwinds  past 

Sometimes  for  rapture  sick,  sometinies  for  pain  aghaat 

n. 

Two  hours,  whose  mighty  dnde  di<{  emliraee 
More  time  than  might  make  gray  the  inftnt  worid 
RoU'd  thus,  a  weary  end  tumultuous  space: 
When  the  third  came,  like  mist  on  breeaes  cnrl'd 
From  my  dim  sleep  a  shadow  waa  unfurl'd : 
Methought  upon  the  threshold  of  a  cave 
I  sate  with  Cythna;  drooping  briony,  peed'd 
With  dew  from  the  wild  streamlet's  shatter'd  wave. 
Hung,  where  we  sate  to  taste  the  joys  which  Naiun 
gave. 

m. 

We  lived  a  day  as  we  were  wont  to  live. 
But  Nature  had  a  robe  of  glory  on. 
And  the  bright  air  o'er  every  shape  did  weave 
Intenser  hues,  so  that  the  herbless  stone. 
The  leafless  bough  among  the  leaves  alone, 
^ad  being  clearer  than  its  own  could  be. 
And  Cythna's  pure  and  radiant  self  wi^  shown 
In  this  strange  vision,  so  ^vine  to  me. 
That  if  I  loved  before,  now  love  was  agony. 
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IV. 

Bfom  fled,  noon  came,  eremiig,  dien  mght  de- 
scended. 
And  we  pn>l<»ig*d  calm  talk  beneath  the  aphere 
Of  the  calm  nxxm-^when  suddenly  was  blended 
With  our  repos6  a  nameless  sense  of  fear; 
And  from  the  cave  behind  I  seem*d  to  hear 
Sounds  gathering  upwards  { — accents  incomplete, 
And  stifled  shrieks,-— and  now,  more  near  and  near, 
A  tumult  and  a  rush  of  thronging  feet 
The  cavern's  secret  depths  beneath  the  earth  did  becO. 

V.  ' 

The  scene  was  changed,  and  away,  away,  away! 
Through  the  air  and  over  the  sea  we  sped. 
And  Cytfana  in  my  riieltering  bos(Nn  lay. 
And  the  winds  bore  me— through  the  darknea  spread 
AiDundf  the  gaping  earth  then  vomited 
Legions  of  Ibul  and  ghastly  shapes,  which  hung 
Upoti  my  flight ;  and  ever,  as  we  fled. 
They  pluck'd  at  Cyihna    soon  to  me  then  dung 
Aienseof  actual  things  those  monstrous  dreams  among. 

VI. 

And  I  lay  struggling  in  the  impotence 
Of  sleep,  while  outward  life  had  bunt  its  bound, 
Though,  still  deluded,,  strove  the  tortured  sense 
To  ite  dire  wanderings  to  adapt  the  sound 
Which  in  the  light  of  mom  was  pour'd  around 
Our  dwelling — breathless,  pale,  and.  unaware 
I  rose,  and  all  the  cottage  crowded  found 
With  armed  men,  whose  glittering  swords  were  bare. 
And  whose  degraded  limbs  the  tsTrantli  garb  did  wear. 

VII. 

And  ere  with  rapid  lips  and  gather'd  brow 
I  could  demand  the  cause— a  feeble  shriek- 
It  Mus  a  feeble  shriek,  feint,  &r  and  low, 
Arrested  me — ^my  mien  grew  calm  and  meek. 
And  grasping  a  small  knife,  I  went  to  seek 
That  voice  among  the  crowd — 't  was  Cythna's  cry ! 
Beneath  moat  calm  resolve  did  agony  wreak 
Its  whirlwind  mge : — so  I  past  quietly 
TiU  I  beheld,  where  bound,  that  dearest  child  did  lie. 

vra. 

I  started  to  behold  her,  for  delight 
And  exu1lari<Mi,  and  a  joyance  free, 
Solemn,  serene  and  lofty,  fill'd  the  light 
Of  the  cahn  smile  with  which  she  look'd  on  me : 
So  that  I  feai'd  some  brainless  ecstasy. 
Wrought  flom  that  bitter  woe,  had  wilder'd  her — 
"  Farewell !  ferewell  .**'  she  said,  as  I  drew  nigh. 
"  At  fint  ray  peace  wos  marr*d  by  this  strange  stir, 
Now  I  am  cahn  as  truth — ^its  chosen  minister. 

• 

IX. 

"  look  not  so,  Laon — say  ferewell  in  hope. 
These  bloody  men  are  Init  the  slaves  who  bear 
Their  mistress  to  her  task — it  wait  my  scope 
The  slavery  where  they  drag  me  now,  to  shar0» 
And  aiQpng  captives  willing  chains  to  wear 
Awhile — the  rest  thou  knowest— return,  dear  iHand ! 
I^t  our  first  triumph  trample  the  despair 
Which  would  ensnare  us  now,  for  in  the  end, 
IQ  victory  or  in  death  our  hopes  and  fears  must 
Uend.' 


Theae  words  had  feUen  on  my  unheeding  ear* 
Whilst  I  had  watch'd  the  modons  of  the  crew 
With  seeming  careless  glance ;  not  many  wera 
Around  her,  for  their  comrades  just  withdrew 
To  guard  aome  other  victim — so  I  drew 
My  knife,  and  with  one  impulse,  suddenly 
All  unaware  three  of  their  number  slew, 
And  grasp'd  a  fourth  by  the  throat,  and  with  feiid 
cry 
My  oounliymeii  invoked  to  death  or  liberty! 

XL 

What  followed  then,  I  know  not— for  a  stroke 
On  my  raised  ann  and  naked  heed,  came  dowiii 
Filling  my  eyea  with  blood — ^when  I  awoke^ 
I  fek  that  they  had  bound  me  in  my  swomi, 
And  up  a  rock  which  overhangs  the  town, 
By  the  sleep  path  were  bearing  me :  below, 
The  plain  was  fill'd  with  slaughter^— overthrown 
The  vineyards  and  die  haryesia,  and  the  glow 
Of  biasing  roofe  shone  far  o'er  the  white  Ocean's  fkiw. 

XII. 

Upon  that  rock  a  mighty  column  stood, 
Wboae  capitol  seemed  sculptured  in  the  sky, 
Which  to  the  wanderers  o'er  the  soUtude 
Of  distant  seas,  from  ^es  long  gone  by, 
Had  made  a  landmark ;  o'er  its  height  to  fly 
Scarcely  the  cloud,  the  vulture,  or  the  blast 
Has  power — and  when  the  shades  of  evening  tie 
On  £arth  and  Ocean,  its  carved  summits  cast 
The  sunken  daylight  far  through  the  aerial  waste. 

xm. 

Hiey  bore  me  to  a  cavern  in  the  hill 
Beneath  that  column,  and  unbound  me  there: 
And  one  did  strip  me  stark ;  and  one  did  fill 
A  vessel  from  the  putrid  pool ;  one  bare 
A  lighted  torch,  axid  four  with  friendless  care 
Gmdod  my  stops  the  cavern-paths  along, 
Then  up  a  steep  and  dark  and  narrow  stair 
We  wound,  until  the  torches'  fiery  tongue 
Amid  the  gushing  day  beamleas  and  pallid  hung. 

XIV. 

They  raised  me  to  thoi  platform  of  the  pile. 
That  column's  diny  height: — ^the  grato  of  braas 
Through  which  they  thrust  me,  open  stood  the  while. 
As  to  its  ponderous  and  suspended  mass. 
With  chains  which  eat  into  the  flesh,  alas! 
With  brazen  links,  my  naked  limba  they  bound : 
The  grato,  as  they  departed  to  repass, 
With  horrid  clangor  fell,  and  the  far  sound 
Of  their  retiring  stops  in  the  dense  gloom  was  drown'd. 

XV. 

The  noon  was  calm  and  bright — around  that  odimui 
The  overhanging  sky  and  circling  sea 
Spread  forth  in  silenmess  profound  and  solemn 
llie  darkness  of  brief  frenzy  cast  on  me. 
So  that  I  knew  not  my  own  misery: 
The  islands  and  the  mountains  in  the  day 
like  clouds  reposod  a&r ;  and  I  could  see 
The  town  among  the  woods  below  that  lay, 
And  the  dark  rocks  which  bound  the  bright  and  ghaf 
bay. 
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XVI. 

It  was  flo  calm, 'that  tcaorce  the  i^ilheiy  weed 
Sown  by  sone  eagle  on  the  lopmoat  stone 
'Sway'd  in  the  fiir9-HK>  bright,  that  noon  did  breed 
No  shadow  in  the  tky  besrde  mine  own — 
Mine,  and  die  shadow  of  my  chain  alone. 
Below  theemoke  of  roofi  involved  in  flame 
Rested  like  night,  all  else  was  cleariy  shown 
In  that  bmad  glare,  yet  sound  to  me  none  came, 
But  of  the  living  blood  that 'ran  within  my  irame. 

xvn. 

The  peace  of  madness  fled,  and  ah,  too  spon ! 
A  ship  was  lying  on  the  sunny  main. 
Its  sails  were  flagging  in  the  breathless  nooiH— 
Its  shadow  lay  beyond — ^that  sight  again 
Waked,  with  its  presence,  in  my  tranced  brain 
The  stings  of  a  known  sorrow,  keen  and  cold : 
I  knew  that  ship  bora  Cyihna  o'er  the  plain 
Of  waters,  to  her  blighting  slavery  sold, 
And  watch'd  it  with  such  thoughts  as  must  remain 
untold. 

xvin. 

I  watch'd,  until  the  shades  of  evening  wrapt 
Earth  like  an  exhalation — then  the  bark  • 
Moved,  fi>r  that  calm  was  by  the  sunset  snapt 
It  moved  a  speck  upon  the  Ocean  dark : 
Soon  the  wan  stars  came  forth,  and  I  could  mark 
Its. path  no  more  !-^  sought  to  close  mine  eyes, 
But  like  the  balls,  their  lids  were  stiflf  and  stark ; 
I  would  have  risen,  bat  ere  that  I  could  rise, 
My  parched  dkin  was  split  with  piercing  agonies. 

XIX. 

I  gnaw'd  my  brazen  chain,  and  sought  to  sever 
Its  adamantine  links,  (hat  I  might  die : 
O  liberty !  forgive  the  base  endeavor. 
Forgive  me,  if  reserved  for  victory, 
The  Champbn  of  thy  faith  e'er  sought  to  fly. — 
That  slany  night,  with  its  clear  silence,  sent 
Tameless  resolve  which  Iaugh*d  at  misery 
Into  my  soul — linked  remembrance  lent 
To  that  such  power,  to  me  such  a  severe  content 

XX. 

To  breathe,  to  be,  to  hope,  or  to  despair 
And  die,  I  question'd  ndt ;  nor,  though  the  Sun 
lis  shafls  of  ^ony  kindling  through  the  air 
Moved  over  me,  nor  though  in  evening  dun. 
Or  when  the  stars  their  visible  courses  nm, 
Or  morning,  the  wide  universe  was  spread 
In  dreary  calmness  round  me,  did  I  shun 
Its  presence,  iior  seek  refuge  with  the  dead 
From  one  fiiint  hope  whose  flowed  a  dropping  poison 
shed. 

XXI. 

Two  days  thus  past — ^I  neither  raved  nor  died— 
Thirst  raged  vrithin  me,  like  a  scorpion's  nest 
Built  in  mine  entrails :  I  had  spum'd  aside 
The  watei^vessel,  while  despair  potest 
My  thoughts,  and  now  no  drop  remain'd!  the 

uprest 
Of  the  third  sun  brought  hunger->-but  the  crust 
Which  had  been  left,  was  to  my  craving  breast 
Fuel,  not  foo^.    I  diew'd  the  biUer  dust, 
Add  bit  my  bloodless  arm,  and  lick'd  the  brazen  rasL 


XXtL 

My  brain  began  to  faH  when  the  fourth  mom 
Burst  o'er  the  golden  ii^es—a  foarful  sleep. 
Which  through  the  caVems  dreary  and  fin-lorn 
Of  the  riven  soul,  sent  its  foul  dreams  to  sweep 
With  whirlwind  swiftness    a  foil  for  and  dee|v — 
A  gulf,  a  void,  a  sense  of  aenselessness"-^ 
These  things  dwelt  in  me,  even  as  riiadows  keep 
Their  watch  in  some  dim  chamel's  lonelineos, 
A  shoreless  sea,  a  sky  sunleai  and  planetlees! 

xxm. 

The  forms  which  peopled  this  terrific  tranoe 
I  ^ell  remember — ^like  a  quire  of  devils. 
Around  me  they  involved  a  giddy  donoe ; 
Legions  seem'd  gathering  from  the  misty  levels 
Of  Ocean,  to  supply  these  ceaseless  revels, 
Foul,  ceaseless  shadows: — ihou^t  obuld  not  divide 
The  actual  world  from  these  entangling  evSb, 
Which  se  bemock'd  themselves,  that  I  descried 
All  shapes  like  mine  own  self,  hideously  multiplied 

XXIV. 

The  sense  of  day  and  night,  of  folse  said  ^true, 
Was  dead  within  me.    Yet  two  viskms  burst 
That  darimiesB — one,  as  since  that  hour  I  knew, 
Was  not  a  phantom  of  the  realms  accurst, 
Where  then  my  spirit  dwelt — but  of  the  first 
I  know  not  yet,  was  it  a  dream  or  no. 
But  both,  though  not  distincter,  were  immersed 
in  hues^hich,  wheti  through  memory's  waste  they 
flow. 
Made  their  divided  streams  more  bric^tand  rapid  now 

XXV. 

Methought  that  gate  was  lifted,  4uxl  the  seven 
Who  brought  me  thither,  four  stiff  corpses  bare, 
And  from  the  frieze  to  the  four  winds  of  Heaven 
Hung  them  on  high  by  the  entangled  hair : 
Swarthy  were  three — the  fourth  was  veiyfiur: 
As  they  retired,  the  |oIden  moon  ups^rung. 
And  eagerly,  out  in  the  giddy  air, 
Leaning  that  I  might  eat,  I  sLretch'd  and  clung 
Over  the  shapeless  depth  in  which  those  Corpses  hung 

XXVI. 

A  woman's  shape,  now  lank  and  cold  and  blue 
The  dwelling  of  the  many-color*d  worm. 
Hung  there,  the  white  and  hollow  cheek  I  drew 
To  my  dry  lips — what  radiance  did  inform 
Thode  homy  eyes  ?  whose  was  that  wither'd  form  ? 
Alas,  alas !  it  seem'd  that  Cythna's  ghost 
Laugh'd  in  those  looks,  and  that  the  flesh  was  wami 
Within  my  teeth ! — a  whirlwind  keen  as  frost 
Then  in  its  sinking  gulls  m^  sickening  spirit  tost 

xxvn.  ' 

Then  seem'd  it  that  a  tameless  hairicane 
Arose,  tod  bore  me  in  its  dark  coreer 
Beyond  the  sun,  beyond  the  stars  that  vrane 
On  the  vefge  of  formless  space — ^it  languish'd  there. 
And  dying,  left  a  silence  lone  and  drear, 
More  horrible  than  fomine . — ^in  the  deep 
The  shape  of  an  old  man  dki  then  appear. 
Stately  and  beautiful,  that  dreadful  sleep 
His  heavenly  smiles  dispersed,  and  I  oonld  wake  ano 
weep. 
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XXVDI. 

And  when  the  Winding  tean  had  ftllen,  I  ww 
That  oolamo,  and  thoae  cOipaea,  ami  the  mooo, 
And  felt  the  poiaonooa  tooth  of  hunger  gnaw 
My  vitaii,  I  rejoiced,  as  if  the  boon 
Of  wnnleH  death  would  be  aoooided  Mxm  f— 
When  iiom  that  stony  gkxxn  a  voice  aroie, 
SolemR  and  sweet  m  when  low  winds  attune 
The  midnight  pines,  the  grate  did  then  unclosek 
^od  on  that  vereMod  fiMrm  the  moonlighl  did  repon. 

XXIX. 

Hestrack  my  dmina,  and  gently  spake  and  amfled : 
As  they  were  kiosen*d  by  that  Hermit  old, 
Mine  eyee  weie  df  their  madness  half  beguiled, 
To  answer  thoae  kind  lobks — ^he  did  infi>ld 
His  giant  anna  aiound  me,  to  uphold 
My  wretched  iimme,  my  scorched  limbs  he  wound 
In  linen  jnoisi  and  balmy,  and  as  j»ld 
Aa  dew  to  drooping  leaVes :— the  chain,  with  sound 
Uk»  earthqoake,  thrpogb  the  chaam  of  that  sleep 
stair  did  bound, 

XXX. 

As  lifting  me.  it  fell !— What  next  I  heard, 
Were  IhIIows  leaping  on  the  harbor  bar. 
And  the  shrill  sea-wind,  whose  breath  idly  stirr'd 
My  hair ;— I  look'd  abroad,  and  saw  a  star 
Shining  beside  a  sail,  and  distant  far 
Thai  mountain  and  its  column,  the  known  mark 
Of  those  who  in  the  wide  deep  wandering  are, 
So  that  I  fcar'd  some  Spirit,  fell  and  dark. 
In  tnuice  had  lain  me  thus  within  a  fiendish  bark. 

XXXI. 

For  now  indeed,  over  the  solt  sea  billow 
I  nil'd :  yet  dared  not  look  upon  the  shape 
Of  hira  who  ruled  the  helm,  although  the  pUkfW 
For  lAy  hght  head  was  hollow'd  in  his  lap, 
And  my  bare  limbs  his  mantle  did  enwrap, 
Fearing  it  was  a  fiend :  at  last,  he  bent 
O'er  me  his  aged  fiice,  as  if  to  snap 
Those  dreadful  thoughts  the  gentle  grandsire  bent. 
And  10  my  inmost  soul  his  soothing  looks  he  sent. 

xxxn. 

A  aoA  and  healing  potion  to  my  lipa 
At  intervals  he  raised — ^now  look'd  on  high. 
To  mark  if  yet  the  starry  giant  dips 
His  mne  in  the  dim  sea — ^now  cheeringly. 
Though  he  said  little,  did  he  speak  to  me. 
"  It  is  a  friend  beside  thee^^take  good  cheer, 
P^r  victim,  thou  art  now  at  liberty .' " 
1  joyM  as  those  a  human  tone  to  hear, 
*^  in  cella  deep  and  lone  have  languished  many  a 
year. 

XXXIU. 

A  dun  dad  feeble  joy,  whose  gUmpes  oil 
Were  qnenoh'd  in  a  relapaie  of  wildering  dreams, 
Vet  still  methought  we  saird,  until  aloft 
The  stars  of  night  grew  pallid,  and  the  beams 
^  morn  descended  on  the  oceaiMtreaaia, 
And  stilLthat  aged  man,  so  grand  and  mild. 
Tended  me,  even  as  some  sick  mother  seeina 
To  haag  iq  Iwpe  over  a  dying  child, 
imm  the  aaare  KfMtdarkneas  again  was  pUed. 
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xxxtv. 

And  Iben  the  night^wind  streaming  tan  theakara. 
Sent  odcfta  dying  sweet  across  the  sea. 
And  the  swifl  boat  the  litde  waves  which  boM, 
liVere  cot  by  its  keen  keel,  though  shwtingly ; 
Soon  I  could  hear  the  leaves  sigh,  and  could  aee 
The  myrt^a-bkissoms  itarring  the  dim  grove. 
As  past  the  pebbly  beach  the  boat  did  flee 
On  sidelong  winf^  into  a  silent  cove, 
Where  ebon  pines  a  ahade  tmder  the  starlight  wuva. 


CANTO  IV. 


I. 

Thb  old  man  took  the  oara,  and  soon  the  hark 
Smote  on  the  beach  be^de  a  tower  of  stone ; 
It  was  a  crumbling  heap,  whoae  portal  dark 
With  blooming  ivy  trails  was  oveigrown; 
Upon  whose  floor  the  spangling  sands,  were  strown. 
And  rarest  sea-shells,  which  the  eternal  flood, 
Slave  to  the  mother  of  the  months,  had  dm>wa 
Within  the  walls  of  that  gray  tower,  which  stood. 
A  changelingof  man's  art,  nursed  amid  Natiure's  brood. 

n. 

When  flie  old  maii  his  boat  had  anchored, 
He  wound  me  in  his  arm*  with  tender  care, 
And  very -few,  but  kindly  words  he  said, 
And  bore  me  through  the  tower  adown  a  stair, 
Whose  smooth  descent  some  ceaseless  step  to  wear 
For  many  a  year  had  fiiirn— We  came  at  last 
To  a  small  chamber,  which  with  mosses  rare 
Was  tapestried,  where  me  his  sofk  hands  placed 
Upon  a  couch  of  grass  and  oak-leaves  interlaced. 

ni. 

The  moon  was  darting  Ihiougfa  the  latlieea 
Its  yellow  light,  warm  as  the  beams  <^  day-— 
So  warm,  tbitt  to  admit  the  dewy  bi<ocn. 
The  old  man  open'd  them ;  the  moonlight  lay 
Upon  a  lake  whose  waters  wore  their  play 
Even  to  the  threshold  of  that  knely  home : 
Within,  was  seen  in  the  dim  wavering  ray. 
The  antique  sculptured  roof^  and  many  a  toi^e, 
Whoae  lore  had  umde  that  sageallthathe  had  become. 


The  rock4iuilt  barrier  of  the  sea  was  patt,-* 
And  I  was  on  the  margin  of  a  lake, 
A  lonely  lake,  amid  the  forests  vast 
And  snowy  mountains  .• — did  my  spirit  wake 
From  sleep,  aa  many-color'd  as  the  snake 
That  gilds  eternity  f  in  life  and  truth. 
Might  not  my  heart  its  cravings  ever  slake  t 
Was  Cythna  then  a  dream,  and  all  my  youdi. 
And  all  ita  hopes  and  feani,  and  all  its  joy  and  xuM 
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V. 

Thus  m^neas  came  again^— a  milder  madneai, 
Which  darken*d  naught  but  time's  unqniet  flow 
With  supernatural  shades  of  clinging  sadness ; 
That  gentle  Hermit,  in  my  helpless  woe. 
By  my  sick  couch  was  busy  to  and  fro, 
like  a  strong  spirit  ministrant  of  good : 
When  I  was  heal'd,  he  led  me  forth  to  show 
The  wooden  of  his  sylvan  solitude, 
And  we  together  sate  by  that  isle-fretted  flood. 

VL 

He  knew  his  soothing  words  to  iveave  with  skill 
From  all  my  madness  told ;  like  mine  own  heart, 
Of  Cytfaiia  would  he  question  me,  until 
That  thrilling  name  had  ceased  to  make  me  start, 
^rom  his  &miliar  hptf— it  was  not  ait. 
Of  wisdom  and  of  justice  when  he  spoke — 
When  *mid  soft  looks  of  pity,  there  would  dart 
A  glanoe  as  keen  as  is  the  Ughtning's  stroke 
When  it  doth  live  the  knots  of  some  ancestral  oak. 

vn. 

Thus  slowly  from  my  brain  the  darkness  roll'd. 
My  thoughts  their  due  array  did  reassume 
Through  the  enchantments  of  that  Hermit  old ; 
Then  I  bethought  me  of  the  glorious  doom 
Of  those  who  sternly  struggle*  to  relnme 
The  lamp  of  Hope  o'er  man's  bewilder'd  lot. 
And,  silting  by  the  waters,  in  the  gloom 
Of  eve,  to  that  friend's  heart  I  told  my  thought — 
That  heart  which  had  grown  old,  but  had  corrupted 
not 

vra. 

That  boaiy  man  had  spent  his  livelong  age 
In  convene  with  the  dead,  who  leave  the  stamp 
Of  over-buming  thoughts  on  many  a  page. 
When  they  are  gone  into  the  senseless  damp 
Of  graves ; — ^his  spirit  thus  became  a  lamp 
Of  splendor,  like  to  those  on  which  it  fed 
Through  peopled  haunts,  the  City  and  the  Camp^ 
Deep  thint  for  knowledge  had  his  footsteps  led. 
And  aU  the  ways  of  men  among  mankind  he  read. 

IX. 

But  custom  maketfa  blind  and  obdurate 
The  loftiest  hearts  t^-he  had  beheld  the  woe 
In  which  mankind  was  bound,  but  deem'd  that  fate 
Which  made  them  abject,  would  preserve  them  sot 
And  in  such  feith,  smne  stedftst  joy  to  know, 
He  sought  this  cell :  but  when  fame  went  abroad, 
That  one  in  Argolis  did  undergo 
Torture  for  liberty,  and  that  the  crowd 
High  truths  from  gifted  lips  had  heard  and  mader- 
stood; 


And  that  the  multitude  was  gathering  wide ; 
His  spirit  ieap'd  within  his  aged  frame, 
In  lonely  peace  he  could  no  more  abide, 
But  to  the  land  on  which  the  victor's  flame 
Had  fed,  my  native  land,  the  Hermit  came : 
Each  heart  vnm  there  a  shield,  and  every  tongue 
Was  as  a  svronl  of  truth— young  Laon's  name 
Rallied  their  secret  hopes,  though  tyrants  sung 
Bymns  of  triumphant  joy  oar  scattered  tribes  among. 


XI. 
He  dUDQ  to  the  lone  column  oo  the  rock. 
And  with  bis  sweet  and  mighty  eloquence 
The  hearts  of  those  who  watcfa'd  it  did  unlock. 
And  made  them  melt  in  tean  of  penitence.   - 
They  gave  him  entrance  free  to  bear  me  thence. 
Since  this,  the  old  man  said,  seven  yean  are  ^peni, 
While  slowly  truth  on  thy  benighted  sense  . 
Has  crept ;  the  hope  which  vnlder'd  it  has  lent. 
Meanwhile,  te  me  the  power  of  a  sublime  infiem. 

xn. 

**  Tes,  from  die  records  of  my  yoathful  slate. 
And  from  the  lore  of  bards  wad  sages  old. 
From  whatsoe'er  my  wakeii'd  thoughts  create 
Out  of  the  hopes  of  thine  aspirings  bold. 
Have  I  collected  language  to  unfokU 
Truth  to  my  countrymen ;  from  shore  to  diore 
Doctrines  of  human  power  my  words  have  tokL 
They  have  been  heard,  and  men  aspire  to  more 
Than  diey  have  ever  gain'd  or  ever  lost  of  ^yore. 

xm. 

**  In  secret  chamben.  parents  read,  and  weep. 
My  writings  to  their  babes,  nn  longer  olind ; 
And  young  men  gather  when  their  tyrants  sleep. 
And  vows  of  faith  each  to  th6  other  bind; 
And  marriageable  maidens,  who  have  pined 
With  love,  till  life  seem'd  melting  through  their  look. 
A  warmer  seal,  a  nobler  hope  now  fmd ; 
And  every  bosom  thus  is  rapt  and  shook. 
Like  autumn's  myriad  leaves  in  one  swoln  mouiuain 
brook. 

XIV. 

"  Tlie  tyrants  of  the  Golden  City  tremble 
At  voices  which  are  heard  about  the  streeta. 
The  ministen  of.  fraud  can  scarce  dissemble 
The  lies  of  their  own  heart ;  but  when  one  meets 
Another  at  the  shrine,  he  inly  weeis. 
Though  he  says  nothing,  that  the  truth  is  known; 
Murderen  are  pale  upon  t|ie  judgment-eeata. 
And  gold  grows  vile  even  to  the  wealthy  crane. 
And  laughter  'fills  the  Fane,  and  euraes  ahake  the 
Throne. 

XV. 

"  Kind  thoughts,  and  mighty  hopes,  and  gentle  deeA 
Abound,  for  fearless  love,  and  the  pare  law 
Of  mild  equality  and  peace,  succeeds 
To  faiths  which  long  have  held  the  worid  in  awe. 
Bloody  and  &lse,  and  cold : — as  whiripools  draw 
All  wrecks  of  Ocean  to  their  chasm,  the  sway 
Of  thy  strong  genius,  Lemi,  which  foresaw 
This  hope,  compels  all  spirits  to  obey. 
Which  round  thy  secret  strragdi  now  throng  in  wide 
amy. 

XVI. 

"  Fer  I  have  been  thy  pasrive  instnuncnt"-— 
(As  thus  the  oM  man  spake,  his  ooontenanoto 
Gleam'd  on  me  like  a  spirif  s>— ^  thou  hast  Ika 
To  me,  to  all,  the  powe^  to  aidvance 
Towards  this  unforeseen  deliverance 
From  our  ancestral  chains^-aya,  thou  didst  rear 
That  lamp  of  hope  on  high,  which  time  nor  chance. 
Nor  change  may  not  extinguish,'  and  my  share 
Of  good,  was  o'er  the  world  its  gathered  beans  to  bear. 
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xvn. 

"  Bat  I,  alai !  am  both  anknown  and  old, 
And  though  the  woof  of  wiidom  I  know  well 
To  dye  in  hnee  of  ianguage,  I  am  cold 
hi  seeming,  and  the  hopes  which  inly  dwell, 
My  mannen  note  that  I  did  long  repel ; 
Bai  Liion's  name  to  the  tumultuous  throng 
Were  like  the  star  whose  beams  the  ^aves  compel 
And  tempests,  and  his  soul-subduing  tongue 
Were  as  a  lanoe  to  quell  the  mailed  cresTof  wrong. 

xvni. 

"  Perchance  blood  heed  not  flow,  if  thou  at  length 
Wooldst  rise,  perchance  the  veiy  slaves  would  spare 
Their  brethren  and  themselves ;  great  is  the  strength 
Of  words-*-for  lately  did  a  maiden  fair, 
Who  from  her  childhood  has  been  taught  Id  bear 
The  tyrant's  heaviest  yoke,  arise,  and  make 
Her  sex  the  law  of  truth  and  freedom  hear, 
And  with  these  quiet  words — *  for  thine  own  sake 
I  prithee  spare  me  ;*— did  with  ruth  s6  take 

XIX. 

"  AH  hearli,  that  even  the  torturer  who  had  botmd 
Her  meek  calm  frame,  ere  it  was  yet  impaled, 
T/xnen'd  her  weeping  then ;  nor  could  be  found 
One  human  hand  to  harm  her — unassaiPd 
Therefore  she  walks  through  the  great  City,  veil'd 
In  virtue's  adamantine  eloquence, 
'Gainst  scorn,  and  death  and  pain  thus  trebly  mail'd, 
And  blending  in  the  stniles  of  that  defence, 
Hie  Serpent  and  the  Dove,  Wisdom  and  Innocence. 


**  The  wi]d-e]red  women  throng  around  her  path : 
From  their  luxurious  dungeons,  from  the  dust 
Of  meaner  thralls,  from  the  oppressor's  wratht 
Or  the  cartees  of  his  sated  lust. 
They  congregate  • — ^in  her  they  put  their  trust ; 
The  tyrants  send  their  armed  slaves  to  quell 
Her  power  ;-«-they,  even  like  a  thunder-gust 
Caught  by  son^e  forest,  bend  beneath  the  spell 
Of  that  young  maiden's  speech,  end  to  their  chiefo 
rebel 

XXI. 

"Thus  she  doth  equal  laws  and  justice  teach 
To  womaiv  outr^ed  and  polluted  long ; 
Gathering  the  sweetest  fruit  in  human  reach 
For  those  fair  hands  now  free,  while  armed  wrong. 
Trembles  before  her  look,  though  it  be  strong; 
Thousands  thus  dwell  beside  her,  viigins  bright, 
And  matrons  with  their  babes,  a  stately  throng ! 
levers  renew  the  vows  which  they  did  plight 
hi  early  foith,  and  hearts  long  parted  now  unite, 

xxn. 

*  And  homeless  orphans  And  a  home  near  her, 
And  those  poor  victims  of  the  proud,  no  less. 
Fair  wrecks,  on  whom  the  smiling  world  with  stir, 
'I*^tnu>ts  the  redemption  of  its  wickedness  ^— 
In  aqualid  huts,  and  in  its  palaces 
^IB  Lost  akme,  while  o'er  the  land  ii  home 
Uer  voice,  whose  awfiil  sweetness  ddth  repress 
All  evil,  and  her  foes  relenting  turn, 
And  csst  the  vote  of  love  in  hope's  abandon'd  am. 


xxm. 

**  So  in  the  populous  City,  a  young  maiden 
Has  baffled  Havoc  of  the  prey  which  he 
Marks  as  his  own,  whene'er  with  chaii^s  o'eilKden 
Men  make  them  arms  to  hurl  down  tyranny, . 
False  arbiter  between  the  bound  and  free ; 
And^o'er  the  land,  in  hamlets  and  in  toww 
The  multitudes  collect  turoultuously. 
And  throng  in  arms;  but  tyranny  disowns 
Their  claim,  and  gathers  strength  around  its  trem- 
bling thrones. 

XXIV. 

**  Blood  soon,  althot^h  unwillingly,  to  shed 
Hie  free  cannot  forbear — the  Queen  of  Slaves* 
The  hoodwink'd  Angel  of  the  blind  and  dead, 
Custom,  with  Iron  mace  points  to  the  gmves 
When  her  own  standard  desolately  waves 
Over  the  dost  of  Prophet!  and  of  Kings. 
Many  yet  stand  in  her  array — <  she  paves 
Her  path  with  human  hearts,'  and  o*er  it  flings 
The  wUdering  gloom  of  her  iitoieasurable  wingk 

XXV. 

"  There  is  a  plain  beneath  the  City's  wall. 
Bounded  by  misty  mountains,  wide  and  vast. 
Millions  there  lift  at  Freedom's  thrilling  call 
Ten  thousand  standards  ^de,  they  load  the  blast 
Which  bean  one  sound  of  many  voices  past, 
And  startles  on  his  throne  their  sceptred  foe : 
He  sits  amid  his  idle  pomp  aghast. 
And  that  his  power  hath  pest  away,  doth  know- 
Why  pause  the  victor  swords  to  seal  his  -overthrow  ff 

XXVI. 

"The  tyrant's  guards  resistance  yet  maintain  ? 
Fearless,  and  flerce,  and  hard  as  beasts  of  blood; 
They  stand  a  speck  amid  the  peopled  plain ; 
•  Carnage  and  ruin  have  been  made  their  food 
From  infancy — ill  has  become  their  good, 
And  for  its  hateful  sake  their  will  has  wove 
The  chains  which  eat  their  hearta — ^the  multitude 
Surrounding  them,  with  words  of  human  love, 
Seek  from  their  own  decay  their  stubbom  minds  to 
move. 

xxvn. 

**Over  the  land  is  felt  a  sudden  pause. 
As  night  and  duy  those  ruthless  bands  around 
The  watch  of  love  is  kept : — a  trance  which  awi« 
The  thoughtsof  men  with  hope — as  when  the  sound 
Of  whirlwind,  whose  flerce  blasts  the  waves  and 

clouds  confound, 
-Dies  suddenly,  the  mariner  in  fear 
Feels  silence  sink  upon  his  heart — thus  bound. 
The  conquerors  pause,  and  oh !  may  freemen  ne'er 
Clasp  the  relendess  knees  of  Dread,  the  murderer ! 

xxvm. 

'*If  blood  be  shed,  'tis  but  a  change  apd  choice 
Of  bonds,*>from  slavery  to  cowardice 
A  wretched  foil  I — uplift  thy  charmed  voice. 
Pour  on  those  evil  men  the  love  that  lies 
Hovering  within  those  spirit-soothing  eye*— 
Arise,  my  fnend,  forewell ! " — As  thus  he  spake. 
From  the  green  earth  lightly  I  did  arise. 
As  one  out  of  dim  dreams  that  doth  awake. 
And  look'd  upon  the  depths  of  that  reposing  lake. 

267 
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XXIX  , 

I  saw  my  oountenance  reflected  there  ^— 
And  then  my  youth  fell  on  me  like  a  wind 
Deeoendiog  on  still  wate^-^^ny  thin  hair  ^ 
Waa  prematurely  grey,  my  free  was  lined 
With  channels,  such  as  suflerijig  leaves  behind, 
Not  age  i  my  brow  Wto  pale,  but  in  my  cheek 
And  lips  a  flush  of  gnawing  fire  did  find 
Their  food  and  dwelling;  though  mine  eyes  might 
«peak 
A  subtle  mind  and  strong  within  a  fmrne  thus  weak. 

<xxx« 

And  tfaou^  their  lustre  now  was  spent  and  fiMled, 
Yet  in  my  hollow  Idoks  and  witfier'd  mien 
l^e  likeness  of  a  shape  for  which  was  braided 
The  Inightest  woof  of  genius,  atill  was  seen — 
One  who»  methougfai,  had  gone  from  the  world's 

scene. 
And  left  it  vacanfr^^twas  her  lover's  fiice — 
It  might  resemble  her— it  once  had  been 
The  mirror  of  her  thoughts,  and  still  the  grace 
Which  her  mind^  shadow  cast,  left  there  a  lingering 
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XXXI. 

What  dien  was  I  ?  She  slumber'd  with  the  dead. 
Gloiy  and  joy  and  peace,  had  come  and.  gone. 
^  t>oth  the  cloud  perish,  when  the  beams  are  fled 
Which  steep'd  its  skirts  in  gold?  or  dork  and  lone, 
Doth  it  not  through  the  paths  of  night  unknown. 
On  outspread  wings  of  its  own  wind  upborne. 
Pour  rain  upon  the  earth  7  the  stars  are  shown. 
When  the  cold  moon  sharpens  her  silver  horn 
Under  the  sea,  and  make  the  wide  night  not  forlorn. 

xxxn. 

Strengthened  in  heart,  yet  sad,  that  aged  man 
I  left,  with  interchange  of  looks  and  tears, 
And  lingering  speech,  and  to  the  Camp  began 
My  way.  O'er  many  a  mountain  Chain  which  rears 
Its  hundred  crests  aloft,  my  spirit  bears 
My  frame ;  o'er  many  a  dale  and  many,  a  moor, 
And  gaily  now  me  seems  serene  earth  wean 
The  bloomy  spring's  star-bright  invest iture, 
A  vision  which  aught  sad  from  sadness  might  allure. 

XXXIII. 
My  powen  revived  within  me,  and  I  went 
As  one  whom  winds  waft  o'er  the  bending 
Through  many  a  vale  of  that  broad  continent 
At  night  when  I  reposed,  fair  dreams  did  pass 
Before  my  pillow ; — my  own  Cythna  was 
Not  like  a  child  of  death,  among  them  ever ; 
When  I  arose  from  rest,  a  woful  mass 
That  gentlest  sleep  seem'd  from  my  life  to  sever. 
As  if  the  light  of  youth  were  not  withdrawn  for  ever. 

XXXIV. 

Aye  as  I  went,  that  maiden  who  had  rear'd 
The  torch  of  Truth  afiu*,  of  whose  high  deeds 
The  Hermit  in  his  pilgrimage  had  heard. 
Haunted  my  thoughts. — Ah,  Hope  its  sicknen  feeds 
With  whatsoe'er  it  finds,  or  flowers  or  weeds ! 
Tould  she  be  Cythna? — Was  thai  corpse  a  shade 
Such  as  self-torturing  thought  from  madness  breeds  ? 
>yhy  was  this  hope  not  torture  i  yet  it  made 
ia  light  arourjd  my  steps  which  would  not  ever  &de. 


Over  the  utmost  hill  at  length  I  sped, 
A  snowy  steep.— the  moon  was  hanging  loir 
Over  the  Asian  mountains,  and  oulsprand 
The  plain,  the  City,  and  the  Camp  bek>w. 
Skirted  the  midnight  Ocean's  glimmering  flow 
The  City's  moon-lit  spires  and  myriad  l&mpa. 
Like  stars  in  aeublunar  sky  did  gh>w. 
And  fires  hlaxed  fiir  amid  the  scattered  cuqps. 
Like  springs  of  flame,  which  burst  where'er  swifl 
Earthquake  stamps. 

All  slept  but  those  in  watchful  anns  who  stood. 
And  those  who  sate  tending  the  beacon's  light. 
And  the  few  sounds  from  that  vast  multitude 
Made  silence  more  profound — Oh,  what  a  might 
Of  human  thought  was  cradled  in  that  iUght ! 
How  many  hearts  impenetrably  veil'd 
Beat  underneath  its  shade,  what  secret  fight 
Evil  and  good,  in  woven  passions  mail'd, 
Waged  through  that  silent  tlirong ;  a  war  that  ne^'er 
ful'd! 

IIL 

And  now  the  Power  of  Good  hold  victory 
So,  through  the  labyrinth  of  many  a  tent. 
Among  the  silent  millions  who  did  lie 
In  innocent  sleep,  exultingly  I  went ; 
The  moon  had  left  Heaven  desert  now.  but  lent 
From  eastern  mom  the  first  faint  lustre  show'd 
An  armed  youth-— over  his  spear  he  bent 
His  downward  face-—"  A  friend  f"  I  cried  aloud. 
And  quickly  common  hopes  made  freem«)  understood 

IV. 

I  sate  beside  him  while  the  morning  beam 
Crept  slowly  over  Heaven,  and  talk'd  with  him 
Of  those  immortal  hopes,  a  glorious  theme! 
Which  led  us  forth,  until  the  stars  grew  dim  : 
And  all  the  while,  methought,  his  voice  did  swim, 
As  if  it  drowned  in  remembrance  were 
Of  thoughts  which  make  the  moist  eyes  overbrim 
At  last,  when  daylight  *gan  to  fill  the  air. 
He  look'd  on  me,  and  cried  in  wonder, "  Thou  art  here !  ** 

V. 

Then,  suddenly,  I  knew  it  was  the  youth 
In  whom  its  eariiest  hopes  my  spirit  found ; 
But  envioua  tongues  had  stain'd  his  spotless  trrnk 
And  thoughtless  pride  his  love  in  silence  bound. 
And  shame  and  sorrow  mine  in  toils  had  wxHind, 
Whilst  he  was  innocent,  and  I  deludorl ; 
The  truth  now  came  upon  me,  on  the  ground 
^ears  i)€  repenting  joy,  which  fast  intruded. 
Fell  fast,  and  o'er  its  peace  our  mingling  spirits  b*noded 
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VL 
ThiM»  wliile  vri&k  npUi  fipt  and  mmmrt  eyw 
We  telk*d,  a  mmd  of  sweeping  conflict  apraod, 
As  fimn,tbe  earth  did  ^suddenly  arise ; 
Fiom  OTery  tent»  loosed  by  that  clamor  drsad, 
Om  bands  ontspmng  and  sailed  their  anus  .we 

sped 
Towards  the  sound  t  our  tribes  were  gathering  far, 
Thoae  sanguine  slaves  amid  tan  thousand  dead 
ScaWyd  in  their  sleeps  trampled  in  treacheroisrwar, 
Tha  fEeade'heaiis  whose  jiower  their  lives  had  soaght 

lospafB. 

vn. 

like  Tabid  snakes,  that  sting  some  gentle  child 
Who  brings  diem  Ibod;  when  winter  false  and  fair 
Allares  them  forth  with  its  cold  smiles,  so  wi^d 
They  rage  among  the  camp: — they  overbear 
The  patriot  hosts— oonftHdon,  then  despair 
Descends  like  night — when  **  Laon ! "  one  did  cry : 
like  a  bright  ghost  from  Heaven  tRat  shout  did 

scare 
The  slaves,  and  widening  through  the  vaulted  sky, 
Soem'd  sent  from  Earth  to  Heaven  in  sign  of  victory. 

VHI. 
La  sadden  panic  daose  false  mnrderen  fled. 
Like  insect  tribes  before  the  northern  gale : 
But  BwiAer  still,  our  hosts  encompos^d 
Their  shattered  ranks,  and  in  a  craggy  vale, 
Where  even  their  fierce  despair  might  naught  avail, 
Uemm*d  ihem  around! — and  ^en  revenge  and 

fear 
Ma^e  the  high  virtue  of  the  patriots  fail : 
One  pointed  at  bis  foe  the  mortal  spear — 
I  rush'd  before  its  point,  and  cried,  '^Forbear,  forbear!" 

IX. 
11)0  spear  transfix*d  my  arm  that  was  uplifled 
In  swift  espQsmlation.  and  the  blood 
Gush'd  round  its  point :  I  smiled,  and — "  Oh !  thou 

gifted 
With  eloquence  which  shall  not  be  withstood; 
Flow  thus  !'• — I  cried  in  joy,'  *•  thou  vital  flood, 
Until  my  heart  be  dry,  ere  thus  the  cause 
For  which  thou  wert  aught  worthy  be  subdued — 
Ah,  ye  are  pale^ — ^ye  weep, — your  passions  pauses— 
"Fis  well !  ye  feel  the  truth  of  love's  benignant  laws. 

X. 

"  Soldiers,  our  brethren  and  our  friends  are  slain : 
Ye  raurder'd  them,  1  think,  as  ihey  did  sleep! 
Alas,  what  have  ye  done  ?  the  slightest  pain 
Which  ye  might  suffer,  there  were  eyes  to  weep ; 
But  ye  have  quench'd  tJicm — there  were  smiles  to 

sleep 
Your  hearts  in  balm,  but  they  are  lost  in  woe ; 
And  those  whom  lovo  did  set  his  watch  to  keep 
Around  your  tenis  truth's  freedom  to  bestow, 
Ye  stabb'd  as  thiey  did  sleep— but  they  forgive  ye 

now. 

XT. 
*'  0  wherefore  should  ill  ever  fbw  from  ill. 
And  pain. still  keener  pain  for  ever  breed? 
We  all  are  brethren — even  the  slaves  who  kill 
^or  hire,  are  men !  and  to  avenge  misdeed 
On  the  misdoer,  doth  but  Misery  feed 
With  her  own  broken  heart !  0  Earth,  O  Heaven ! 
And  thou,  dread  Nature,  which  to  every  deed 
And  all  that  lives,  or^  is,  to  be  hath  given. 
Even  as  to  thoe  have  these  dono  ill,  and  are  fbrgiven. 


xn. 

**  Join  then  your  hands  and  hearts;  and  let  the  psst 
Be  as  a  giave  which  gives  not  up  its  dead 
To  evil  thoaghts.*'-^A  film  then  overcast    . 
My  sense  with  dimness,  for  the  wound,  which 

bled 
Freshly,  swift  shadows  o*er  mine  eyes  had  shed. 
When  I  awoke,  I  lay  'mid  friends  and  foes, 
And  earnest  comitenslbces  on  me  shed 
The  light  of  questioning  looks,  whilst  one  did  dose 
My  wound  with  balmiest  herbs,  and- soothed  me  to 

nepose. 

xia 

And  one  Whose  spear  had  pierced  me,  lean'd  be- 
side 

'  With  quivering  lips  and  bumid  eyea ;— and  aH 
Seem'd  like  some  brothers  on  a  journey  wide' 
Gone  ftfth,  whom  now  strange  meeting  did  belall 
In  a  strange  land,  round  one  whoa  they  miirht 

call 
Their  friend,  theur  chief,  their  father,  for  assay 
Of  peril,  which  had  saved  them  from  the  thrall 
Of  death,  now  suflering.    Thds  the  vast  army 

Of  those  fraternal  bands  were  reconciled  that  day. 

XIV.  . 
Lifting  the  thunder  of  their  acclamation, 
Towards  the  City  then  the  multitude. 
And  1  among  them,  went  in  joy — a  nation 
Made  free  by  love, — a  mighty  brotherhood 
link'd  by  a  jealous  interchange  of  good ; 
A  glorious  pageant,  more  magnificent 
Than  kingly  slaves  array*d  in  gold  and  blood ; 
When  they  return  from  catnage,  and  are  sent 
In  triumph  bright  beneath  the  populous  battlement 

XV. 
A&r,  the  City  walls  were  throng*d  on  high. 
And  mjrriads  on  each  giddy  turret  clung. 
And  to  each  spire  far  lej«ening  in  the  sky, 
Bright  pennons  on  the  idle  winds  were  hung ; 
<  As  we  approached  a  shout  of  joyance  -sprtmg 
At  once  from  all  the  crowd,  as  if  the  vast 
And  peopled  Earth  its  boundless  skies  among 
The  sudden  clamor  of  delight  had  east. 
When  from  before  its  (ace  some  geneml  wreck  had 


post 


XVJ. 


Our  armies  through  the  City's  hundred  gates 
Were  pour'd,  like  brsoks  which  to  the  rocky  lair 
Of  some  deep  lake,  whose  silence  them  awate. 
Throng  from  the  momitains  when  the  storms  are 

there ; 
And  as  we  past  through  the  calm  sunny  air, 
A  thousand  flower-inwoven  crowns  were  shed. 
The  token  flowers  of  truth  and  freedom  fair. 
And  fairest  hands  bound  them  on  many  a  hei^ 
Those  angels  of  love's  heaven,  that  over  all  was 

spread. 

xvn. 

I  trod  as  one  tranced  in  some  rapturous  vision : 
Those  bkxxly  bands  so  lately  reconciled. 
Were,  ever  as  they  went,  by  the  oontriiion 
Of  anger  tum'd  to  love  from  ill  beguiled. 
And  every  one  on  them  more  gently  smiled, 
Because  they  had  done  evil : — the  sweet  awe 
Of  such  mild  looks'  made  tlieir  own  hearts  grow 

mild. 
And  did  with  soft  attraction  ever  dmw 
Their  spirits  to  the  love  of  freedom's  equal  law 
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XVUI. 

And  they,  and  all,  in  one  loud  ■ymphony 
My  name  which  liberty,  oommingling,  lifted 
"  The  friend  and  the  preserver  of  the  free.' 
The  parent  of  this  joy ! "  and  finr  eyes  gifted 
With  feelings,  caught  from  one  who  had  uplifted 
,  The  light  of  a  great  spirit,  round  me  shone ; 
And  ail  the  shapea  of  this  grand  scenery  shifted 
like  restless  clouds  before  the  siediast  sun,—- 
Where  was  that  Maid  t  I  ask'd,  but  it  was  known 
of  none. 

XIX. 

Laone  was  the  name  -her  love  had  chosen. 
For  she  was  nameless,  and  her  birth  none  knew : 
Where  was  LaMie  now  I — ^the  words  were  flozen 
Within  my  lips  with  fear ;  bat  to  subdue 
Snch  dreadftil  hope,  to  my  great  task  was  doe. 
And  when  at  length  one  brought  re|rfy,  that  she 
To-morrow  would  appear,  I  then  withdrew 
To  judge  what  need  for  that  great  throng-  might 
be. 
For  now  the  stars  came  thick  over  the  twilight  sea. 

XX 

Yet  need  was  none  for  rest  or  food  to  care. 
Even  though  that  multitude  was  passing  great. 
Since  each  one  for  the  other  did  prepare 
All  kindly  succor — ^Thereibre  to  die  gate 
Of  the  Imperial  House,  now  desolate, 
I  past,  and  there  was  found  aghast,  alone, 
liie  fallen  Tyrant !— silently  he  sate 
Upon  the  footstool  of  his  golden  throncr 
Which,  starred  with  sunny  gems,  initsownlustre  shone. 

XXI. 

Alone,  but  for  one  child,  who  led  before  him 
A  graceful  dance :  the  only  living  tiling 
Of  all  the  crowd,  which  thither  to  adore  him 
'  Flock'd  yesterday,  who  solace  sought  to  bring 
In  his  abandonment  I — she  knew  the  King 
Had  praised  her  dance  of  yore,  and  now  she  wove 
Its  circles,  aye  weeping  and  murmuring 
'Mid  her  sad  task  of  unregarded  love, 
That  to  no  smiles  it  might  his  speechless  sadness  move. 

XXIL 

She  fled  to  him,  and  wildly  c]ftBp*d  his  feet 
When  human  steps  were  beard  ^«-he  moved  nor 

spoke. 
Nor  changed  his  hue,  nor  raised  his  looks  to  meet 
The  gaze  of  stmngcr»->our  loud  entrance  woke 
The  echoes  of  the  hall,  which  circling  broke 
The  calm  of  its  recessefl,-^like  a  tomb 
Its  sculptured  walla  vacantly  to  the  stroke 
Of  fbotfiilk  answered,  and  the  twilight's  gloom. 
Lay  like  a  chamel's  mist  within  the  radiant  doine. 

xxnr. 

The  little  child  stood  up  when  we  came  nigh.; 
Her  lips  and  cheeks  seem'd  very  pale  and  wan. 
But  on  her  forehead,  and  within  her  eye 
Lay  beauty,  which  makes  hearts  that  feed  thereon 
Sick  with  excess  of  sweetnesB ;  on  the  throne 
She  lecn'd  \ — the  King  with  gathei^d  brow  and  lips 
Wreathed  by  long  sootk,  did  inly  sneer  and  frown 
With  hue  like  that  when  some  great  painter  dips 
His  pencil  in  the  gloom  of  earthquake  and  eclipse. 


XXIV. 

She  stood  beside  him  Uke  a  ninbow  bnided 
Within  some  ■lonn,  when  scaroe  its  shadow 
From  the  Utie  paths  of  the  swift  san  have  &ded 
A  sweet  and  solemn  smile,  like  Cythna*k,  eaat 
One  mofflent's  light,  which  made  my  heart  heal 

fhst. 
O'er  ftiat  ehUd's  paned  lipa--«  gleam  of  bliM» 
A  shade  of  vaniah'd  dayvr— m  the  team  paat 

.  Which  wrapt  h,  even  as  with  a  fiuhar*s  Idsi 

pn«'d  those  aofteat  eyes  in  tremfaliqg 


XXV. 

The  sceptred  wretch  then  fhmi  that  aolitudo 
I  drew,  and  of  his  change  compassionate^ 
With  wonls  of  sadness  soothed  his  rugged  moodL 
But  he,  while  pride  and  fear  held  deep  debaia. 
With  suUea  guile  of  ill-dissembled  hate 
Glared  on  me  as  a  toothless  snake  might  glare: 
Pity,  not  soom  I  felt,  though  desolate 
The  desolator  now,  and  unaware 
The  curses  which  he  modi'd  had  caught  him  by  the 
hair. 

XXVI. 
I  led  hini  forth  from  that  which  now  might  seem 
A  gorgeous  grave :  through  portals  sculptured  deep 
With  imagery  beautiful  as  dream 
We  went,  and  left  the  shades  which  tend  on  sleep 
Over  its  unregarded  gold  to  keep 
Their  silent  watch. — ^The  child  trod  laintingly. 
And  as  she  went,  the  tears  which  she  did  weep 
Glanced  in  the  stariight ;  wilder'd  seemed  she. 
And  when  i  ^pake,  fer  sobs  she  could  not  answer  z  •• 

XXVU. 

At  last  the  tyrant  cried,  **  She  hm^en,  slave ; 
Stab  her,  or  give  her  bread !" — It  was  %  tone 
Such  as  sick  fancies  in  a  new-made  grave 
Might  hear.    1  trembled,  finr  the  truth  was  known. 
He  with  this  child  had  thus  been  left  alone. 
And  neither  had  gone  forth  for  food, — hot  h^ 
In  mingled  pride  and  awe  cowerM  near  his  diraoe. 
And  she,  a  nursUngof  captivity. 
Knew  naught  beyond  those  walls,  nor  what  andk 
change  might  be. 

xxvin. 

And  she  was  troubled  at  a  charm  wiihdnwn 
Thus  suddenly ;  that  sceptres  ruled  no  mor^^ 
That  even  from  gold  the  dreadful  strength 

.  gone, 
Wliich  once  made  all  things  subject  to  its 
Such  wonder  seized  him,  as  if  hour,  by  hour 
The  past  had  come  again ;  and  the  swift  fidl 
Of  one  80  great  and  terrible  of  yore. 
To  desolateneas,  in  the  hearts  of  all 
like  wonder  stirr*d,  who  saw  such  awftd  diange 
befall. 

xxix. 

A  mighty  crowd,  such  as  the  wide  land  pours 
Once  in  a  ihousand  years,  now  gathered  round 
The  fallen  tyrant  ;-^iike  the  rush  of  showers 
Of  hail  in  spring,  pattering  along  the  ground* 
Tlieir  many  footsteps  fell,  else  came  no  sound 
From  the  wide  multitude :  that  lonely  man 
Then  knew  the  burthen  of  his  change,  and  found. 
Concealing  in  the  dust  his  visage  wan. 
Refuge  from  the  keen  looks  which  thro*  his  bosom  ran, 
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And  he  «M  fiuitt  fdtlial :  I  nte  boiade 
Upon  ihe  opultr,  and  took  that  chttd  so  fiur 
From  hk  weak  anna,  that  iU  might  none  betide  him 
Or  her^when  fixid  was  braught  to  them,  her  thare 
To  hit  averted  lips  the  child  did  bear, 
Bat  when  ahe  saw  he  had*  enough,  she  ate 
And  wept  the  while,; — the  lonely  man's  despair 
Hunger  then  overeame,  and  of  his  state 
Foigetfttl,  on  the  dUet  as  in  a  trance  he  sale.    - 

XlXi 

Sbwly  the  silence  of  the  multitadea 
Pm,  as  when  far  is  heard  in  some  lone  dell 
The  gathering  of  a  wind  among  the  wood^r* 
And  he  is  fallen !  they  ay,  he  who  did  dwell 
like  fimiine  or  the  plague,  or  aught  more  fell 
Among  mir  homea,  is  fidlen !  the  murderer 
Who  slaked  his  thimting  soul  as  from  a  well 
CM*  blood  and  tears  with  ruin !  he  j»  here  \ 
ftnik  in  a  gulf  of  soom  fiom  which  none  may  him  rear ! 

xxxn. 

Then  washeaid — He  who  judged  let  him  be  brought 
To  judgment!  blood  ftr  blood  cries  from  the  sdl 
Oa  which  his  crimes  have  deep  pollution  wrought! 
Shan  Olhman  only  unavenged  despoil  ? 
Shall  they  who  by  the  stress  of  grinding  toil 
Wre^C  from  the  unwilling  earth  Ids  luxuries, 
Perish  forcrime,  while  his  foul  blood  may  boil. 
Or  creep  within  his  veins  at  will  T — Arise ! 
And  10  high  justice  make  her  chosen  sacrifice. 

xxxm. 

'  What  do  ye  seek  t  what  fear  ye  ?"  then  I  cried, 
Suddenly  ^starting  forth,  **  that  ye  should  riied 
The  blood  of  Othmen — if  your  hearts  are  tried 
In  the  true  love  of  freedom,  cease  to  dread   ■ 
This  one  poor  lonely  man — beneath  Heaven  spread 
In  purest  light  above  us  all,  through  earth, 
Mstemal  earth,  who  doth  her  sweet  smiles  shed 
For  all,  let  him  go  free ;  until  the  worth 
or  human  nature  win  from  these  a  second  birth. 

XXXIV. 

*  What  cilll  ye  juttice  f  is  there  one  who  ne'er 
In  secret  thought  has  wish'd  another's  ill  7 — 
Are  ye  all  pure  ?  let  those  stand  forth  who  hear. 
And  tremble  not    Shall  they  insult  and  kill. 
If  such  they  be  f  their  mild  eyes  can  they  fill 
With  the  fiJse  anger  of  the  h3rpocrite  7 
Alas,  such  were  not  pure— the  chasten*d  will 
Of  virtue  sees  that  justice  is  the  light 
Of  love,  and  not  revenge,  and  terror  and  despite^" 

XXXV. 

The  murmur  of  the  people  slowly  dying, 
Patued  as  I  spake,  then  those  who  near  me  were. 
Cast  gentle  looks  where  the  lone  man  was  lying 
Shrouding  his  head,  which  now  ihat  m&nt  fair 
CIaq»'d  on  her  lap  in  silence ; — through  the  air ' 
Sofas  were  then  heard,  and  many  kiss*d  my  feet 
In  pity's  madness,  and  to  the  despair 
Of  him  whom  late  they  cursed,  a  solace  sweet 
^  very  victims  brought— soft  looks  and  speeches  meet 


XXXVI. 

Then  lo  a  hone  lor  his  repose  assign'd, 
Accompanied  by  the  still  throng  he  went 
In  silence,  where  to  aoothehis  rankling  mind. 
Some  likeness  of  his  ancient  state  was  lent; 
And  if  his  heart  could  have  been  innocent 
As  those  who  paidon'd  him,  he  might  have  ended 
His  days  in  peace-;  but  his  strait  lips  were  bent. 
Men  ibid*  into  a  smile  which  guile  portended, 
A  sight  with  which  that  child-like  hope  with  ten 
'  was  blended. 

xxxvn. 

Twas  midnight  now,  the  eve  of  that  gnat  daj 
Whereon  the  many  nations  at  whose  cadi 
The  chains  of  earth  like>  mist  melted  away. 
Decreed  to  hold  a  sacred  Festival, 
A  rite  to  attest  the  equality  of  all 
Who  Uve.    So  to  their  homes,  to  dream  or  wake, 
AU  went  The  sleepless  silence  did  recall 
Laone  to  iny  thoughts,  with  hopes  th^t  make 
The  flood  vpoede  fiom  which  their  thirst  they aeekto 
slake. 

xxxvm 

The  dawn  lk)w*d  forth,  and  fhmits  purple  fountains 
I  dmnk  those  hopes  which  make  the  spirit  quafl , 
As  to  the  plain  between  th^  misty  mountains' 
And  the  great  City,  with  a  countenance  pale 
I  went : — it  was  a  sight  which  might  avail 
To  make  men  weep  eiulting  tears,  for  whom 
Now  Ant  from  human  power  the  reverend  veil 
Was  torn,  to  see  Earth  from  her  general  womb 
Pour  forth  her  swarming  sons  to  a  fiatemal  doom  t 

xxxuL 

To  see,  fiir  glancing  in  the  misty  mining. 
The  signs  of  that  innumerable  host. 
To  hear  one  sound  of  many  made,  the  warning 
Of  Earth  to  Heaven  from  its  free  diildren  tost, 
While  the  eternal  hills,  and  the  sea  lost 
In  wavering  light,  and  starring  the  blu^  iStj 
The  city's  myried  spires  of  gold,  almost 
With  human  joy  made  mute  sodety, 
ItB  witnesses  with  n^en  who  must  hereafter  ba 

XL. 

To  see  like  some  vast  island  from  the  Ocean, 
The  Altar  of  the  Fedemtion  rear 
Its  pile  i'  the  midst ;  a  woi^,  which  the  devotion 
Of  millions  in  one  night  created  there. 
Sudden,  as  when  the  moonrise  makes  appear 
Strange  clouds  in  the  east ;  a  marble  ];^|rramid 
Distinct  with  steps :  that  mighty  shape  did  weair 
The  light  of  genius ;  its  still  shadow  hid 
Far  ships :  to  know  its  height  the  morning  nusts  forbidl 

XU. 

To  hear  the  restless  multitudes  forever 
Around  the  bese  of  that  great  Altar  flow. 
As  on  some  mountain  islet  burst  and  shiver 
Atlantic  waves ;  and  solemnly  and  slow 
As  the  wind  bore  that  tumult  to  and  fro, 
To  feel  the  dreamlike  music,  which  did  swim 
Like  beams  through  floating  clouds  on  waves  below 
Falling  in  pauses,  from  that  Altar  dim, 
As  silver<sounding  tongues  breathed  an  aerial  hynm 
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thU. 

To  hear»  to  ie6,'to'live,  wbb  on  that  movn       t 
Lethean  joy !  w  lliat  all  those  aswrnttled 
Cast  off  their  merabnes  of  die  past  outworn ; 
Two  oftly  boeomi  with  their  own  life  trembled, 
And  mine  was  onOf— and  we  had  both  diisemhled; 
So  with  a  beating  heart  I' went,  and  one. 
Who  having  much,  covets  yet  more,  resembled ; 
A  lost  and  dear  posBossion,  which  not  wdb, 
M^  walks  in  lonely  gloom  beneath  the  noonday  son. 

XJUn. 

To  fhe  great  Pyramid  I  came :  its  stair 
With  female  ({uires  was  thronged :  the  loveli^ 
Among  the>  free,  groupel)  with  its  acolptures  rare ; 
As  I  approadt'd,  the  morning's  golden  mist. 
Which  noiV  the  wonder-stricken  breezes  kist 
With  their  cold  lips;  fled,  and  the  summit  shone 
Like  Athos'seen  from  Samoihracia,  drest 
In  earliest  light  by  vintagers,  and  one 
Sate  there,  a  female  Shape  npon  an  ivoiy  throne. 

XUV. 
A  Form  most  like  the  imagined  halntant 
Of  silver  exhalations  sprung  from  dawn, 
By  winds  which  feed  on  sunrise  woven,  to  enchant 
llie  faiths  of  men :  all  mortal  eyes  were  drawn. 
As  famished  marineri  through  strange  seas  gone 
Gaze  on  a  burning  watch-tower,  by  the  light 
Of  those  divinest  lineaments — alone 
With  thoughts  which  none  could  share,  from'  that 
fair  sight 
I  tHin*d  in  siokness,  fbr  a  veil  shrouded  tier  oonn- 
tenance  bright 

XLV. 

And,  neither  did  I  hear  the  acclamations. 
Which  from  brief  silence  bursting,  fHl'd  the  air 
With  herstmnge  name  and  mine,  from  all  the  nations 

.    Which  we,  they  said,  in  strength  had  gBther*d  there 
From  the  sleep  of  bondage ;  nor  the  vision  fair 
Of  that  bright  pageantry  beheld, — but  blind 
And  silent,  as  a  breathing  corpse  did  fare, 
Leaning' upon  my  friend,  till  like  a  wind 

To  fe  ver'd  cheeks,  a  voite  flow'd  o'er  my  troubled  mind. 

XLVI. 

Like  music  of  some  minstrel  heavenly  gifWd, 
To  one  whom  fiends  enthral,  this  voice  to  me ; 
Scarce  did  I  ^vish  her  veil  to  be  upIifWd, 
I  was  so  cahn  and  joyous. — ^I  could  see 
The  platform  where  we  stood,  the  statues  three 
Which  kept  their  marble  watch  on  that  high  shrine, 
The  multitudes,  the  mountains,  and  the  sea; 
As  when  eclipse  hath  past,  things  sudden  shine 
To  men's  astonish'd  eyes  most  clear  and  crystalline. 

XLVII. 

At  first  Lame  spoke  most  tremulously : 
But  soon  her  voice  the  calmness  which  it  shed 
Gather'd,  and — **  Thou  art  whom  I  sought  to  see, 
And  thou  art  our  first  votary  here,*'  she  said : 
**  I  had  a  dear  friend  once,  but  he  is  dead ! — 
And  of  all  those  on  the  wide  earth  vvho  brealfae» 
Thou  dost  resemble  him  alone — T  spread 
This  veil  between  us  two,  that  tliou  beneath 
Shouldst  image  one  who  may  have  been  long  lost  in 
death. 


xLvm. 

«  For  this  wilt  ihon  not  hienoeibrtli  poidon  me  f 
Yes,  but  thoae  J03NB  which  silence 'will  raqvke 
Forbid  reply ; — why  men  have  chosen  me. 
To  be  the  PrieMess  of  due  holiest  rit6 
I  scarcely  l^w,  but  that  the  floods  of  light 
Which  flow  over  the  world,  have  boriie  me  hitfaei 
To  meet  the^  long  most  dear ;  and  now  unite 
Thine  hand  with  mine,  and  niay  all  oomibrt  wither 
From  both  the  hearts  whose  pulse  in  Joy  now  beat 
together. 

XLfX 
If  our  own  will  as  otheis'  law  we  boMl, 
If  the  foul 'Worship  trampled  here  we  fear; 
If  as  ourselves  we  cease  to  love  oar  kind  V* — 
She  pausM  and  pcnnled  upwards — sculptured  fliers 
Three  shapes  around  her  ivoiy  throne  appear ; 
One  was  aGiant^  like  a  child  asleep 
On  a  loose  jock,  whose  grasp  cmsh'd,  as  it  were 
In  dream,  sceptres  and  crowns ;  and  one  did  keep 
Its  watGfaf«l  eyes  in  doabt  whether  to  snulis  or  wm|i; 


A  Woman  sitting  on  the  sculptnred  disk 
Of  the  broad  earth,  and  feeding  from  (me  ht9$A 
A  human  babe  and  a  young  beeilisk ; 
Her  looks  were  sweet  as  Heaven's  when  lovoliesi 
In  Autumn  eves. — ^The  third  linage  was  drest 
In  white  wings  swift  as  clouds  in  winter  s^ieSi 
Beneath  his  feet,  'mongst  ghastliest  forms,  reprast 
Lay  f^ith,  on  obscene  worm,  who  sought  to  rise. 
While  calmly  on  the  Sun  he  tum'd  his  diamond  eyas 

LI. 

Beside  that  Image  then  X  sate,  while  she 
Stood,  'mid  the  throngs  which  ever  et>b'd  and  flow'd 
Like  light  amid  the  shadows  of  the  sea 
Cas(  from  one  cloudless  star,  and  on  the  crowd 
Thai  touch  which  none  who  feels  forgets,  bestow'd  ,* 
And  whilst  the  sun  ratum'd  the  sted&st  gaae 
Of  the  great  Image  as  o'er  Heaven  it  gloda, 
lliat  rite  had  place ;  it  ceased  when  sunaet's  bias 
Bum'd  o'er  the  isles;  all  stood  in  joy  and  deef 
amaze. 

When  in  the  silence  of  all  spirits  there 
Laone's  voice  was  felt,  and  through  the  air 
Her  thrilling  gestures  spoke,  most  eloquently  fiur 


1. 

"  Calm  art  thou  as  yon  sinnet !  swift  mod  ttam^ 
As  new-fledged  Eagles,  beautiful  and  youi^ 
That  float  among  the  blinding  beams  of  moniing; 
And  underneath  thy  feet  writhe  Faith,  and  Folly, 
Custom,  and  Hell,  and  mortal  Melaaoiiily— 
Hark !  the  Earth  starts  to  hear  the  migh^  wmning 
Of  (hy  imice  subKme  and  holy ; 
Its  free  spirits  here  a^Mmbled, 
See  thee,  fte\  thee,  know  thee  now,— 
To  thy  voice  their  hearts  have  trembled. 
Like  ten  thousand  clouds  which  flow 
With  one  wide  wind  as  it  flies ! 
Wisdom !  thy  irresistible  children  riae 
To  hail  thee,  and  the  element^  they  cMn 
And  their  own  will  to  Iwell  (he  glory  of  thj  trun 
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"  0  spirit  vast  and  deep  m  Night  and  Heaven ! 
MoCh^  and  eeiil  of  all  lo  which  i$  given 
The  light  of  life,  the  lovelineas  of  being, 
I/»!  thoodiMtreaaoeiid  the  humah  heart.    ■ 
Thjr  throng  of  po«er»  almighty  at  thou  wert, 
In  dnama  of  Poets  old  grown  pole  by  aedng 
The  shade  of  thee  .•— now^  milliona  start 
To  feel  thy  lightnings  thiough  them  homing  r 
Maniire,  or  God.  or  Love,  or  Pleasure, 
Or  Sympathy  the  sad  tears  turning 
To  mutual  smiles,  a  drainless  traasara, 
Desoenda  amidst  us; — Scorn  and  Hate, 
Revenge  and  Sel&hnees  are  desohite-*- 
A  hundred  nations  swear  that  there  shall  be 
Hty  and  Peace  and  Love,  among  the  good  and  free 


"  Eldest  of  things,  divine  Equality! 
Wisdom  and  Love  are  but  ^e  slavea  of  thee* 
The  Angels  of  thy  sway,  the  poor  around  thee 
Traasurea  finm  all  the  oella  of  human  thought. 
And  from  the  Stars,  and  from  the  Ocean  brought. 
And  the  last  living  heart  whose  bealingpi  bound  thee  t 
The  poweiftd  and  the'  wise  had  sought 
Thy  coming,  thou  in  light  descending 
O'er  the  wide  land  which  is  thine  own 
Like  the  spring  whose  breath  is  blending 
All  blasts  of  fragrance  into  one, 
Comest  upon  the  pathy  of  men! — 
Earth  bares  her  general  bosom  to  thy  ken,  • 
And  all  her  children  hero  in  glory  meet 
To  feed  upon  thy  smiles,  .and  clasp  thy  sacred  feet. 

4. 

"  My  brethran,  we  are  iree !  the  plains  and  mountains 
The  gray  sea-shore,  the  forests  and  the  fountains, 
Aie  haunts  of  happiest  dwellers; — man  and  woman, 
Their  common  bondage  burst,,  may  freely  borrow 
From  lawless  love  a  solace  for  their  sorrow; 
For  oft  we  still  must  weep,  since  we  are  human. 
A  Stormy  night's  sereneet  morrow, 
Who«e  showers  are  pity's  gentle  tears, 
Whose  clouds  are  smiles  of  those  that  die 
like  infants  without  hopes  or  fears,    ■ 
And  whose  beams  are  joys  that  lie 
In  blended'  hearts,  now  holds  dominion ; 
The  dawn  of  mind,  which  upwaids  on  a  pinion 
Borne,  swift  as  sunrise,  far  illumines  space. 
And  ckisps  this  barren  world  in  its  own  bright 
embrace ! 

5. 

"  My  btethren,  we  are  free !  the  fruits  are  glowing 
Beneath  the  stars,  and  the  night-winds  ar«  flowing 
O'er  the  ripe  com,  the  birds  and  beasts  are  dream- 
ing— 
Never  again  may  blood  of  bird  or  beast 
Stain  with  its  Venomous  stream  a  human  feast ! 
1*0  the  pure  skies  in  accusation  steaminj^. 
Avenging  poisons  shall  have  ceased 

To  feed  disease  and  fear  and  madness, 

'I^  dweUers  of  the  earth  and  air 

Shall  throng  around  our  steps  with  gladness, 

Seeking  their  food  or  refuge  there. 
^  toil  from  thought  all  glorious  forms  shall  cull, 
To  make  this  Earth,  our  home,  more  beautiful, 

2K 


And  Science,  and  her  sbter  Poesy, 

Shall  clothe  in  light  the  fiehts  and  cities  of  th0  free ! 

.6. 

'*  Victory,  Victory  to  the  prostrate  nations ! 
Bear  witness  Night,  and  ye  mute  ConsteHations 
Who  gaze  on  us  from  your  crystalliile  cars ! 
Thoughts  have  ^ne- forth  whose  powers  can  sleep 

no  more ! 
Victory!  Victory!  Earth's  ramdtest  shore. 
Regions  which  groan  beneath  the  Antarctic  stars. 
The  green  lands  cradled  in  the  roar 

Of  western  wavise,  and  wildernesses 
Peopled  and  vast,  which  skirt  the  oceans 
Where  morning  dyes  her  golden  tresses. 
Shall  soon  partake  our  high  emotions : 
Kings  shall  turn  pale!  Almighty  Fear, 
The  Fiend-God,  when  our  charmed  name  he  hear. 
Shall  fade  like  shadow,  from  his  thousand  fimes, 
While  Truth  with  Joy  enthroned  o'er  his  lost  empue 


reigns 


I" 


LO. 


Ere  she  had  ceased,  the  mists  of  night  entwining 
Their  dim  woof;  floated  o'er  the  infinite*  throng ; 
She,  like  a  spirit  through  the  darkness  shining 
In  tones  whose  sweetness  silence  did  prolong, 
As  if  to  h'ngering  windb  they  ^id  belong, 
Pour'd  forth  her  inmost  soul :  a  passionate  speech 
With  wild  and  thrilling  pauses  woven  among, 
Which  whoso  hoard,  was  mute,  for  it  could  teach 
To  rapture  like  her  own  all  listening  hearts  to  reach. 

un. 

t 

Her  voice  was  as  a  mountain  stream  which  sweeps 
The  vriiher'd  leaves  of  Autumn  to  die  lake. 
And  in  some  deep  and  narrow  bay  then  sleeps 
In  the  shadow  of  the  shores;  as  dead  leaves  wake 
Under  the  wave,  in  flowen  and  herbs  which  make 
Those  green  depths  beautiful  when  skies  are  blue. 
The  multitude  so  moveless  did  .partake 
Siich  living  change,  and  kindling  murmurs  flew 
As  o'er  that  speechless  calm  delight  and  wonder  grew 

UV. 

Over  the  phiin  the  throngs  were  seetter'd  then 
In  groups  around  the  fires,  which  from  the  sea 
Even  lo  the  gorge  of  the  first  mountain  glen 
Blazed  wide  and  fiir:  the  banquet  of  the  free 
Was  spread  beneath  many  a  dark  cypress-tree. 
Beneath  whose  spires,  which  sway'd  in  the  red  light 
Reclining  as  they  ate,  of  Liberty, 
And  Hope,  and  Justice,  and  Laone's  name, 
Earth's  children  did  a  woof  of  happy  convene  frame 

LV. 

Their  feast  was  such  as  Earth,  the  general  mother 
Pours  from  her  fiurest  bosom,  when  she  smiles 
In  the  embrace  of  Autumn ;— *to  each  other. 
As  when  some  parent  fondly  reconciles 
Her  warring  children,  she  their  wrath  beguilob 
With  her  own  sustenance ;  they  relenting  weep . 
Such  was  this  Festival,  which  from  their  isles 
And  continents,  and  winds,  and  oceans  deep. 
All  shapes  might  throng  to  share,  that  fly,  or -walk, 
or  creeps  , 
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LVI. 

Might  share  m  peace  and  innocence,  lor  gore 
Or  poiflon  none  thu  festal  did  pollute. 
But  piled  on  high,  an  overflowing  store 
Of  pomegranates,  ^nd  citrons,  fidrest  fimit, 
Melons,  and  dales,  and  figs,  and  many  a  root 
Sweet  and  sustaining,  and  bright  grapes  ere  yet 
Accursed  fire  their  mild  juice  could  transmute 
Into  a  mortal  bane,  and  brown  com  set 
In  baskets;  with  pure  streams  their  thirsting  lips 
they  wot 

LVIL 

htooB  had  descended  from  the  shiine. 
And  every  deepest  look  and  holiest  mind 
Fed  on  her  Ibrm,  though  now  those  ton^  divine 
Were  silent  as  she  past ;  she  did  unwind 
Her  veil,  as  with  the  crowds  of  her  own  kind 
She  miz'd ;  some  impulse  made  my  heart  refilun 
From  seeking  her  that  night,  so  I  redined 
Amidst  a  group,  where  on  the  utmost  plain 
A  ftstal  watch-fire  bum'd  besido  the  dusky  main. 

LVIIL 

And  joyous  was  our  least;  pathetic  talk, 
And  wit,  and  hannony  of  choral  straifas. 
While  fiir  Orion  o'er  the  waves  did  walk 
That  flow  among  the  isles,*  held  us  in  chains 
Of  sweet  captivity,  which  none  disdains 
Who  feels :  but  when  his  zone  grew  dim  in  mist 
Which  clothes  the  Ocean's  bosom,  o*er  the  plains 
The  multitudes  went  homeward,  to  their  rest. 
Which  tfiat  delightful  day  with  its  own  shadow  blest 
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CANTO  VL 


I. 
Bnioi  the  dimness  of  the  glimmering  sea. 
Weaving  swift  language  from  impassion*d  themes, 
With  that  dear  friend  I  linger*d,  who  to  me 
So  late  had  been  restored,  beneath  the  gleams 
Of  the  silver  stars ;  and  ever  in  soft  dreams 
Of  future  love  and  peace  sweet  converse  lap! 
Our  willing  fancies,  till  the  pallid  beams 
Of  the  last  watch-fire  fell,  and  diirkneas  wmpt 
The  waves,  and  each  bright  chain  of  floating  fire 
was  snapt. 

U. 

And  til!  we  came  even  to  the  Cit3r's  wall 
And  the  great  gate,  then,  none  knew  whence  or  why, 
Disquiet  on  the  multitudes  did  &11 : 
And  fint,  one  pale  and  breathless  past  us  by, 
And  stared  and  spoke  not; — ^then  with  piercing  ciy 
A  troop  of  wild*eyed  women,  by  the  shrieks 
Of  their  own  terror  driven, — tumultuously 
Ifither  and  thithet  hurrying  with  pale  cheeks, 
£ach  one  from  fear  unknown  a  sudden  refuge 


m. 

Then,  raHying  cries  of  treason  aqd  of  dsaigor 
Resounded:  and'-^They  come!  to  anns!  to  ar 
The  lyiant  is  amongst  us,  and  the  stranger 
Comes  to  enslave  us  in  his  name !  to  ar 
In  vain;  for  Pftnic  the  pale  fiend  who  charms 
Strength  to  ibnwear  her  right,  those  millkms  avrepf 
Like  waves  before  the  tempest— these  alama 
Came  to  me,  as  to  kpow  their  cause  I  leapt 
On  the  gate's  turreff  and  in  rage  and  grief  and  aoom 
Iwept! 

IV. 

For  to  the  North  I  saw  the  town  on  fire. 
And  its  red  light  made  morning  pallid,  now. 
Which  burst  over  wide  Asia ; — ^louder,  higher. 
The  yells  of  victory  and  the  screiiins  of  woe 
I  heaod  approach,  and  saw  the  throng  bekrw 
Stream   through    the   gates   like   fcam-wnagfat 

watar>fidla 
Fed  from  a  thousand  storms — the  iearfal  glow 
Of  bombs  flares  overhead — at  intervals 

The  red  artillery's  bolt  mangling  vaoog  then  Ihllk 

ft 

V.     ♦ 

And  now  the  honemen  come— and  all  vrss  done 
Swifter  than  I  have  spoken — I  beheld 
Their  red  swords  flash  in  the  uprisen  suji. 
I  msh'd  among  the  rout  to  have  repell'd 
That  misereUe  flighir— one  moment  qoell'd 
By  voice,  and  loob  and  eloquent  despair. 
As  if  reproach  from  their  own  hearts  wiAheld 
Their  steps,  they  stood ;  but  soon  came  pouring  tfaervi 
Now  multitudes,  and  did  thooe  rallied  bands  o'erbear 

VI. 

I  strove,  as  drifted  on  some  catamct 
By  irresistible  streams,  some  wretch  might  strive 
Who  hears  its  fatal  roar  .* — the  files  compact 
Whelm'd  me,  and  from  the  gate  avail'd  to  drive 
With  quickening  impulse,  as  each  bolt  did  rive 
Their  ranks  with  bloodier  chasm : — into  the  plain 
Disgoi^ed  at  length  the  dead  and  the  alive, 
In  one  dread  mass,  were  parted,  and  the  stain 
Of  blood  fiom  mortal  steel  fell  o'er  the  fields  like  lain, 

vn. 

For  now  the  despofs  blood-hounds  with  their  prey. 
Unarm'd  and  unaware,  were  gorging  deep 
Their  gluttony  of  death ;  the  loose  array 
Of  hoisemen  o'er  the  wide  fields  murdering  sweeps 
And  with  loud  laughter  for  their  tyrant  reap 
A  harvest  sovra  with  ether  hopes;  the  while, 
Far  overtiead,  ships  from  Propontis  keep ' 
A  killing  rain  of  fire: — when  the  waves  smile 
As  sudden  earthquakes  light  many  a  volcano  isle. 

Via. 

Thus  sudden,  unexpected  feast  was  spread 
For  the  carrion  fowls  of  Heaven. — I  saw  the  sight— 
I  moved — ^I  lived — es  o'er  the  heaps  of  dead. 
Whose  stony  eyes  glared  in  the  morning  light, 
I  trod  |— to  me  there  came  no  thought  of  flight. 
But  with  loud  cries  of  scorn  which  whoso  heaid 
That  dreaded  death,  fblt  in  his  veins  the  might 
Of  virtuous  shame  return,  the  crowd  I  ■tirr'd 
And  desperation^s  hope  m  many  hearts  reeair*d 
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IX. 

A  band  of  fefodiMs  gathering  ronttd  w&,  tatdBt 
Altfaongh  mlaimi'd,  a  itediait  front,  and  Mill 
Retvsating,  vhuh  stem  looki  beneath  the  shade 
Of  gathered  eTebrowi,  did  the  viclofs  fill 
With  doubt  even  in  sucoeM ;  deUberate  will 
IiM|aied  our  growing  troop,  not  overthrown 
It  gain'd  the  ihelter  of  a  gravf  hill, 
And  oyer  alill  our  oomradei  were  hewn  down, 
And  tiieir  defenceleai  limbs  beneath  oar  Ibolsteps 


X. 
Immovably  we  stood    m  jojr  I  MMmd, 
Beside  me  dien,  firm  as  a  giant^iine 
Among  the  mountain  vapors  driven  around, 
The  (dd  man  whom  1  loved-^his  eyes  divine  ' 
With  a  mild  look  of  oooiage  answer*d  mine. 
And  my  young  fiiend  was  near,  and  anluitly 
His  band  gmsp*d  mine  a  inomenw- now  the  line 
Of  war  extended,  to  our  rallying  cry 
Aa  myriads  flock'd  in  love  and  bR^^Hiood  to  die. 

XI. 

for  ever  while  the  sun  vras  climbing  Heaven 
The  horsemen  hew'd  our  unarm'd  myriads  down 
Safely,  though  when  by  thirst  of  carnage  driven 
Tto  near,  those  slaves  were  swifUy  overthrown 
By  hundreds  leaping  on  them . — ^flesh  and  bone 
Soon  made  our  ghastly  ramparts ;  then  the  shaft 
Of  the  artillery  from  the  sea  was  thrown 
More  ftst  and  fiery,  and  the  conquerors  laughed 
In  pride  to  hear  the  wind  our  screams  of  tonnent  waft 

XII. 
For  on  one  side  alone  the  hill  gave  shelter. 
So  vast  that  phalanx  of  onconquer'd  men. 
And  there  the  living  in  the  biwxl  did  welter 
Of  the  dead  and  dying,  which,  in  that  green  glen 
like  stifled  tortenis,  made  a  ploshy  fen 
Under  the  feet— thus  was  the  butcheiy  waged 
While  the  sun  domb  Heaven'i  eastern  steep— but 

when 
It  'gan  to  sink— a  fiercer  combat  raged, 
For  in  more  doubcfhl  strife  the  armies  were  engaged. 


XIIL 

Within  a  cave  upon  the  hill  wen  found 
A  bundle  of  rude  pikes,  the  instrument 
Of  those  who  war  but  on  their  ^native  ground 
For  natural  rights :  a  shoot  of  jo}rance  sent 
Even  from  our  hearts  the  wide  air  pierced  and  rent. 
As  ihose  few  arms  the  bravest  and  the  best 
Seised ;  and  each  sixth,  thus  aim'd,  did  now  present 
A  line  which  oover'd  and  sustained  the  rest, 
A  confident  phalani*  which  foes  on  every  side  invest 

XIV. 

Tlmt  onset  tum*d  the  foes  to  flight  almost; 
But  soon  they  saw  their  present  strength,  and  knew 
Hmt  coming  night  would  to  our  resolute  host 
Bring  victoiy,  so  dismoonting  close  they  draw 
Hieir  glittering  fSes,  and  then  the  combat  grew 
Unequal  but  most  horrible ; — and  ever 
Our  myriads,  whom  the  swift  bolt  overthrew, 
Or  the  red  sword,  fiul'd  like  a  mountain  river 
WUeh  rushos  forth  in  foam  to  sink  in  sands  forever. 


XV. 

« 

Sorrow  and  dmme,  to  see  with  dieir  ov?n  kind 
Our  human  brethren  mix,  like  beasts  of  blood 
To  mutual  ruin  armVl  by  one  behind 
Who  sits  and  scoffif — ^That  friend  so  mild  and  good. 
Who  like  its  shadow  near  my  youth  had  stood. 
Was  stabb'd'?— ny  old  preserver's  hoary  hair, 
With  the  flesh  clinging  to  its  roots,  wss  strew*d 
Under  my  fbet!-^I  lost  all  sense  or  care,  * 
And  like  the  rest  I  grew  desperate  and  unaware. 

XVI. 

The  battle  became  ghastlier— 4n  the  midst 
I  paused,  and  saw,  how  ugly  and  how  fell, 

0  ilaie .'  thou  art,  even  when  thy  life  thou  shefU'st 
For  love.    The  ground  in  many  a  little  dell 
Was  broken,  up  and  down  whose  steeps  befeU 
Alternate  victory  and  defeat,  and  there 

The  combatants  with  rage  most  horrible 
Strove,  and  their  eyes  started  with  cracking  stare, 
And  impotent  their  tongues  they  loU'd  into  the  air. 

xvn. 

Flaccid  and  foamy,  like  a  mad  dog's  hanging ; 
Want,  and  Moon-madness,and  the  Pest* s  swift  bane ; 
When  its  fhafb  smite— while'  yet  its  bow  is  twang- 
ing— 
Have  each  their  mark  and  sign— eome  g^iastly  stain ; 
And  this  was  thine,  0  War !  of  hate  and  pain 
Thou  lothed  slave.    I  saw  all  shapes  of  death 
And  ministeyd  to  many,  o'er  the  plain, 
While  carnage  in  the  sunbeam's  virartoth  did  seethe, 
Till  twilight  o'er  the  east  wove  her  serenest  wrsatU 

xvin. 

The  few  who  yet  survived,  resolute  and  firm 
Around  me  fought.    At  the  decline  of  day 
Winding  above  the  mountain's  snowy  term 
New  burners  shone :  they  quiver'd  in  the  ray 
Of  the  sun's  unseen  orb— ere  night  the  array 
Of  fresh  troops  hemm'd  us  in— of  those  brave  bands 

1  soon  survived  alone-'-aad  now  I  lay 
Vanquish'd  and  fiiint,  the  grasp  of  bloody  hands 

I  felt,  smd  saw  on  high  the  glare  of  ftlling  brands : 

XIX. 

When  on  my  ibes  a  sudden  terror  came. 
And  they  fled,  scattering — lo!  with  reinless  speed 
A  black  Tartarian  horse  of  giant  frame 
Comes  trampling  o'er  the  dead,  the  living  bleed 
Beneath  the  hoofs  of  that  tremendous  steed. 
On  wfaichi  like  to  an  Angel,  robed  in  white, 
Sate  one  waving  a  sword ; — ihe  hosts  recede 
And  fly,  as  through  their  ranks  with  awful  might. 
Sweeps  in  the  shadow  of  eve  that  Phantom  swifk 
and  bright; 


And  its  path  made  a  solitude. — ^I  rose 
And  mark'd  its  coming:  it  relax'd  its  coune 
As  ic  approach'd  me,  and  the  wind  that  flows 
Through  night,  bore  aoeents  to  mine  earwhose  foree 
Might  create  smiles  in  death — the  Tartar  hone 
Paused,  and  1  saw  the  shape  its  might  which  swajr'd, 
And  heard  her  musical  pants,  like  the  sweet  source 
Of  waters  in  the  desert,  as  she  said, 
**  Mocmt  with  me,  Laon.  now." — ^I  rapidly  obey'd. 
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XXL 

Then;  "Away!  away!*'  the  cried, and stieteh'd 

her  aword 
As  'twere  a  scourge  over  the  courser's  head. 
And  lightly  shook  the  reins » — We  spake  no  word,  • 
But  like  the  vapor  of  the  tempest  fled 
Over  the  plain ;  her  dark  hair  was  dispread 
Like  the  pine's  locks  upon  the  lingering  blast ; 
Over  mine  eyes  its  shadowy  strings  it  spread, 
Fitfully,  and  the  hills  and  streaips  fled  fast. 
As  o'er  their  gUmmering  forms  the  steed's  broad 

ahadow  past 

xxn. 

.  And  his  hoofi  groutid  the  rocks  to  Are  and  dtist. 
His  strong  sides  made  the  torrents  rise  in  spray ; 
And  turbulence,  as  of  a  whirlwind's  gust, 
Surrounded  us ; — and  still  away !  away  I 
Through  the  desert  night  we  sped,  while  ^e  alway 
Gazed  on  a  mountain  which  we  near'd,  whose  crest 
Crown'd  with  a  marble  ruiri,  in  the  ray 
Of  the  obscure  stars  gleam'd  ^— its  rugged  'breast 
The  steed  strain'd  up,  and  than  his  impulse  did  arrest 

xxnL 

A  rocky  hill  which  overhung  the  Ocean :—  *■ 
From  that  lone  ruin,  when  the  steed  that  panted 
Paused,  might  be  heard  the  murmur  of  the  motion 
Of  waters,  as  m  spots  for  ever  haunted 
By   the   choicest  winds  of  Heaven,  which  are 

enchanted 
To  music,  by  the  wand  of  Solitude, 
That  wizard  wild,  and  the  &r  tents  implanted 
Upon  the  plain,  be  seen  by  those  who  stood 
Thence  marking  the  dark  shore  of  Ocean's  curved  flood. 

XXIV. 
One  moment  these  were  heard  an^  seen — another 
Past;  and  the  two  who  stood  beneath  that  night, 
Each  only  heard,  or  saw,  or  ielt  the  other; 
As  from  the  lofVy  steed  she  did  alight, 
Cythna  (for,  from  the  eyes  whoae  deepest  light 
Of  love  and  sadness  made  my  lips  feel  pale 
With  influence  strange  of  moornfullest  delight, 
My  own  sweet  Cythna  look'd),  with  joy  did  quail. 
And  felt  her  strength  in  tears  of  human  weakness  &il. 

XXV. 

And,  for  a  space  in  my  embrace  she  rested. 
Her  head  on  my  unquiet  heart  reposing. 
While  my  faint  arms  her  languid  frame  invested : 
At  length  she  look'd  on  me,  and  half  unclosing 
Her  tremulous  lips,  st^:  **  Friend,  thy  bands  were 

losing 
The  Imttle,  as  I  stood  before  the  King 
In  bonds.—:!  burst  them  then,  and  swiflly  choosing 
The  time,  did  seize  a  Tartar's  sword,  and  spring 
Upon  ha  hone,  and  swift  as  on  the  whirlwind's  wing, 

XXVI. 

**  Have  thou  and  I  been  borne  beyond  pursuer, 
And  we  are  here." — Then  turning  to  the  steed. 
She  press'd  the  white  moon  un  his  front  with  pure 
And  rose-like  lips,  and  many  a  fragrant  weed 
From  the  green  ruin  pluck'd,  that  ho  might  feed  ;-^ 
But  J  to  a  stone  seal  that  Maiden  led. 
And  kissing  her  fair  eyes,  said,  "Thou  hast  need 
Of  rest"  and  I  heap'd  up  the  courwr's  bed 
In  agreen  mossy  nook,  with fflountain  flowers  dispraad. 


xxvn. 

Within  that  ruin,  whete  a  shattar'd  portal 
Looks  to  the  'eastern  stars,  abaodon'd  now 
By  man,  tto  be  the  home  of  things  inunoital. 
Memories,  like  awfiil  ghoals  which  ooow  and  go. 
And  must  inherit  all  he  builds  below, 
.  When  he  is  gone,  a  hal\  stood ;  o'er  wlioae  loof 
Fair  clinging  weeds  with  ivy  pale  did  grow. 
Clasping  its  gray  rents  with  a  verdurous  wooC 
A  hanging  dome  of  leaves,  a  canopy  bbooo-prkC 

xxvm. 

The  auturaaal  winds,  aa  if  spall-hoaiid,  had  made 
A  natural  conah  of  leaves  in  Uiat  leoes^ 
Which  seaaoQs  none  disturb'd,  but  in  the  sinde 
Of  flowering  paraaites,  did  spring  love  to  dies 
With  their  sweet  blqoms  the  wintry  loneline« 
Of  those  dead  leaves,  shedding  their  atao*  wiiene'er 
The  wandering  wind  hemuraUngs  aigbt 
Whose  intertwining  fingere  ever  there, 
Made  mmic  wild  andsofl  that  fill'd  the 


XXIX. 

We  know  not  where  w^e  go,  or  what  sweet  dieam 
'  May  pilot  .us  through  caveim  strange  and  fair 
Of  far  and  pathless  paasfon,  while  the  stieam 
Of  life  our  bark  doth  on  its  whirlpools  bear, 
Spreading  swift  wings  as  sails  to  die  dim  air; 
Nor  should  we  seek  to  know,  so  the  devoticn 
Of  love  and  gentib  thoughts  be  heard  still  there 
Louder  and  louder  from  the  utmost  Ooei^i 
Of  universal  life,  attuning  its  commotko. 

XXX. 

To  the  pure  all  things  are  pnre^  Oblivion  wnpt 
Our  spiritp,  and  the  fearful  overthrow 
Of  public  hope  was  from  our  being  snapt 
Though  linked  years  had  bound  it  there;  for  now 
A  power,  a  thint  a  knowledge,  which  below 
All  thoughts,  like  light  beyond  the  atmosphers. 
Clothing  its  clouds  with  grace,  doth  ever  flow, 
Came  on  us,  as  we  sale  in  silence  then. 
Beneath  the  golden  siani  of  the  dear  azure  ai& 

XXXL 

In  silence  which  doth  follow  talk  that  causes 
The  baffled  heart  to  speak  with  sighs  and  tearm 
When  wildering  posaion  swalloweth  up  Che  pauses 
Of  inexpressive  speech : — the  youthful  yean 
Which  we  together  past  their  hopes  and  feaia, 
The  blood  iteelf  which  ran  within  our  ftwnea, 
That  likeness  of  the  features  which  endean 
The  thoughts  express'd  by  them,  our  very  naaes. 
And  all  the  winged  hours  which  speedilesB  memoiy 
claims, 

XXXIL 
Had  found  a  voice  y^-and  ere  that  voic*  did  pass, 
The  night  grew  damp  and  dim,  and  through  a  rent 
Of  the  ruin  where  we  sate,  finom  the  moraas, 
A  wandering  meteor  by  some  wild  wind  aeot 
Hung  liigh  in  the  green  dome,  to  which  it  lent 
A  faint  and  pallid  lustre  t  while  the  song 
Of  blasts,  in  which  its  bine  hair  qniveiii^  bent 
Strew'd  strangest  sounds  the  moving  leaves  ameng  * 
A  woodrouB  light  the  sound  as  of  a  spirit's  tongue. 
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TtMb  iMlaor  iliow'd  ihe 
And  Cjtfam'i  glowing 
Of  har  nft  hair,  which 
Myaaok  near  han,  har 
Which^  aa  twin  phaDtoi 
(Xer  a  dii9  wall,  more. 
Swam  in  our  muia  and 
Her  marble  blow,  and 
With 


laaTaa  on  which  we  mde, 
arma,  and  the  thick  tiea 
bent  with  gathered  weight 
dark  and  deepening  eyea, 
DB  of  one  star  thflct  liea 
though  the  atar  repoaaa, 
liquid  ecattMiea, 
Mgea  lipi,  like  roMa»- 
pale»  Which  apring  bat  half 


XJOOV. 

Hie  maieor  to  ita  jar  monaa^raHinf  d : 
The  healing  of  our  Veina  one  interval 
Blade  atill ;  and  then  I  felt  die  bkK>d  dmt  bvm'd 
Widtm  herfJraBM,  mingle  with  mine,  and  iall 
Aitnnd  i^  haait  like  fire ;  and  over  all 
A  miit  waa  apraad,  the  aicknem  of  a  deep 
And  •paMhIem  awoon  of  joy,  aa  rai^t  be&U 
Two  dimnited  apirila  when  they  leap 
la  maon  fiom  thia  earth's  obscure  and  fading  aleep. 

XXXV. 

Was  it  one  moment  that  confounded  thoa 
All  thought,  all  sense,  all  feeling,  into  one 
Unutterable  power,  which  shielded  us 
Even  from  our  own  cold  looks,  when  we  bad  gone 
Into  a  wide  and  wild  oblivion 
Of  tnmuh  and  of  tenderness  ?  or  now 
Ibd  ages,  such  as  make  the  moon  and  sun. 
The  seasons,  and  mankind  their  chaitgee  know, 
I^ft  fear  and  time  unfeU  by  ua  alone  below  ? 


XXXVI. 

T  kriow  not  What  are  kisses  whose  fire  clasps 
Tbe  fiiUing  heart  in  languishment,  or  limb 
Twined  widun  limb  ?  or  the  quick  dying  gaspa 
Of  the  life  meeting,  when  the  (hint  eyes  swim 
Through  tears  of  a  wide  mist  boundless  and  dim. 
In  one  caress  T  What  is  the  strong  control 
Which  leads  the  heart  that  dizzy  steep  to  climb, 
Where  f^  over  the  world  those  vapora  roll. 
Which  blend  two  restless  frames  in  one  reposing  soul  7 

xxxvn. 

It  is  the  shadow  which  doth  float  unseen. 
But  not  unfelt,  o'er  blind  mortality, 
Whose  divine  darkness  fled  not,  from  that  green 
And  lone  receai,  where  lapt  in  peace  did  lie 
Our  linked  frames ;  till,  from  the  changing  sky. 
That  night  and  still  another  day  had  fled ; 
And  then  I  saw  and  felt    The  moon  was  high. 
And  clouds,  as  of  d  coming  storm,  were  spread 
ttnder  its  orbr— loud  winds  were  gathering  overhead. 

xxxvin. 

Cy4ina*B  aweat  lips  seem'd  lurid  in  the  moon. 
Her  feinat  limba  with  the  night  wind  were  chill, 
And  har  dark  tBsmea  were  all  loosely  strewn 
O'er  har  pale  boaom : — all  within  was  still. 
And  the  sweet  peace  of  joy  did  almost  fill 
The  depth  of  her  imfalhomable  look ; — 
And  we  sate  calmly,  though  that  roct^  hill, 
The  waves  contending  in  its  caverna  atrook. 
For  ihay  feiekiiaw  the  stonn,  and  the  gny  mm  shook. 


There  we  unheeding  sate,  in<the  oommnmon 
Of  inteichanged  vows,  whioh,  with  a  rite 
Of  feiih  mostsweet  and  sacied,  scamp'd  our  uniosL — 
Pbw  were  the  living  hearts  which  could  onita 
Like  ouis,  or  celebrate  a  bridal  night 
With  such  close  sjrmpalhiea,  fer  they  luid  apruqg 
From  linked  youth,  and  from  the  gentle  m^t^t 
Of  earHeet'love,  delay'd  and  cheriah*d  long, 
Which,  common  hopea  and  fears  made, 'like  a  leiiipMl» 
strong. 

And  such  ia  Nature's  law  divine,  that  tbosa 
Who  grow  together  cannot  diooaa  but  love, 
If  feidi  or  cuatom  do  not  interpose. 
Or  common  slavery  mar  what  oLm  might  mov* 
All  gentlest  thoughts ;  aa  in  the  sacred  grove 
Which  ahadea  the  springs  of  ^Ethiopian  Nile» 
That  living  tree,  which,  if  the  anowy  dove 
Strike  with  her  shadow,  shrinks  in  fear  awhile* 
But  its  own  kindred  leaves  clasps  while  the  snnbeama 
smile; 

XLI. 

And  clings  to  ihem,  when  darkness  may  diaaeyar 
The  close  caresses  of  all  duller  plants 
Which  bloom  on  the  wide  earth---thua  we  fer  ever 
Were  link'd,  fer  love  had  nurst  us  in  the  haunts 
Where  knowledge,  from  its  secret  source,  enchant 
Young  heorts  with  die  fresh  music  of  its  springing. 
£re^  yet  its  gathered  flood  feeds  human  wants. 
As  the  great  Nile  feeds  Egypt ;  ever  flinging 
light  on  the  woven  boughs  which  o'er  its  wavea  are 
swinging. 

Xlil. 

The  lones  of  C3rthna*8  voice  like  echoes  were 
Of  those  fer  murmuring  streams;  they  rose  and  fell, 
Mix'd  with  mine  own  in  the  tempestuous  air,— « 
And  so  we  sate,  until  our  mlk  befell 
Of  the  late  ruin,  swift  and  horrible, 
And  hew  those  seeds  of  hope  might  yet  be  sown 
Whose  fruit  is  evil's  mortal  poison :  well. 
For  us,  this  ruin  mode  a  watch-tower  lone, 
But  Cythna's  eyes  look'd  feint,  and  now  two  daya 
were  gone 

XLm. 
Since  she  hod  feed : — ^therefero  I  did  awaken 
The  Tartar  steed,  who,  from  his  eb<m  manoi 
Soon  as  the  clinging  slumbers  he  had  shaken 
Bent  his  thin  head  to  seek  the  brazen  rein, 
Following  me  obediently ;  with  pain 
Of  heart,  so  deep  and  dread,  that  one  caress. 
When  lips  and  lieart  refuse  to  part  again,, 
TiU  they  have  told  their  All,  could  scarce  expresa 
The  anguish  of  her  mute  and  feariul  tondemess. 

xuv. 

Cythna  beheld  me  part,  as  I  bestrode 
That  willing  steed — the  tempest  and  the  night, 
Which  gave  my  path  its  safety  as  I  rode 
Down  the  ravine  of  rocks,  did  soon  unite. 
The  darkness  and  the  tumult  of  their  might 
Borne  on  all  winda-^Far  through  the  streamii^rain 
.  Floating  at  intervals  the  garments  white 
Of  Cythna  gleam'd,  and  har  voice  once  again 
Came  to  me  on  the  gust,  and  soon  I  reach'd  £e  plant 
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XLV.      . 

I  dreaded  not  thq  tempeit,  nor  did  he 
Who  bore  me,  hut  his  eyebaUa  wide  and  red 
Tum'd  on  the  lightning's  deO  exultingly ; 
And  when  the  earth  beneath  his  taiheless  tread, 
Shook  with  the  sullen  thunder,  he  would  spread 
His  nostrils  to  the  blast,  and  joyously 
Block  the  fierce  peal  with  neighings ; — thus  we  sped 
O'er  the  lit  plain,  and  soon  I  could  desciy 
Where  Death  and  Fire  had  gorged  the  spoil  of  yictoiy. 

XLVL 

There  was  a  desolate  village  in  a  wood, 
Whose  bloom-inwoven  leaves  now  scattering  fed 
The  hungry  storm ;  it  was  a  place  of  blood, 
A  heap  of  hearthless  w^lls ; — the  flames  were  dead 
Within  diose  dwellings  now/— the  life  Jiad  fled 
From  all  those  corpses  now, — but  the  wide  sky 
Flooded  widi  lightning  was  ribb'd  overhead 
By  the  black  n^is,  and  around  did  lie 
Women,  and  babes,  and  men^sUuj^ter'd  oanfiiBedly. 

XLVn. 

Beaide  the  fountain  in  the  market-place 
Dismounting,  I  beheld  those  corpses  stare 
With  homy  eyes  upon  each  other's  fece. 
And  on  the  earth  and  on  the  vacant  air, 
And  upon  me,  close  to  the  waters  where 
I  stoop'd  to  slake  my  thirst ;— I  shrank  to  taste. 
For  the  salt  bitterness  of  blood  was  there ; 
But  tied  the  steed  beside,  and  sought  in  haste 
If  any  yet  survived  amid  that  ghasdy  waste. 

XLVm. 

No  living  thing  was  there  beside  one  woman. 
Whom  I  found  "wondering  in  the  streets,  and  she 
Was  wither'd  from  a  likeness  of  aught  human 
Into  a  fiend,  by  some  strange  misery : 
Soon  as  she  heard  my  steps  she  leap'd  on  me. 
And  glued  her  burning  lips  to  mine,  and  lauj^'d 
With  a  loud,  long,  and  frantic  laugh  of  glee. 
And  cried,  "  Now,  Mortal,  thou  hast  deeply  quaflTd 
The  Plague's  blue  kinsps    soon  millions  shall  pledge 
the  draught ! 

XLIX. 

**  My  name  is  Pestilence— this  boaom  dry. 
Once  fed  two  babes    a  sister  and  a  brother— 
When  I  came  home,  one  in  the  blood  did  lie 
Of  three  death- wounds— the  flames  had  ate  the  otheri 
Since  then  I  have  no  longer  been  a  mother. 
But  I  am  Pestilence  ; — hither  and  thither 
J  flit  about,  that  I  may  slay  and  smother; — 
All  lips  which  I  have  kiss'd  must  surely  wither. 
But  Death's — ^if  thou  art  he,  we'll  go  to  work  together! 


**  What  seek'st  thou  here?  the  moonlight  oomes  ui 


The  dew  is  rising  dankly  from  the  dell— 
Twill  moisten  her !  and  thou  shoU  aee  the  gashes 
In  my  sweet  boy.  now  full  of  worms — ^but  tell 
First  what  thou  seek'st'*— »•  I  seek  for  food."— ^  TIs 

well. 
Thou  shalt  have  food ;  Famine,  my  paramour, 
Waits  for  us  at  the  feast— cruel  and  fell 
Is  Famine,  but  he  drives  not  from  his  dow 
IIkmo  whom  these  lips  have  kiss'd,  alone.  No  more, 

no  more!" 


As  thus  she  spake,  she  grssp'd  me  wiA  the  flireQg& 
Of  madneai,  and  by  many  a  ruin'd  hearth 
She  led,  and  over  many  a  corpse  .^^-at  length 
We  came  to  a  lone  hut,  where  on  the  eaith 
Which  made  its  floor,  she  in  her  ghastly  mirtk 
Gathering  from  all  those  homes  bjow  desolate, 
H^  piled  three  heaps  of  loaves,  making  a  dearth 
Among  the  dead — round  which  she  set  in  state 
A  ling  of  oold,  sciflfbabes;  silent  and  staik  they  aate. 

IJI. 

She  leap'd  upon  a  pile,  and  lifted  high 
Her  mad  looks  to  the  lightning,  and  cried :  **  Eat  * 
Share  the  great  feast — to-morrow  we  must  die !" 
And  then  she  spum*d  the  loaves  vrith  her  pale  feet. 
Towards  her  bloodless  guests ;— that  sight  to  meet. 
Mine  eyes  and  my  heart  ached,  and  but  that  she 
Who  loved  me,  did  with  absent  hwks  defeat 
Despair,  I  might  have  raved  in  sympafliy; 
But  now  I  took  the  food  that  woman  oJBbr'd  me ; 

Lm. 

And  vainly  having  wifli  her  madness  striven 
If  I  might  win  her  to  return  wifli  roe. 
Departed.    In  the  eastern  beams  of  Heaven 
The  lightning  now  grew  pallid — rapidly, 
As  by  the  shore  of  the  tempestuous  sea 
The  dark  steed  bore  me,  axid  the  mountain  gray 
Soon  echoed  to  his  hoofs,  and  I  could  see 
Cythna  among  the  rocks,  where  she  alway 
Had  sate,  with  anxious  eyes  fiz'd  on  the  lii^gering  day 

LIV. 

And  joy  was  oun  to  meet :  she  was  most  pale, 
Famish'd,  and  wet  and'  weaiy,  so  I  cast 
My  arms  around  her,  lest  her  steps  should  feil 
As  to  our  home  we  went,  and  thus  embraced. 
Her  full  heart  seem'd  a  deeper  joy  to  taste 
Than  e'er  the  prosperous  know ;  the  steed  behind 
Trod  peacefully  along  the  mountain  waste. 
We  reached  our  home  ere  morning  coold  unbind 
Night's  latest  veil,  and  on  our  bridal  couch  rechned. 

LV. 

Her  chiird  heart  having  cheririi*d  in  ny  bosom. 
And  sweetest  kisses  past,  we  two  did  aharo 
Our  peaceful  meal : — as  an  autumnal  blossom 
Which  spreads  its  shrunk  leaves  in  the  sunny  air, 
AAer  cold  showers,  like  rainbows  woven  there, 
Thus  in  her  lips  and  cheeks  the  vital  spirit 
Manded,  and  in  her  eyes,  an  atmosphere 
Of  health,  and  hope ;  and  sorrow  languish'd  near  it 
And  fear,  and  all  that  dark  despondence  doth  inheiiL 
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CANTO  vn. 


I. 

So  we  aate  jejofm  m  the  monung  my 
Which  led  upon  the  n^iecks  of  night  and  elonii  , 
Now  lingering  on  the  winds ;  light  ain  did  pJay 
Aniong  the  dewy  weedi,  the  son  wee  wann. 
And  "we  tate  link'd  in  the  inwoven  chaim 
Of  convene  end  cartwqi  fweet  and  deem 
Speeehleaa  careaea,  talk  that  might  diaarm 
lime,  though  be  wield  the  darts  <^  death  and  deep^ 
And  those  thnce  monal  barbs  in  his  own  poison  steep. 

a. 

I  told  her  of  my  snflerings  and  my  madness, 
And  how«  awaken'd  from  that  dreamy  mood 
By  liberty's  uprise,,  the  strength  of  gladness 
Cinie  to  my  spirit  ha  my  solitude ; 
And  all  that  now  I  was,  while  tears  puisned. 
Each  other  down  her  fidr  and  listening  Cheek 
Fast  as  the  thoughts  which  fed  them,  like  a  flood 
Froqi  suhbright  dales ;  and  when  I  ceased  to  speak, 
Her  accents  soft  and  sweet  the  passing  air  did  wake. 

m. 

She  told  me  a  strange  tale  of  strange  endurance, 
Like  broken  memories  of  many  a  heart 
Woven  into  one ;  to  which  no  firm  assurance, 
So  wild  were  they,  could  her  own  &ith  impart 
She  said  that  not  a  tear  did  dare  to  start 
From  the  swoln  brain,  and  that  her  thoughts  were 

firm 
When  from  all  mortal  hope  she  did  depart, 
Bome  by  those  slaves  across  the  Ocean's  term, 
And  that  she  reached  the  port  without  one  fear  infirm. 

IV. 

One  waa  she  among  many  there,  the  thralls 
Of  die  cold  Tyrant's  cruel  lust :  and  they 
lAUgh'd  mouinfully  in  those  polluted  haUs; 
But  she  was  calm  and  sad,  musing  alway 
On  lofUest  enterprise,  till  on  a  day 
The  Tyrant  heaxd  her  singing  to  her  lute 
A  wild,  and  sad,  and  spiritpthrilling  lay, 
like  winds. that  die  in  wastes    one  moment  mute 
Hw  evil  thoughts  it  made,  which  did  his  breast  poUuta. 

V. 

Even  when  he  saw  her  womdroiis  loveliness, 
One  moment  to  great  Nature's  saered  power 
He  bent,  and  waa  no  longer  passionless ; 
But  when  he  bade  her  to  his  secret  bower 
Be  bome  a  loveless  victim,  and  she  tore 
Her  locks  in  agony,  and  her  words  of  flame 
And  mightier  looks  avail'd  not;  then  he  bote 
Again  his  load  of  slavery,  and  became 
A  khig,  a  heartless  beast,  a  pageant  and  a  name. 


VL 

She  told  me  what  a  ktheaone  agony 
Is  that  when  selfishness  mocks  love's  delight 
Foul  as  in  dreams  itiost  fearftd  imagery 
To  dally  with  the  moving  dead— that  night 
All  torture,  fear,  or  horroi'  made  seem  Ught, 
Which  the  soul  dreams  or  knows,  and  when  the  day 
Shone  on  her  awful  fiensy,  irom  the  sight 
Where  like  a  Sipirit  in  fledily  chains  she  lay 

(,  aghaat  and  pale  the  Tyrant  fled  away  • 

yn 

a  beam  of  light,  a  power 
Which  dawn'd  through  the rantsoul;  and  woids  it 

gvre, 
Gestnrss  and  looks,  snch  as  in  whirlwinds  bote 
Which  might  not  be  withstood,  whence' noneoould 

save  N 

All  who  apprdach'd  their  sphere,  like  sope  calm 

wave 
Vez'd  into  whirlpools  by  die  chasms  beneath ; 
Afld  sympathy  made  eadh  atteiMlant  slave 
Fearlasi  and  free,  and  they  began  to  breathe 
Deep  ciuies^  like  the  voice  (rf*  flames  hi  underneath. 

VIIL 

The  King  felt  pale  upon  his  noonday  throne : 
At  night  two  slaves  he  to  her  chamber  sent. 
One  was  a  green  and  wrinkled  eunuch,  grown 
From  human  shape  into  an  instrument 
Of  all  things  Hi-Distorted,  bow'd  and  bent  v 
The  other  vras  a  wretch  from  infancy 
Made  dumb  by  poison ;  who  naught  knew  or  meant 
But  to  obey :  fiom  the  fire-isles  came  he, 
A  diver  lean  and  strong,  of  Oman's  coral  sea. 

IX. 

They  bore  her  to  a  bark,  and  <he  swifl  stroke 
Of  silent  rowen  clove  the  blue  moonlight  seas. 
Until  upon  their  path  the  morning  broke ; 
They  anchor'd  then,  where,  be  there  calm  or  breeie. 
The  gloomiest  of  the  drear  Syipplegades 
Shakes  with  the  sleepless  surge ; — ^the  iEthiop  there 
Wound  his  long  arms  around  her,  and  with  knees 
like  iron  clasp'd  her  feet,  and  plunged  with  her 
Among  the  closing  waves  out  of  the  boundlea 


"  Swift  as  an  eagle  stooping  from  the  plain 
Of  morning  light,  into  some  shadowy  wood. 
He  plunged  through  the  green  silence  of  the  main. 
Through  many  a  cavern  which  the  eternal  ft^od 
Had  scoopM,  as  dark  lairs  for  itt  monster  brooJ ; 
And  among  mighty  shapes  which  fled  in  wonder. 
And  among  mightier  shadows  which  pursued 
His  heels,  he  wound :  until  the  dark  rocks  under 
He  touch'da  golden  chain^^-a  sound  arose  like  thunder 

XI. 

"  A  stunning  dang  of  massive  bolts  redoubling 
Beneath  the  deep — a  burst  of  waters  driven 
As  from  the  roots  of  the  sea,  raging  aiul  bubbling 
And  in  that  roof  of  crags  a  space  was  riven 
"nuoogh  which  there  shone  the  emerald  Ixama  ot 

heaven. 
Shot  through  the  lines  of  many  waves  inwoven. 
Like  stmlight  through  acacia  woods  at  even, 
Through  which,  his  way  the  diver  having  cloven, 
Past  like  a  spark  sent  up  oat  of  a  burning  oren. 
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*"  And  then*'*  ibe  idd,  **  he  kid  me  in  9  osve 
Above  the  walejn,  by  that  choafn  q{,  sea, 
A  fountain  round  and  vast,  in  which  the  weto 
Impxiaon'd,  boil'd  and  leapM  perpetually, 
Down  which,  one  moment  resting,  he  did  fle^ 
Winning  the  adverBe  depth ;  that  specions  cell 
Like  an  upeithric  temple  wid^-and  hig[h. 
Whose  aery  dome  ia  inacceanble, 
Wm  pierced  with  one  round  cleft  through  which  the 
sunbeama  fell 

xm.     . 

<•  Bdbw,  the  fountain**  brink  waa  richly  paven 
With  the  deep's  wealth,  boml,  and  pearl,  and  sand 
like  spanning  goldv  and^purple  sheila  engrdiven 
With  mgritic  legends,  by  no  mortal  hand 
Left  there,  when  thronging  to  the  moop's  command. 
The  gadiering  waves  rent  the  Hesperian  gate 
Of  mountains,  and  on  such  bright  floor  did  stand 
Cohmina,  and  ahapes  like  statues,  and  the  state 
Of  kinglesa  thrones,  which  Earth  did  in  her  heart 


XIV. 

**  "Jlie  fiend  of  roadneas  which  had  made  its  pr^ 
Of  my  poor  heart,  was  lulled  to  sleep  awhile: 
There  was  an  interval  of  many  a  day, 
And  a  searoagle  brought  me  fixxt  the  while» 
Whose  nest  was  built  in  that  untrodden  isle, 
And  who,  to  be  the  jailor,  had  been  taughV 
Of  that  strange  dungeon ;  as  ft  fiiend  whose  smile 
like  light  and  rest  at  room  and  even  is  aought, 
That  wild  bird  was  to  me,  till  madness  misery  brodght 

XV. 

«  The  misery  of  a  madness  slow  and  creeping, 
.  Which  made  the  earth  seem  fire,  the  sea  seem  air. 
And  the  white  clouds  of  noon  which  oft  were 

sleeping. 
In  the  blue  heaven  so  biaautifol  and  fair, 
like  hosts  of  ghastly  shadows  hovering  diere ; 
And  the  sea-eagle  look'd  a  fiend,  yfho  bore. 
Thy  mangled  hmbs  for  food ! — thus  aU  things  were 
Transform'd  into  the  agony  which  I  wore 
Even  as  a  poiwn'd  robe  around  my  bosom's  core 

XVI. 

**  Agahi  I  knew  the  day  and  night  fast  fleeing; 
'  The  eagle,  and  the  fountain,  and  the  air; 
I A  aether  frenzy  caipe — there  seem'd  a  being 
'\\rithin  me — a  strange  load  my  heart  did  bMT, 
.  As  if  some  living  thing  had  made  its  lair 
Even  in  the  fountains  of  my  lifo : — a  long 
And  wondrous  vision  wrought  from  my  despair, 
1  Then  grew,  like  sweet  reality  itmong 
'  Dim  visionary  woes,  an  unreposing  throng. 

xvn. 

"  Methoug^t  I  was  about  to  be  a  motheiv— 
Month  after  month  went  by,  and  still  I  dream*d 
That  we  should  soon  be  all  to  one  another, 
I  and  my  child  ;  and  still  new  pulses  seem'd 
To  beat  beside  my  heart,  and  still  I  deem*d 
There  was  a  babe  within— cuid  when  the  rain 
Of  winter  through  the  lifted  cavern  stream'd, 
Meihought,  after  a  lapse  of  lingering  pfun» 
I  saw  that  bvely  shape,  whii^h  near  my  heart  had 
lain. 


xvnL 

**  It  was  a  babe,  beautiful  from  its  hirtlL — 
It  was  like  thee,  dear  love !  its  eyes  were  thine. 
Its  brow,  its  lips,  and  so  upon  the  earth 
It  laid  its  fingers,  as  now  rest  on  mine 
Thine  own  beloved-: — Hwas  a  dream  divine ; 
Even  to  remember  how  it  fled,  how  swifl. 
Haw  titterly,  might  make  the  heart  repine, — 
Though  'twos  a  dream.**' — ^Then  Cythna  did  uplift 
Her  looks  9n  mine,  as  if  soihe  doubt  she  sought  to 
shift: 

XIX.       , 

A  doubt  which  would  not  flee,  a  tenderness 
Of  questioning  grief,  a  souree  of  thronging  tears 
Which,  having  post,  as  one  whom  sobs  oppress 
Stke  spoke :  "  Tes,  ip  the  wilderneas  of  years 
Her  friemory,  aye,  like  a  green  home  appears, 
She  Bttck'd  her  fiU  even  at  ihis  breast,  sweet  love. 
For  many  months.    I  had  no  mortal  fears ; 
Methought  I  felt  her  lips  and  breath  approve,^ 
It  was  a  human  thing  which  to  ray  bosom  cloveu 

XX. 

"  I  watch*d  the  dawn  of  her  first  amilea,  and  soon 
When  zenith-stars  were  trembling  on  the  wave, 
Oi:  when  the  beams  of  the  invisible,  moon* 
Or  sun,  from  many  a  prism  within  the  cave. 
Their  gem-bom  shadows  to  the  water  g^e. 
Her  looks  would  hunt  them,  and  with  outspread 

hand. 
From  the  swift  lights  whichr  micht  that  fiimitain 

.     Pftve, 
She  would  mark  one,  and  laugh,  when  that  com 

mand 
Slighting,  it  linger'd  there,  and  could  not  undentand 

XXI. 

**  Methotijght  her  looks  1>egan  to  talk  with  me ; 
And  no  articulate  sounds,  but  something  swe^t 
Her  lips  would  freme^— so  sweet  it  could  not  be. 
That  it  was  meaningless :  her  touch  would  meet 
Mine,  and  our  pulses  calmly  fk)w  and  beat 
In  response  wfaile  we  slept ;  and  on  a  day 
When  I  was  happiest  in  that  strange  retreat, 
Witli  heaps  of  golden  shells  we  two  did  play,— - 
Both  in&nts,  weaving  wings  for  time'9  perpetual  way. 

XX0. 
"  £Ire  night,  methought,  her  waning  eyes  weie 

grown 
Weaiy  with  joy,  and,  tired  with  our  delight. 
We,  on  the  earth,  like  sister  twins  lay  down 
On  one  fiiiK  moflier's  bosom ; — finm  that  night 
She  fled ; — like  those  illusions  clear  and  bright. 
Which  dwell  in  lakes,  when  the  red  moon  on  high 
Pause  ere  it  wakens  tempest ; — and  her  flight. 
Though  *twas  the  death  of  brainless  phantasy, 
Tet  smote  my  lonesome  heart  more  than  aU  miseiy 

xxm. 

''It  seem'd  that  in  the  dreary  nighl,  the  diver. 
Who  hromght  me  thither,  came  again,  and  bare 
My  child  away.    I  saw  the  waters  quiver. 
When  he  so  swifUy  sunk,  as  onoe  before: 
Then  morning  came — ^it  shene  even  as  of  yore. 
But  I  Nvas  changed — ^the  very  lifo  was  gone 
Out  of.  my  heart — ^I  wasted  more  and  more,  . 
Day  after  day,  and  sitting  there  alone, 
Vez'd  the  inconstant  waves  with  jny  perpetual 
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XXIV. 

"  I  wvM  po  longer  mad,  and  yet  methought 
My  bieaiti  were  swoln  and  changed  .< — ^in  every  vein 
The  blood  stood  still  one  moment,  while  that  thought 
Was  paamig— with  a  gush  of  sickening  pain 
It  ebb'd  even  to  iti  'withered  ipriiigs  again : 
When  my  wan  eyes  in  stern  resolve  I  tum'd 
From' that  most  stntnge  delusion,  which  would  &in 
Have  waked  the  dream  ^  which  my  spirit  yeam'd 
With  more  than  human  love, — ^then  left  it  unretum'd. 

XXV. 

*  So,  now  my  reason  was  restored  to  me, 

I  struggled  with  that  dream,  which,  like  a  beast   < 

Moat  fierce,  and  beauteous,  in  my  memory 

Had  made  its  lair,  and  on  my  h^art  did  fe^t ; 

Bift  all  that  cave  and  all  its  shapes  possest 

By  thoughts  which  could  not  fade,  renew*d  each  one 

Some  smile,  some  look*'  some  gesture  which  had 

.  blest 
Me  heretoibre :  T,  sitting  there  alone, 
Vez'd  the  inconstant  waves  with  my  perpetual  moan. 

XXVI. 

"  Time  past,  I  know  not'  whether  months  or  years; 
For  day,  nor  night,  nor  change  of  seasons  miade 
Its  note,  but  thoughts  and  unavailing  tears : 
And  I  became  at  last  even  as  a  shade, 
A  smoke,  a  cloud  on  which  the  winds  have  prey'd. 
Till  it  be  thin  as  air ;  Until,  one  even, 
A  Nautilus  upon  the  fountain  played. 
Spreading  his  azure  sail  where  breath  of  Heaven 
Descended  not,  among  the  waves  and  whirlpools 
driven. 

xxvn. 

**,  And  when  'the  Eagle  Came,  that  lovely  OAtgr 
Oaring  with  rosy  feet  its  silver  boat. 
Fled  near  me  as  for  shelter ;  on  slow^  wing, 
The  Eagle,  hovering  o'er  his  prey,  did  float ; 
But  when  he  saw  that  I  with  fbaT  did  note 
His  purpose,  profiering  my  own  food  to  him. 
The  eager  plumes  subsided  on  his  throat — 
He  came  where  that  bright  child  of  sea -did  swim, 
And  o*er  it  cast  in  peace  his  shadow  broad  and  dim. 

XXVIII. 

.  **  This  Tvaken'd  me,  it  gave  me  human  strength ; 
AJid  hope,  I  know  not  whence,  or  wherefore,  rose. 
But  I  resumed  n^  ancient  powers  at  length ; 
My  spirit  felt  again  like  one  of  Uiose, 
Ijke  thine,  whose  fhte  it  is  to  make  the  woes 
Of  human-kind  their  prey — what  was  this  cave  f 
Its  deep  foundation  no  firm  purpose  knows, 
Immutable,  resistless,  strong  to  save* 
Like  mind  while  yet  it  mocks  the  all<4evouring  grave. 

XXIX. 

**  And  where  was  Loon  7  might  my  heart  be  dead. 
While  that  fiir  dearer  heart  could  move  and  be  ? 
Or  whilst  over  the  earth  the  pell  was  spread,  , 
Which  I  had  sworn  to  rend  ?  I  might  be  free. 
Could  I  but  win  that  friendly  bird  to  me. 
To  bring  me  ropes;  and  long  in  v^n  1  sought 
By  interoourM  of  mutual  imagery 
Of  objects,  if  snch  aid  he  could  be  taught ; 
But  firoit,  and  flowen,  and  boughs,  yet  never  ropes 
he  brottghL 

SL 


**  We  liVe  m  Our  own  world,  and  mine  was  made 
From  glorious  phantasies  of  hoj>e  departed : 
Aye,  we  are  darkened  with  their  floating  shade, 
Or  cast  a  lustre  on  them — time  imported 
Such  power  to  me,  I  became  fearless-hearted. 
My  eye  and  ymce  grew  finn,  calm  was  my  ttiind, 
And  piercing,  like  the  mom,  now  it  has  darted 
Its  lustre  on  all  hidden  things,  behind 
Yon  dim  and  fading  clouds  v^ch  Idad  (he  weary  wind. 

XXXI. 

"  My  nkind  became  the  book  through  whic^  I  grew 
Wise  in  all  human  wisdom,  and  its  cave; 
Which  like  a  mine  I  rifled  through  and  thiou|f^ 
To  me  the  keeping  of  its  secrets  gave — 
One  mind,  the  type  of  all,  the  moveloM  wave 
Whose  calm  reflects  all  moving  things  that  are, 
Neceasity,  and  love,  and  lif^,  die  grave. 
And  sympathy,  fountains  of  hope  apd  foar ; 
Justice,  and  trudi,  and  time,  and  the  world's  natural 
sphere. 

xxxn. 

"  And  on  die  sand  would  I  make  signs  to  range 
These  woofs,  as  they  were  woven,  of  my  thought ; 
Clear,  elemental  ishapes,  whose 'smallest  change 
A  subtler  language  within  language  wrought: 
The  key  of  truthiB  which  once  were  dimly  taiigfat 
In  old  Crotona ; — and  sweet  melodies 
Of  love,  in  that  lone  solitude  I  caught 
From  mine  own  voice  in  dream,  when  tby  dear  eyes 
Shone  d^rou^h  my  sleep,  and  did  that  utterance  har- 
monize. 

XXXIII. 

"  Thy  songs  were  winds  whereon  I  fled  at  -will. 
As  in  a  winged  chariot,  o'er  the  plain 
Of  ciystal  youth :  and  thou  wert  there  to  fill 
My  heart  with  joy,  and  there  we  sate  again 
On  the  gray  margin  ^of  the  glimmering  iQain, 
Happy  as  then,  but  wiser  far,  ttt  we 

.   Smked  on  the  ffowery  grave  in  which  were  lam 
Fear,  Faiih.  and  Slavery ;  and  mankind  was  free. 

Equal,  and  pure  and  wise,  in  wisdom's  prophecy. 

XXXIV. 

"  Fbr  to  my  will  my  fiincies  were  as  skrvee 
To  do  their  sweet  and  subdle  ministries ; 
And  oft  from  that  bright  fountain's  shadowy  waves 
They  would  make  human  throngs  gather  and  rise 
To  combat  with  my  overflowing  eyes, 
And  voice  made  deep  with  passion— thus  I  grew 
Familiar  with  the  shock  and  the  surprise 
And  war  of  earthly  minds,  from  which  I  drew 
The  power  which  has  been  mine  to  fhune  their 
thoughts  anew. 

XXXV. 

"  And  thus  my  prison  was  the  pc^ulous  earth — 
Where  I  saw — even  as  aiisery  dreams  of  mom 
Before  the  east  has  given  its  glory  birth — 
Religion's  pomp  made  desolate  by  tbe  suoru 
Of  Wisdom's  faintest  smile,  and  thrones  uptoM 
And  dwellings  of  mild  people  interspereed 
With  undivided  fields  of  ripening  com. 
And  love  mode  free, — a  hope  which  we  have  nurst 
Even  with  our  blood  and  teats, — ondl  its  glory  bunt 
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XXXVL 

**  All  b  not  loit !  there  u  lome  feoompeoM 
For  hope  whose  fountain  can  be  thus  profirand, 
Even  throned  Evil's  splendid  impotence, 
Girt  by  its  hell  Of  power,  the  secret  sound 
Of  hymns  to  truth  and  freedom — the  dlread  boond 
Of  life  and  death  past  fearlessly  and  well, 
Dungeons  wherein  the  high  resolve  is  foimd, 
Racks  which  degraded  woman's  greatness  tell* 
And  what  may  else  be  good  and  in^uistible. 

xxxm 

**  Such  are  the  thoughts  vi^ch,  like  the  fires  thatflare 
In  storm-encompafls'd  isles,  we  cherish  yet 
In  this  dark  ruin — such  were  mine  even  there ; 
Ab  in  its  sleep  some  odorous  violet, 
While  yet  its  leaves  with  nightly  dews  are  wet. 
Breathes  in  prophetic  dreams  of  day's  uprise. 
Or,  as  ere  Scythian  fiost  in  iear  has  met 
Spring's  messengeni  descending  from  the  skies, 
TIm  buds  foreknew  their  life—this  hope  must'ever  rise. 

xixvm, 

"  So  yean  had  past,  when  sndden  earthquake  rent 
The  depth  of  ocean,  and  the  cavern  crackt 
With  souxid,  as  if  the  woild*s  wide  continent 
Had  fallen  in  univemal  ruin  wrackt ; 
And  through  the  cleft  stream'd  in  one  cataract. 
The  stifling  waters : — when  I  woke,  the  flood  • 
Whose  banded  waves  that  crystal  cave  had  sack'd 
Was  ebbing  round  me,  and  my  bright  abode 
Before  me  jrawn'd— a  chasm,  desert,  sind  b^re,^  and 
broad. 

"  Above  me  was  the  sky,  beneadi  d&e  sea : 
I  stood  upon  a  point  of  shatter*d  stone. 
And  heard  loose  rocks  rushing  tumultuoosly 
With  splash  and  shock  into  the  deep— anoi> 
AU  ceased,  and  there  was  silence  wide  and  lone. 
I  folt  that  I  was  free!  the  Ooean-spny 
Quiver'd  bene^  my  feet,  the  broad  Heaven  shone 
Around,  and  iAiy  hair  the  winds  did  play 

as  they  purtned  their  unimpeded  way. 


**  My  spirit  moved  upon  die  sea  like  wind 
Which  roond'some  tfaymy  cape  will  lag  and  hover, 
Tliough  it  can  wake  the  still  cloud,  and  unbind 
The  strengdi  of  tempest :  day  was  almost  over. 
When  through  die  foding  light  I  could  discover 
A  ship  approaching — ^its  white  sails  were  fed 
With  the  north  wind — its  moving  shade  did  cover 
The  twilight  deep ; — the  maiineis  in  dread 
Cast  anchor  when  diey  saw  new  rocks  around  them 
spread. 


"  And  when  they  saw  one  dtting  on  a  crag. 
They  sent  a  boat  to  me ;  the  sailon  row'd 
In  awe  through  many  a  new  and  fearful  jag 
Of  overhanging  rock,  through  which  there  flow'd 
The  foam  of  streams  that  cannot  make  abode. 
Tliey  came  and  question'd  me,  but  when  they  heard 
My  voice,  they  became  silent,  and  they  stood 
And  moved  as  men  in  whom  new  love  had  stiir'd 
D«ep  thoughts :  so  to  the  ship  we  past  widiont  a 
word. 


CANTO  vra. 


I. 

"  I  8ATI  beside  the  steersman  dien^  and  gazing 
Upon  the  west,  cried,  'Spread  the  sails!  behold! 
The  sinking  moon  is  like  a  watch-tower  blaang 
Over  the  mountains  yet ; — the  City  of  Gold 
Yon  Cape  alone  does  from  the  sight  widihold ; 
The  stream  is  fleet--the  north  breathes  steadily 
Beneath  the<  stars,  they  tremble  with  the  cokl^ 
Ye  cannot  rest  upon  &e  dreaiy  sea ! — 
Haste,  haste  ^  the'warm  home  ^  happier  dertiny! 

n. 

**  The  Mariners  obey*d— die  Caplam  stood 
Aloof,  an4  whispering  to  the  Pilot,  said, 
'  Alas,  alas !  I  fear  we  are  pursued 
By  wicked  ghosts:  a  Phantom  of  the  Dead, 
llie  night  before  we  sail'd,  came  to  my  bed 
In  dream,  like  that!*— The  Pilot  then  replied, ' 
'It  cannot  be—she  is  a  hitman  Maid — 
Her  low  voice  makes  you  weep— she  is  anne  brids^ 
Or  daughter  of  high  birth — f^  can  be  naught  beside.' 

m. 

"  We  past  the  isleta,  home  by  wind  and  stream. 
And  as  we  sail'd,  the  Mariners  came  near 
And  threng'd  around  to  listen ; — ^in  the  gleam 
Of  the  pale  moon  I  stood,  as  one  whom  fSaar 
May  not  attaint,  and  my  calm  voice  did  rear : 
Ye  all  are  human— yon  broad  moon  gives  light 
To  millions  who  the  aeli^same  likeness  wear. 
Even  while  I  speak— beneath  this  very  night. 
Their  thoufl^  flow  on  like  ours,  in  sadness  or  delight 

IV. 

"What  dream  ye ff  Your  own  hands  have  hoilt  a 

home. 
Even  for  yourselves  on  a  beloved  shore :     i 
For  some,  fond  eyes  are  pining  till  they  oome. 
How  they  will  greet  him  when  his  toils  are  o'er. 
And  laughing  babes  nish  fiom  the  well-known  doori 
Is  this  your  care  ?  ye  toQ  for  your  own  goocit^   * 
Ye  feel  and  think — ^has  some  immortal  Power 
Such  purposes  t  or  in  a  human  mood. 
Dream  ye  some  Power  thus  builds  lor  man  in  solitude  f 

V. 

**  What  is  dwt  Power?  ye  mockyoonelvea,  and  give 
A  human  heart  to  wlmt  ye  cannot  know : 
As  if  die  cause  of  life  couM  think  and  live ! 
TT  were  as  if  man'sown  works  diould  fbel,  and  show 
Tlie  hopeB(  and  fears,  and  thoughts  from  which  th^ 

fkiw. 
And  he  be  like  to  them.    Lo !  Plague  is  free 
To  waste.  Blight,  Poison,  Earthquake,  Hail,  and 

Snow, 
Disease,  and  Want,  and  worse  Neoearity 
Of  hate  and- ill,  and  Bride,  and  Fear,  and  Tyimny. 
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VI. 

**  WbAt  ii  diat  Power  ?  Some  mooiMinick 

stood 
Watthing  the  tliade  fiom  hie  own  eoul  oplhfvwn 
Fill  Heaven  end  ditfkeo  Earth,  and. in  such  mood 
The  Foim  he  saw  and  wotshipp'd  was  his  oym. 
His  likeness  in  the  world's  vast  minor  shown ; 
And  'twere  an  imncent  dream,  but  that  a  fiddi 
Nurwd  by  fintr'a  dew  of  poison,  gipwa  thereon. 
And  that  nmir  say*  that  Power  has  chosen  Deadi 
Ob  all  who  sosm  its  laws,  to  wreak  immortal  wrath. 

va 

**  Men  say  4hat  they  themselvea  have  heard  and 


Or  known  Inm  others  who  have  known  such  things, 
A  Shade,  a  Form,  which  Earth  and  Qeaven  between 
Wields  an  inyisible  rod— ;that  Priests  and  Kings, 
Costem,  domestic  sway,  ay,  all  that  brings 
Man's  flee-hem  soul  beneath  die  oppressor's  heel, 
Are  his  stacmg  ministers,  and  that  die  stings 
Of  death  will  make  the  wise  his  vengeance  feel. 
Though  truth  and  virtue  arm  their  hearts  with  ten- 
foUsteeL 

VHL 
"  And  it  is  said,  this  Pbwer  will  pqnish  wrong ; 
Tes,  add  despair  lo  crime,  and  pain  to  pain ! . 
And  deepest  hell^  and  deathless  snakes  among, 
Will  bind  the  wretch  on  whom  is  fix'd  a  stain. 
Which,  like  a  plague,  a  burthen,' and  a  bane. 
Clung  to  him  while  h^  jived ; — for  love  and  hate. 
Virtue  and  vice,  they  say,  are  difl&rence  vaiii — 
The  will  of  strength  is  right — this  human  state 
Tyrants,  that  they  may  rule,,  with  lies  thus  desolate. 

IX. 

"  Alas,  what  straigth  T  ojmiion  is  more  frail 
Than  yon  dim  cloud  now  iading  on  the  moon 
Even  while  we  gaze,  though  it  awhile  avail 
To  hide  the  orb  of  trudi — and  every  throne 
Of  Earth  or  Heaven,  though  shadows  rest  thereon, 
Odo  shape  of  mair^  names; — ^for  this  ye  plow 
The  barren  waves  of  ocean,  hence  each  one 
Is  slave  or  ^rrant ;  all  betray  and  bow,  \ 
(^oDuuand.  or  kill,  or  ftar*  or  wreak,  er  sufler  woe. 

X. 

**  Its  names  are  each  a  sign  which  maketh  holy 
All  power — ay,  the  ghost,  the  dream,  the  shade, 
Of  power — ^lust,  felsehood,  hate,  and  pride,  and 

foUy; 
The  pattern  whence  all  iraud  and  wrong  is  made, 
A  law  to  which  mankmd  has  been  betray'd ; 
And  human  love  is  as  the  name  well  known 
Of  a  dear  mother,  whom  the  murderer  laid 
In  bloody  grave,  and  into  darkness  thrown, 
iiather'd  her  wilder'd  babes  around  him  as  his  own. 

XL 
•*  0  love !  who  to  the  hearts  of  wandering  men 
Art  as  the  calm  to  Ocean'a  weary  waves! 
Justice,  or  truth,  or  joy !  thou  only  can 
From  davery  and  religion's  labyrinth  caves 
Guide  us,  as  one  clear  star  the  steman  saves. 
To  give  to  all  an  equal  share  of  good^ 
To  track  the  steps  of  freedom  though  through 

graves 
She  pass,  to  mtSer  all  in  padent  mood. 
To  weep  for  crime,  though  stain'd  widt  diy  fiiend's 

dearsst  blood. 


xn. 

"  To  leel  the  peace  of  self-contentment's  lot, 
To  own  all  sympathies,  and  outragvnone, 
And  in  the  inmost  powers  of  sense,  and  thought, 
Undl  life's  sunny  day  is  quite  gone  down. 
To  sit  and  smile  with  Joy,  or,  not  aldne; 
To  kiss  salt  4ears  from  the  worn  cheek  of  Woe ; 
To  live,  as  if  to  love  and  Uve  were  one,^ — 
This  is  not  feith  or  l#w,  nor  those  who  bow 
To  thrones  on  Ueavm  or  Earth,  such  destiny  may 
know. 

xin. 

**  But  children  near  their  parents  tremble  now, 
Because  they  must  obey— one  rules  another, 
And  as  one  Power,  rules  both  high  and  lovv, 
86  man  is  made  the  capdve  of  his  brodier, 
And  Hate  is  throned  on  high  with  Fear  her  mother. 
Above  the  Ifigfaest — and  those  fountain-cells, 
Whepce  love  yet  flow'd  when  feith  had  choked  all 

other. 
Are  darken'd — ^Woman  as  the  bond-slave,  dwells 
Of  man,  a  slave ;  and  life.is  poison'd  in  its  wells. 

XIV. 

**  Man  seeks  for  gold  in  mines,'ihat  he  may  weave 

A  lasting  chain  for  his  own  slavery ; 

In  fear  and  restless  care  that  he  may  live 

He  toils  for  others,  who  must  ever  be 

The  joyless  thralls  of  like  captivity ; 

He  murders,  for  his  chiefs  delight  in  ruin ; 

He  builds  the  altar,  that  its  idol's  fee 

May  be  his  very  blood ;  he  is  pursuii^g 

0,  blind  and  willing  wretch !  his  own  Obscure  undo- 
ii^. 

XV. 
**  Woman ! — she  is  his  slave,  she  has  become 
A  thing  I  weep  to  speak — the  child  of  scorn, 
The  outcast  of  a  desolated  home, 
Falsehood,  and  fear,  and  toil,  like  waves  have  worn 
Channels  upon  her  cheeks,  which  smiles  adorn. 
As  calm  decks  the  felse  Ocean .'— well  ye  know, 
What  Woman  is,  for  none  of  Woman  bom 
Can  choose  but  drain  the  bitter  dregs  of  woe. 

Which  ever  from  the  bppre&'d  to  the  oppresson  flow* 

XVI.     ■ 

**  This  need  not  be ;  ye  might  arise,  and  will 
That  gold  should  lose  its  power,  and  thrones  their 

glory; 
That  lote,  which  none  may  bind,  be  free  to  fill 
The  world,  like  light;  and  evil  feith,  grown  hoary 
With  crime,  be  quench 'd  and  die. — Yon  promon- 
tory 
Even  now  eclipses  the  descending  moon ! — 
Dungeons  and  palaces  are  transitory — 
High  temples  fede  like  vapor — ^Man  alone 
Remains,  whose  will  has  power  when  all  beside  is 
gone. 

xvn. 

"  Let  all  be  free  and  equal  I — ^fW>m  your  hearts 
I  fi^l  an  echo ;  through  my  inmost  frame 
like  sweetest  sound,  seeking  its  nmte,  it  darls-^ 
Whence  come  ye,  friends  7  alas,  I  cannot  name 
All  that  I  read  of  sorrow,  toil,  and  shame, 
On  your  worn  feces ;  as  in  legends  old 
Which  make  immortal  the  disastrous  feme 
Of  ooBquerors  and  imposton  felse  and  bold, 
I  The  discord  of  your  hearts,  I  in  ypur  looks  behold 
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xvni. 

**  Wh«iioe  ixone  ye,  friendi  t  fiom  poudng  faunuui 

blJKd 
Fotth  on  the  earth  7  or  bring  ye  steel  anfl  gold, 
That  Kings  may  dupe  and  slay  the  multitude  f 
Or  froih  the  !&i&ish'd  poor,  pale,  weak,  and  cold. 
Bear  ye  the  earnings  of  their  toil  T  unfold ! 
Speak!  are  your  handsm  slaughter's  sanguine  hue 
Siain'd  fieeshly?  have  your  hearts  in  guile  grown 

-    old? 
Know  yourselves  thus !  ye  riiall  be  piue  as  dew. 
And  I  will  be  a  friend  and  sister  unto  you. 

XIX. 
*'  Piaguise  it  not-^we  have  on^  human  heart — 
All  mortal  thoughts  confess  a  common  horae : 
Blush  not  for  what  may  to  thyself  impart 
Stains  of  inevitable  crime  h  the  dooir 
Is  this,  which  has,  or  may,  or  must  U^come 
Thine,  and  all  human-kind's.     Ye  are  the  spoil 
Which  Time  thus  marks  for  the  devouring  tomb, 
'  Thou  and  thy  thoughts,  and  they,  and  all  the  toil 
Wherewith  ye  twine  the  rings  of  life's  perpetual  coil. 

XX. 

Disguise  it  not-;-ye  blush  for  what  ye  hate. 
And  Enmity  is  sister  unto  Shame ; 
Look  on  your  mind — it  is  the  book  of  fiite^ 
Ab!  it  is  dark  with  many  a  blozon'd  name 
Of  misery — all  are  mirrors  of  tho  same ; 
But  the  dark  fiend  who  with  his  iron  pen 
Dipp'd  in  scorn's  fiery  poison,  makes  his  fame 
Enduring  there,  would  o'er  the  heads  of  m^ 
Fbss  harmless,  if  they  scorq'd  to  make  their  hearts 
his  den.  ^ 

XXI. 
**  Yes,  it  is  Hate,  that  shapeless  fiendly  thing 
Of  many  names,  all  evil,  ^me  divine. 
Whom  self-contempt  arras  with  a  mortal  sting ; 
Which,  when  the  heart  its  snaky  folds  entwine, 
la  wasted  qiiite,  and  when  it  doth  repine 
"To  gorge  such  bitter  prey,  on  all  beside 
It  turns  tvith  ninefpkl  rage,  as  with  its  twine 
When  Amphisbena  soine  fair  bird  has  tied, 
Soon  o*er  the  putrid  moss  he  threats  on  every  side. 

xxn. 

**  Reproach  not  thine  own  soul,  but  know  thyself, 
Nor  hate  another's  crime,  nor  lothe  thiae  own. 
It  is  the  dark  idolatry  of  self. 
Which,  when  our  thoughts  and  actions  once  are 

gone, 
Demands  that  man  should  weep,  and  bleed,  and 

groan; 
O  vacant  expiation !  be  at  rest — 
The  past  is  Death's,  the  future  is  thine  own ; 
And  love  and  joy  can  make  the  Ibultet  breast 
A  paradise  of  flowers,  where  Peace  might  build  her 

nest. 

XXIII. 
"'Speak  thou!  whence  come  ye?'— A  Youth 

made  reply, 
*  Wearily,  wearily  o'er  the  boundless  deep. 
We  sail ; — thou  readest  well  the  misery 
Told  in  these  faded  eyes,  but  much  doth  sleep 
Within,  )vhich  there  the  poor  heart  loves  to  ksep. 
Or  dare  not  write  on  the  dishonor'd  brow ; 
Even  from  our  childhood  have  we  leam'd  to  steep 
The  bread  of  slavery  in  the  tears  of  woe. 
Ami  never  dream'd  of  hope  or  refuge  until  now. 


XXIV. 
** '  Yei—- I  mnst«peak-^niy  secret  thoQld  liave  per- 

ish'd  . 

Sven  with  the  heart  it  waaied;  as  a  brand 
Fades  in  the  dying  fkme  whose  life  it  cheriah'd, 
B1I^that<  no  human  bosom  can  widistand 
Thee,  wondiousLady,  afid  the  mild  oGtamand 

'  Of  thy  keen^eyes:^ — ^yes,  we  are  wretched  alsves 
Who>irom  their  wonted  tove*  and  native  land 
Are  rdfl,  and  bear  o'er  the  dividing  waves 

The  tmrogarded  prey  of  calm  and  happy  graT«B. 

XXV. 

.  "  *Wa  drag  afiir  from  pasiowl  valas  Ifae  fairest. 
Among  ike  daughten  of  those  roooxltains  lone. 
We  drag  them  there,  where  all  things  i^est  and 

rarest 
Are  stain'd  and  ^rampled  >— years  hav«  oqme  aud 

gone 
fiUnoe,  like  the  ship  which  bears  mtr  I  have  known 

'  No  thought;— 4>ot  now  the  eyes  of  one  dear  Maid 
On  mine  with  light  of  mutual  love  have  siioiie-* 
She  is  my  life, — ^I  am  font  as  the  dude 

Of  her^ — a  smoke  sent  up  from  ashes,  soon  to  fide. 

XXVT. 
** '  For  she  must  perish  in  the  tyranf  s  hall — 
Alas,  alas!  '-—He  ceased,  and  l^  the  soil 
Sate  cowering — but  his  sobs  were  heard  by  all. 
And  still  before  the  ocean  tn^  the  gale 
The  ship  fled  fast  till  .the  stars  'gan  to  fhil. 
And  round  me  ^ther'd  widi  mute  countenance. 
The  Seamen  gazed,  the  Pilot,  worn  and  pale 
With  toil,  the  Captain  with  gray  tocks,  whose  glance 
Met  mine  in  restless  awe — they^tood  as  in  a  trance. 

XXVII. 
"  Recede  not !  pause  not  now !  dwu  ait  grown  old. 
But  Hope  will  make  thee  young,  for  Hope  and 

Youth      . 
Are  children  of  one  modier, even  Love — behold ! 
The  eternal  Stan  gaxe  on  us! — is  the  truth 
Within  your  soul  t  care  for  your  own.  or  rudi 
For  other's  sufferings  ?  do  ye  thikst  to  bear 
A  heart  wliich  not  the  serpent  custom's  tooth 
May  violate  ? — be  free !  and  even  here. 
Swear  to  be  firm  till  death !  they  cried,  *  we  swear! 

w^  swear!' 

xxvm. 

**  The  very  darkness  shook,  as  vrith  a  blast 
Of  Bublorranean  thunder  at  the  cry ; 
The  hollow  shore  its  thousand  echoes  cast 
Into  the  nigtit,  as  if  the  sea,  and  sky. 
And  earth,  rejoiced  with  new-bom  Liberty, 
For  in  that  name  they  swore !  Bolts  were  undtavi-n. 
And  on  the  deck,  with  imaccustom'd  eye. 
The  captives  gazing  stood,  and  every  one 
Shrank  as  the  inconstant  torch  upon  her  countenance 
shone. 

XXIX. 

^'They  were  earth's  |Hirest  children,  young  and  fair 
With  eyes  the  shryies  of  unawaken'd  thought 
.  And  hrows  as  bright  as  spring  or  HMiming,  eio 
Dark  time  had  there  its  evil  legend  wrought 
In  characters  of  cloud  which  wither  notr— 
The  change  was  like, a  dream  lo  them ;  but  soon 
They  knew  the  glory  of  their  alter'd  lot. 
In  the  bright  wisdom  of  youth's  braatkless  neon. 
Sweet  talk,  and  smiles,  and  sighs,  all  bosors  lUd 
attune  • 
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XXX. 

"  Att  one  WM  mnie,  her  chMkiand  fipe  mott  &ir, 
Changing  their  hue  like  liliei  newly  Mown, 
Benaaib  a  bright  acada'i  ihadowy  hair, 
Waved  by  the  wind  amid  the  lunny  noon, 
Show'd  ^at  her  soul  was  quirering ;  and  ftdl  soon 
That  yondi  arose,'  and  breathlessly  did  look 
On  her  and  me,  as  Ibr  some  sjieechless  boon » 
I  smiled,  and  both  their  hands  in  mixle  I  took, 
And  felt  a  soft  delight  from  what  their  spirits  shook. 


CANTO K. 


I. 

"  Thai;  night  we  anchored  in  a  woody  bay, 
And  sleep  no  more  around  us  dared  to  hover 
Than,  when  all  doubt  and  fear  htm  past  away, 
It  shades  the  couch  of  some  unresting  lover. 
Whose  heart  is  now  at  rest:  thus  night  past  over 
In  mutual  joy : — around,  a  forest  grew 
Of  poplais  and  dark  oaks,  whose  shade  did  cover 
The  waning  stars  prankt  in  the  waters  blae, 
And  trembled  in  the  wind  which  irom  the  momingflew. 

n. 

"  He  joyous  mariners,  and  each  fiee  maiden, 
Now  brought  from  the  deep  forest  many  a  bough, 
\l^tfa  woodland  spoil  most  innocently  laden  { 
Soon  wreaths  of  budding  foliage  seem'd  to  flow 
Over  Ibe  most  and  sails,  the  stem  and  prow 
Were  canopied  witl^  blooming  boagbsr-->the  while 
On  the  slant  son's  path  o'er  the  waves  we  go 
Rejoicing,  like  the  dwellers  of  an  isle 
Doom'd  to  pursue  those  waves  that  cannot  cease  to 
smile. 

"The  many  ships  spotting  the  dark-blue  deep 
With  snowy  sails,  fled  fast  as  ours  come  nigh, 
In  fear  and  wonder ;  and  on  every  steep 
Thousands  did  gaze,  they  heard  the  startling  cry, 
like  earth's  own  voice  lifted  unconquerably 
To  all  her  children,  the  unbounded  mirth, 
The  glorious  joy  of  thy  name — Liberty ! 
They  heard ! — As  o*er  the  mountains  of  the  earth 
From  peok  to  peak  leapoh  the  beams  of  morning's  birth: 


^  IV. 

*'  80  from  that  cry  over  the  boundlen  hills, 
Sudden  was  caught  one  universal  sound, 
Uke  a  volcano's  voice,  whose  thunder  filfa 
Remotest  skies« — such  glorious  madness  found 
A  path  through  human  hearts  with  stream  which 

drown'd 
Its  straggling  fears  and  cares,  dark  ctistom's  brood. 
Iliey  knew  not  whence  it  came,  but  felt  around 
A  wide  contagion  pour'd — they  call'd  aloud 
(^  libeily—ihat  name  lived  on  the  sumiy  flood. 


V. 

**  We  reacfa'd  the  port— alas !  from  many  spirits 
The  wisdom  which  had  waked  that  cry,  was  fled 
like  the  brief  glory  which  dhik  Heaven  inherits 
FromHhe  false  dawn,  which  fades  ere  it  is  spread, 
Upon  the  night's  devouring  darkness  shed : 
Yet  soon  bright  day  will  burst— even  like  a  chasm 
Of  fire,  to  bom  the  shronds  outworn  and  dead. 
Which  wrap  the  world ;  a  wide  enthusiasn^ 
To  cleanse  the  fever'd  world  as  with  an  earthquake's 
spasm! 

VI 

'*  I  walk'd  through  the  great  City  then,  but  free 
From  shame  or  fear ;  those  toil-worn  Mariners 
And  happy  Maidens  did  encoropsss  me ; 
And  like  a  subterranean  wind  that  stirs 
Some  forest  among  caves,  the  hop^  and  foam 
Frotn  every  human  soul,  a  murmur  strange 
Mode  as  I  past ;  and  many  wept,  with  tears 
Of  joy  and  awe,  and  winged  thoughts  did  range. 
And  holl^xtinguish'd  words,  which  prophesied  of 
change. 

vn. 

"  For,  with  strong  speech  I  tore  the  veO  that  hid 
Nature,  and  Truth,  and  Liberty,  and  Love, — 
As  one  who  from  some  mountain's  pyramid. 
Points  to  the  unrisen  sun !— the  shades  approve 
His  truth,  and  flee  from  every  stream  and  grove. 
Thus,  gende  thoughts  did  many  a  bosom  fi]l,F— 
.  Wisdom,  the  mail  of  trjed  affections  wove 
For  many  a  heart,  and  tameless  scorn  of  ill, 
Thrice  steep'd  in  molten  steel  the  unconquerable  wilL 

vin. 

**  Some  said  I  wos  a  maniac  wild  and  lost ; 
Some,  that  I  scarce  had  risen  from  the  grave 
The  Prophet's  virgin  bride,  a  heavenly  ghost : — 
Some  said,  I  was  a  fiend  from  my  weird  cave. 
Who  had  stolen  human  shape,  and  o'er  the  wave. 
The  forest,  and  the  mountoin  came  ;•— some  said 
I  was  the  child  of  God,  sent  down  to  saye 
Women  from  bonds  and  death,  and  on  my  head 
The  burthen  of  their  sins  would  frightfully  be  laid. 

IX. 

**  But  soon  my  human  words  found  sympathy 
In  human  hearts :  the  purest  and  the  best. 
As  friend  with  friend,  made  common  cause  with  me. 
And  they  were  few,  but  resolute ; — the  rest. 
Ere  yet  success  the  enterprise  had  Meet, 
Leagued  with  me  in  their  hearts ; — their  meals, 

their  slumber, 
Their  hourly  occupations  were  possest  ^ 
By  hopes  which  I  had  arm'd  to  ovemumber. 
Those  hosts  of  meaner  cores,  which  life's  strong  wings 

encumber. 

X. 

"  But  chiefly  women,  whom  my  voice  did  waken 
From  their  cold,  careless,  willing  slavery, 
Sought  me:  one  truth  their  dreary  prison  has 

shaken,-— 
They  look'd  around,  and  lo !  they  became  free ! 
Their  many  tyrants  fitting  desolately 
tn  slave-deserted  halls,  could  none  restrain ; 
For  wrath's  red  fire  had  wither'd  in  the  ^ye. 
Whose  lightniAgonce  was  death, — nor  fear,  nor  gain 
Could  tempt  one  captive  now  to  lock  another's  chain. 
38  S85 
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XI. 
**  Thosie  who  wore  seni  to  hind  me,  wept,  and  felt 
Theii;.  minds  outsoar  the  bonds  which  clo«p^  them 

roand, 
£ven  89  «  waxen  shape  may  wnste  and  mek 
In  the  white  furnace ;  and  a  visisn'd  swoond, 
A  pause  of  hope  and  awe  the  City  bound. 
Which,  like  the  silence  oC  a  tempest's  birth, 
When  in  its  awful  shadow  it  hds  wound 
The  sun,  the  wind,.tlie  oceati,  and  the  .earth, 
Hung  terrible,  ere  yet  the  lightnings  have  leapt  forth. 

XU.  ' 

**  Like  clouds  inwoven  in  the  silent  sky^ 
By  winds  from  distant  rogions  meeting  there, 
In  the  high  name  of  truth  and  liberty 
Around  the  City  milliops  gather'd  were. 
By  hopes  which  sprang  from  many  a  hidden  lair ; 
Words,  which  the  lore  of  trut|i  in  hues  of*  grace 
ArrayM,  thine  own  wild  songs  which  in  the  air 
lake  homeless  odors  floated,  and  the  name 
Of  thee,  and  many  a  tongue  which  thou  hadst  dip^Td 
in  flame. 

xm. 

•*  The  Tyrant  knew  his  power  was  gone,  bnt  Fear, 
The  nurse  of  Vengeance,  bade  him  wait  the  event- 
That  perfidy  and  custom,  gold  and  prayer, 
And  ^dtataoe^er,  when  force  is  impotent, 
To  fraud  the  seeptre  of  the  world  has  lent. 
Might,  as  he  judged,  confirm  his  fiiiling  sway. 
Therefore  throughout  the  streets  the  Priests  he  sent 
To  curse  the  reikis — To  their  gods  did  they 
For  Earthquake,  Phigue,  and'  Want,  kneel  in  the 
public  way. 

xrv. 

*«  And  grave  end  hoary  men  were  bribed  to  tell 
From  seats  where  law  is  made  the  slave  ef  wrong, 
Row  glorious  Athens  in  her  epletidor  fell. 
Because  -her  sons  were  free, — and  that  among 
Mankind,  the  many  to  the  few  belong, 
By  Heaven,  and  INature,  and  Necessity. 
They  said,  that  age  was  truth,  and  that  the  young 
Marr'd  with  wild  hopes  the  peace  of  slavery, 
Wifh  which  old  times  and  men  had  quell'd  the  vain 
.    and  free. 

XV. 

**  And  with  the  falsehood  of  their  poiaonout  lips 

They  breathed  on  the  enduring  memory 

Of  sages  and  of  bards  a  brief  eclipse ; 

There  was  one  teacher,  who,  necessity 

Had  arm*d,  with  strength  and  wrong  against  man- 

.  kind. 
His  slave  and  his  avenger  aye  to  be ; 
That  we  were  weak  and  sinful,  frail  and  blind, 
And  that  the  will  of  one  was  peace,  and'we 
Should  seek  for  naught  on  earth  but  toil  and  misery. 

XVI. 
** '  For  thus  we  might  avoid  the  hell  hereafter.' 
So  spake  the  hypocrites,  who  cursed  and  lied ; 
Alas,  their  sway  was  past,  and  tears  and  laughter 
Clung  to  their  hoary  hair,  withering  the  pride 
Which  in  their  hollow  hearts  dared  still  abide ; 
And  yet  obacenef  slaves  with  smoother  brow. 
And  sneers  on  their  strait  lips,  thin,  blue  and 

wide, 
Said*  that  the  rule  of  men  was  over  now, 
An<i  hcnoe,  the  sul^ect  world  to  woman's  will  must 
bow; 


XVII. 

**  And  0»ld  ^was  acatter'd  through  the  streets,  and 

wine 
Flow'd  -at  a  hundred  ieasib  within  the  walL 
In  vain!  the  steady  tpwers  in  Heaven  did  sbine 
A»  they  xvere  wont,  nor  at  the  priestly  call. 
Lefl  Plague  her  banquet  in  the  JExtihp*9  haO, 
Nor  fiunihe  from  the  rich  man's  portal  came. 
Where  at  her  ease  she  ever  preys  on  all 
Who  throng  to  kneel  frr&od^  nor  fear  nor  diame. 
Nor  faith,  nor  discord,  dfanm'd  hope's  newly*kindled 

flame. 

XVTH. 

*  For  gold  was  as  d  god  whose  &ith  began 
To  fade,  so  that  its  wordiippers  were  few. 
And  Fhith  itself,  which  in  the  heart  of  man 
Gives  shape,  voioe,name,  to  spectral  Tenor,  knew 
Its  downfall,  as  the  altars  lonelier  grew, 
Till  the  Priests  stood  alone  within  the  fiuae ; 
The  shafls  of  falsehood  unjwUuting  flew,    • 
And  the  cold  sneers  of  calumny  were  vain 
The  union  of  th^  free  with  discord's  hrand  to  stain. 

xix. 

"  The  rest  thou  knowesi — Lo !  we  tvfo  are  here— 
We  have  survived  a  ruin  wide  and  deep — 
Strange  thoughts  are  mine.— ;I  cannoi  grievei>r  leer 
Sitting  with  thee  upon  this  lonely  steep 
-I  smile,  though  human  love  should  make  me  weep 
We  have  survived  a  joy  that  knows  no  servow, 
And  I 'do  fe^l  a  migl|ty  calmness  ereep 
Over  my  heart,  which  Cftn  no  longer  borrow 
Its  hues  from  chance  or  change,  dark  children  of 
to-morrow. 

XX. 

"  We  know  not  what  will  come — yet  I^on,  dearest, 
Cyfhna  shall  be  the  propheteas  of  love. 
Her  lips  shall  rob  thee'ef  the  grace  thoQ  wearest. 
To  hide  Itiy  heart,  Arid  clothe  the  shapes  whidi  rovs 
Within  the  homeless  future's  vrintry  ^rore: 
For  I  now,  sitting  thus  beside  thee,  seem 
fiven  with  thy  breath  and  blood  to  live  and  move 
And  violence  and  wrong  are  as  a  dreun 
Which  rolls  from  stedftst  truth  an  unreturaing  stream 

XXI.         > 

*'  Tlie  blasts  of  Autumn  drive  the  winged  seeds 
Over  the  earth, — next  come  the  snows,  and  rain. 
And  frost,  and  stomis,  which  dreary  Winter  lead* 
Out  of  his  Scythian  cave,  a  savage  train. 
Behold  L  Spring -sweeps  over  the  world  again. 
Shedding  soil  dews  from  her  ethereal  wings ; 
Flowers  on  the  mountains,  fruits  over  the  plain. 
And  music  on  the  waves  and  woods  she  ^ngs, 
And  love  on  all  that  lives,  ax^  calm  on  lifelesb  things 


XXU. 

"O  Spring !  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth,  and  gladneas 
Wind- winged  emblem!  brightest,  best  and  &ircst! 
Whence  comest  thou,  .when,  with  dark  Winters 

sadness 
The  tears  that  fade  in  sunny  smiles  thou  shareit  ? 
Sister  of  j<^ !  thou  art  the  child  who  wearest 
Thy  mother*s  dying  smile,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou  bearest 
Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gentle 
feet, 
Distttrbing  not  the  leav^  which  are  her  winding-aheet 
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xxni. 

"  Vutae»andHop9»  and  Love,lik&  light  and  Heaven, 
Suiraund  the  worldi — We  are  their  chosen  ulavefc 
Bm  not  the  whirlwind  of  our  spij^t  driven 
Truth's deathlesB  germs  to  thought's  remotest  caves? 
Lo»  Winter  oomeel — ^the  grief  of  many  graves* 
The  frost  of  death*  the  tempest  of  the  sword, 
The  flood  of  tyranny,  whose  sanguine  waves 
Stagnate  like  ice  at  Faith,  the  ^enchanter's  word. 
And  bind  all  liuman  hifarts  in  its  repose  abhorr'd. 

XXIV. 

"The  seeda  are  deeping  ii)  the  soil i  meanwhile 
Tile  ^rant  peoples  dungeons  with  his  prey. 
Pale  victims  on  the  guarded  scaffi>Id  smile 
Because  they. cannot  speak;  and,  day  by  day, 
The  moon  of  wasting  Science  wanes  away 
Among  her  stars,  and  in  that  darkness  vast 
The  sons  of  eardi  to  their  foul  idols  pray^ 
And  gray  Priests  triumph  and  like  blight  or  blast 
A  shade  of  selfish  care  o'er  Kuman  loolu  is  cast 

XXV. 

" This  i»  die  winter  of  die  worid ; — andhere 
We  die,  even  aa  the  winds  of  Autumn  lade. 
Expiring  in  the  fiore-  and  ibggy  air.—* 
Behold!  Spring  comes,  theugh  we  must  pass,  who 

made 
The  pnHnise  of  its  birdi, — even  as  the  shade 
Which  from  oor  death,  as  from  a  nM>iintBin,  ilinga 
The  future,  a  broad  sunrise ;  thiis  array'd 
As  with  tlie  plumes  of  oveiahadowing  wings. 
From  iti  dark  gulf  of  chains,  Earth  like  an  eagle  springs 

XXVI. 

"  0  deareat  love-f  we  shall  be  dead  and  cold 
Before  thia  mom  majr  on  the  world  arise; 
Wottldat  thou  the  glory  of  its  dawn  behold  7 
Alas!  gaxe  not  on  me,  but  turn  thine  eyea 
On  thine  c^wn  heart — it  is  a  paradise 
Which  everlasting  Spring  Kas  made  its  'own, 
And  while  drear  Winter  fiUa  the  naked  skiea; 
Sweet  streams  of  sunny  thought,  and  flowers  fresh 
blewn^ 
Are  there,  and  weaive  their  sounds  and  odors  into  one. 

XXVII. 

"  In  their  own  hearts  the  earnest  of  the  hope 
Which  made  ihem  great,  the  good  will  ever  find; 
And  though  some  envious  shade  may  interlofte 
Between  the  ofl^ct  and  it,  one  comes  behind^ 
Who  aye  the  future  to  the  past  will  bind— • 
Nec<>s8ity*  whose  sightless  strength  for  ever 
EvO  with  evil,  good  with  ggod  must  wind- 
In  bands  of  union,  which  no  power  may  sever : 
lltey  must  bring  fbrdi  their  kind,  and  be  divided  never ! 

XXVUI. 

''  "Hie  good  and  mighty  of  departed  ages 
Ate  in  their  graves,  the  innocent  and  free* 
Heroes,  and  Poets,  and  prevailing  Sages, 
Who  leave  the  vesture  of  their  nuuesty 
To  adorn  and  clothe  this  naked  world  ; — and  we 
Are  like  to  them — such  perish,  but  they  leave 
AU  hope,  or  love,  or  trutlx,  or  liberty. 
Whose  forms  their  migh^  spirits  could  conceive 
1\)  be  a  rule  and  law  to  ages  that  survive. 


XXIX. 

*<  So  be  the  turf  heap'd  over  our  remains 
^    Even  ia  our  happy  youth,  and  that  strange  lot, 
Whate'er  it  be,  when  in  these  mingling  veins 
The  blood  is  still,  be  onrs;  let  sense  and  thought 
Pass  from  our  being,  or  be  number'd  not 
Among  the  things  that  are ;  let  [hose  who  come 
Behind,  for  whom^our  stedfast  will  has  brought 
A  calm,  inheritance,  a  glorious  doojii. 
Insult,  with  careless  tread,  our  undivided  tomb. 

XXX. 

"  Our  many  thoughts  and  deeds,  our  life  and  lovc^ 
Our  happiness,  and 'ail  that  we  have  been. 
Immortally  must  live,  and  bum  and  move. 
When  we  shall  be  no  more ; — the  world  has  seen 
A  type  of  peaoe ;  and  as  some  most  serene 
And  lo.vely  spot  to  a  poor  maniac's  eye. 
After  long  yean,  some  s\Veet  and  moving  scene 
Of  youthful  hope  returning  suddenly, 
Quellsc  his  long  nudnesa-^thiu  man  shall  remember 
thee. 

xxxu 

**  And  Calumny  meanwhile  shall  feed  on  us 
Aa  worms  devour  the  dead,  and  near  the  throne 
And.  at  the  aluir,  most  accepted  thus 
Shall  sneers  and  curses  be , — what  we  have  done 
None  shall  dare  vouch,  though  it  be  tmly  known^ 
That  record  shall  remain,  when  they  must  pass 
Wha  built  their  pride  on  its  oblivion ; 
And  &me,  in  human  hope'  which  sculptured  was, 
Survive  the  perish'd  acroUa  of  unenduring  brass. 

XXXII. 
''The  vrhile  we  two,  beloved,  must  depart,    * 
And  Sense  and  Heesout  those  enchanters  foir, 
Whose  wand  of  power  is  hope,  would  bid  the  heart 
That  gazed  beyond  the  wormy  grave  despair : 
These  eyes,  these  lips,  this  bloody  seem  daridy  there 
To  fade  in  hideous  ruin;  no  calm  sleep, 
Peopling  with  golden  dreams  the  stagnant  air, 
Seems  our  obscure  and  rotting  eyes  to  steep 
In  joy  ^-but  senseless  death-4i  ruin  dark  and  deep! 

xxxin. 

"  These  are  blind  iancies — reason  cannot  know 
MHiat  sense  can  neither  feel,  nor  thought  concdve, 
There  is  delusion  in  the  world — and  woe. 
And  fear,  and  pain — we  know  not  whence  we  live. 
Or  why,  or  how,  or  what  mute  Power  may  give 
Their  being  to  each  plant,  and  star,  and  beast, 
Or  even  these  thoughts : — Come  near  me !  I  do  weave 
A  chain  I  cannot  break — ^l  am  poesest 
With  thoughts  too  swift  and  strong  for  one  lono 
human  breast 

^   XXXIV. 
**  Yes,  yes-— thy  kiss  is  sweet,  thy  lips  are  warai— 
or  wiUingly  beloved,  would  these  eyee. 
Might  they  no  more  drink  being  Gnm  thy  form, 
Even  as  to  sleep  whence  we  again  arise. 
Close  their  faint  orbs  in  death :  I  fear  nor  prize 
Aught  that  can,  now  betide,  unshared  by  thee — 
Tes,  Love  wl)en  wisdom  foils  makes  Cyihrot  wive . 
Darkness  and  death,  if  death  be  trae,  mns!  be 
Dearer  than  life  and  hope,  if  uhei^'d  with  thee. 
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XXXV. 

"Alas,  our  thougfata  flow  on  with  ftraam*  wboie 

waters 
Return  not  to  their  fountain --Earth  and  Heaven, 
The  Ocean  and  the  Sun,  the  clouds  their  daughters. 
Winter,  and  Sprin^^,  and  Mom,  and  Noon,  and  Even, 
All'  that  we  are  or  know,  is  darkly  driven 
Towards  one  gulf — Lo!  what  a  change  is  come 
Since  I  first  spake^hat  time  shall  be  forgiven. 
Though  it  change  all  but  thee!*'— She  ceased: 

night's  gloom 
Meanwhile  had  fidlen  on  earth  finm  the  sky's  son* 

leas  dome. 

XXXVI. 

Though  she  had  ceased,  her  countenance  uplifted 
To  Heaven,  still  spake,  with  solemn  glory  briifrht; 
Her  dark  deep  eyes,  her  lips,  whose  motions  gifted 
The  air  they  breathed  with  love,  her  locks  undight ; 
"  Fair  star  of  life  and  love!"  I  cried,  **my  soul's 

deUght! 
Why  lookest  thou  on  the  crsrstalline  skies  I 
O,  that  my  spirit  were  yon  Heaven  of  night. 
Which  gazes  on  thee  with  its  thousand  eyes!'* 
She  tnm'd  to  mo  and  smiled — ^that  smile  was  Puadise! 


CANTO  X. 


I. 

Was  there  a  human  spirit  in  the  steed. 
That  thus  with  his  proud  voice,  ere  night  was  gone, 
He  broke  our  linked  rest?  or  do  indeed 
All  living  things  a  common  nature  own,   . 
And  thought  erect  a  universal  throne, 
Where  many  shapes  one  tribute  ever  bear  7 
And  Earth,  their  mutual  mother,  does  she  groan 
To  see  her  sons  contend  ?  and  makes  she  bare 
Her  breast,  that  all  in  peace  its  drainless  stores  raiiy 
share? 

n. 

I  have  heard  friendly  sounds  from  many  a  tOQgue, 
Which  was  not  human — the  lone  Nightingale 
Has  anawer'd  me  with  her  most  soothing  song, 
Out  of  her  ivy  bower,  when  I  sate  pale 
With  grief)  and  sigh'd  beneath ;  from  many  a  dale 
The  Antelopes  who  flock'd  for  food  have  spoken 
With  happy  sounds,  and  motions,  that  avail 
like  man'sownspeech ;  and  such  was  now  the  token 
Of  waning  night,  whose  calm  by  that  proud  neigh 
was  broken. 

■ 

in. 

Each  night,  that  mighty  steed  bore  me  abroad. 
And  I  retum'd  with  food  to  our  retreat, 
And  daik  intelligence ;  the  blood  which  flowed 
Over  the  fields,  had  stain*d  the  courser's  feet; — 
Soon  the  dust  drinks  that  bitter  dew< — then  meet 
ThQ  vulture,  and  the  wild-dog,  and  the  snake, 
The  wolf,  and  the  hyena  grey,  and  eat 
The  dead  in  horrid  truce :  their  throi^  did  make 
Bohmd  the  iteed,  a  chasm  like  waves  in  a  ship's  wake. 


IV. 

For,  from  the  utmost  realms  of  ear4i,  came  pommg 
The  banded  slaves  whom  every  despot  sent 
At  that  throned  traitor's  summons;  like  the  ixmnag 
Of  fire,  whose  floods  the  wild  deer  drcumvent 
In  the  scorch'd  pastures  of  the  South ;  so  bent 
The  armies  of  Uie  leagued  kings  around 
Their  files  of  steel  and  flame  | — the  eontineat 
Trembled,  as  with  a  zone  of  ruin  bound. 
Beneath  their  feet,  the  sea  shook  with  their  Navias* 
sound. 

V. 

From  every  nati<m  of  the  earth  diey  came. 
The  multitude  of  moving  heartless  things. 
Whom  slaves  call  men :  obediendy  they  came. 
Like  sheep  whom  from  the  Ibid  the  shei^eid  tnringi 
To  the  stall,  red  with  blood ;  their  many  kiiq^s 
Led  them,  thus  erring,  from  their  native  home; 
Tartar  and  Frank,  and  millions  whom  the  wing^ 
Of  Indian  breezes  lull,  and  many  a  band 
The  Arctic  Anarch  sent,  and  Idumeali  sand, 

VI. 

Fertile  in  prodigies  and  lies;— ao  there 
Strange  natures  made  a  hrotfierfaood  of  ill. 
The  desert  savage  ceased  to  giasp  in  fear 
His  Asian  shield  and  bow,  when,  at  the  wiQ 
Of  Europe's  subtler  son,  the  bolt  Would  kill 
Some  shepherd  sitting  on  a  rock  secure ; 
But  smiles  of  wondering  joy  his  &ce  would  fill. 
And  savage  sympathy :  those  shives  impure. 
Each  one  the  other  thus  from  ill  to  ill  did  lure. 

VIL 

For  tiaittnously  did  that  foul  l^nant  robe 
His  countenance  in  lies<— even  at  the  hour 
When  he  was  anaccb'd  fiom  death,  then  o^er  tk« 

globed 
With  secret  signs  from  many  a  mountain  tower, 
With  smoke  by  day,  and  fire  by  night,  the  power 
Of  kings  and  priests,  those  dark  oonspiraton 
He  call'd : — they  knew  his  cause  their  own,  and 

swore 
like  wolves  and  serpents,  to  their  mutual  wmis 
Strange  truce,  with  many  a  rite  whiph  Earth  and 

Heaven  abhors. 

vm. 

Myriads  had  come — ^millions  were  on  their  mj ; 
The  Tyrant  past,  surrounded  by  the  steel 
Of  hired  assassins,  through  the  public  way, 
Choked  with  his  country's  dead : — his  footsteps  reel 
On  the  fresh  blood — ^he  tadles,  *  Ay,  now  I  feel 
I  am  a  King  in  truth ! "  he  said,  and  took 
His  royal  seat,  and  bade  the  K>rturing  wheel 
Be  brought,  and  fire,  and  pincers,  and  the  hook. 
And  scorpions ;  that  his  soul  on  its  revenge  might  Irok. 

IX. 

"  But  first,  go  slay  the  rebels — why  return 
The  victor  bands?"  he  said,  "millions  yet  live. 
Of  whom  the  weakest  with  one  word  might  torn 
The  scales  of  victory  yet  j — let  none  survive 
But  those  within  the.  walls — each  fiflh  ahall  give 
The  expiation  for  his  brethren  here. — 
Go  forth,  and  waste  and  kill ! "— '*  O  king,  forgive 
My  speech,"  a  soldier  answer*d-7^'  but  we  fear 
The  spirits  of  the  night,  and  mom  is  drawing  near, 
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•^  For  we  wwe  elsying  itin  witboat  ramoiM, 
And  now  that  dreadful  chief  benealb  nqy  hand 
Defencelcfls  lay,  when,  on  a  hell-black  horse. 
An  Angel  bright  ai  daju  waving  a  brand 
Which  flaah'd  among  the  stan,  pait.*'— •*  Doit  tfaou 

stand 
Parleying  with  md,  thoo  wretch  T  the  king  readied ; 
"  Slaves,  bind  him  to  the  wheel ;  and  of  this  band, 
WhcMO  will  drag  that  woman  to  his  side 
That  scased  him  thus,  ftay  bum  his  deanst  ibe  be- 
side; 

Xt 

"  And  gold  and  gkxry  shall  be  his-^-Go  finrth!'* 
They  rush'd  into  the  plain — Loud  was  the  roar 
Of  their  career :  the  horsemen  shook  the  earth  ;> 
The  wheol'd  artillery's  speed  the  pavement  tore ; 
The  iniantryp  file  aAer  file,  did  pour 
Their  clouds  on  the  utmost  hills.    Five  days  they 

slew 
Among  the  wssted  fields ;  the  sixth  saw  gore 
Stream, thioujgh  the  city;  on  the  seventh,  the  dew 
Of  slaughter  became  stiff;  axid  there  was  peace  anew : 

til 
Peace  in  the  desert  fields  and  villages, 
Between  the  glutted  beasts  and  mangled  dead ! 
Peace  in  tkie  silent  streets !  save  when  the  cries 
Of  victims  to  their  fiery  judgment  led, 
Made  pule  their  voiceless  lips  who  seem'd  to  dread 
Even  in  their  dearest  kindred,  lost  some  tongue 
Be  fiiitfileflB  to  the  fear  yet  unbetray'd ; 
Peace  in  the  Tyrant's  palace,  w^ere  the  throng 
Vl^aste  the  triumphal  hours  in  festival  and  song ! 

XIII. 

Day  after  day  the  buniing  Sun  roll*d  on 
Over  the  death-poUuted  land-*-it  came 
Out  of  tbe  east  like  fire,  and  fiercely  shone 
A  lamp  oi  Autipoon,  ripening  with  its  flame 
The  few  lone  ears  of  com ; — the  sky  became 
Stagnate  with  heat,  so  that  each  cloud  and  blast 
I^ngaish*d  and  died, — ^the  thiisting  air  did  claim 
All  moisture,  and  a  rotting  vapor  past 
From  the  unburied  dead,  invisible  and  fest 

XIV. 

Flnt  Want,  then  Plague  came  on  the  beasts ;  their 

feod  ^ 

Failed,  and  they  drew  the  breath  of  its  decay. 
Millions  on  millions,  whom  the  scent  of  blood 
Had  lured,  or  who,  from  regions  fer  away. 
Had  traok'd  the  hosts  in  festival  array, 
From  their  daiit  deserts ;  gaunt  and  wasting  now, 
Sialk'd  like  fell  shades  among  their  perished  prey ; 
In  their  green  eyes  a  strange  disease  did  glow. 
They  sank  in  hideous  spasm,  or  pains  severe  and  slow. 

XV. 

lie  firii  were  poison'd  in  the  streams ;  the  birds 
In  file  green  woods  perish'd ;  the. insect  race 
Was  wither'd  up ;  the  scattered  flocks  and  herds 
Who  had  survived  the  wild  beasts'  hungry  chase 
Died  moaning,  each  upon  the  other's  face 
In  helpless  agony  gazing ;  round  the  City 
All  night,  the  lean  hyenas  their  sad  case 
like  starving  infants  wail'd ;  a  woful  ditty ! 
And  many  a  mother  wept,  pierced  with  unnatural 
pity 

2M 


XVI. 

Amid  the  aerial  minarets  on  high, 
The.iEthiopian  vultures  fluttering  fell 
From  their  long  line  of  brethren  in  the  sky. 
Startling  the  concourse  of  mankind. — ^Too  well 
These  signs  the  coming  mischief  did  fereiell : — 
Strange  panic  first,  a  deep  and* sickening  dread 
Within  each  heart,  like  ice,  did  sink  ai^d  swell, 
A  voiceless  thought  of  evil,  which  did  spread 

Withthe  quick  glance  of  eyes,  likb  withering  light- 
nings shed. 

XVH, 
Day  afler  day,  when  the  year  wanes,  the  frosts 
Strip  its  green  crown  of  leaves,  till  all  is  bare ; 
So  6n  those  strange  and  congregated  hosts 
Came  Famine,  a  swifl  shadow,  and  the  air 
Groan'd  with  the  burthen  of  a  new  despair; 
Famine,  than  whom  Misrule  no  deadlier  daughter 
Feeds  from  her  thousand  breasts,  though  sleeping 

there 
With  lidless  eyes,  lie  Faith,  and  Plague,  and  Slaugh- 
ter, 

A  ghastly  brood ;  conceived  of  Lethe's  sullen  water 

xvm. 

Hiere  was  no  feed,  the  com  was  trampled  down. 
The  flocks  and  hMds  had  perish*d ;  on  the  shore 
The  dead  and  putrid  fish  were  ever  thrown : 
The  deeps  wore  foodless,  and  the  winds  no  more 
Creak'd  whh  the  weight  of  birds,  but  as  before 
Those  veinged  things  sprang  ferth,  were  void  of 

shade; 
The  vines  and  orchards.  Autumn's  golden  store. 
Were  bum*d; — so  that  the  meanest  food  was 
weigh*d 
With  gold,  and  Avarice  died  before  the  god  it  made. 

XI^. 
There  was  no  com — ^in  the  wide  mailcet-place 
All  lotheliest  things,  even  human  flesh,  was  sold ; 
They  weigh'd  it  in  small  scales— end  many  a  ftce 
Was  fix'd  in  eager  horror  then ;  his  gold 
The  miser  brought,  the  tender  maid,  grown  bold 
Through  hunger,  bared  her  scorned  charms  in  vain 
The  mother  brought  her  eldest  bora,  controU'd 
By  instinct  blind  as  love,  but  tura'd  again 
And  bade  her  infant  suck,  and  died  in  silent  pain. 

XX. 

Then  fell  blue  Plague  upon  the  race  of  man. 
**  O,  for  the  sheathed  steel,  so  late  which  gave 
Oblivion  to  the  dead,  when  the  streets  ran 
With  brother's  blood!   0,  that  the  earthquake's 

grave 
Would  gape,  or  Ocean  liA  its  stifling  wafve  !'* 
Vain  cries — ^throughout  the  streets,  thmtoands  pur^ 

sued 
Each  by  his  fiery  torture  howl  and  rave. 
Or  sit  in  frenzy's  unimagined  mood, 
Upon  fresh  heaps  of  dead ;  a  ghastly  multitude. 

XXI. 
It  was  not  hunger  now,  bat  thirst    Each  well 
Was  choked  with  rotting  corpses,  and  became 
A  caldron  of  green  mist  made  visible 
At  sunrtse.    Thither  still  the  myriads  came, 
Seeking  to  quench  the  agony  of  the  flame 
Which  raged  like  poison  through  their  bursting 

veins; 
Naked  they  wdre  from  torture,  without  shame. 
Spotted  with  nameless  scars  and  lurid  blains, 
Childhood,  and  youth,  atnd  age,  writhing  in  savage 
pains. 
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xxa 

It  was  not  thint,  but  xnadAeH !  many  Mw 
Their  own  lean  image  everywhere,  it  went 
A  ghnatlier  self  beside  them,  till  the  awe 
Of  that  dread  sight  to  selMestruction  sent 
Those  shrieking  victims ;  some,  ere  life  was  spent, 
Sought,  with  a  borrid  sympathy,  to  shed 
Contagion  on  the  sound ;  and  others  rent 
Their  matted  hair,  and  cried  aloud,  "  We  tread 
Jn  fire  I  the  avenging  Power  his  hell  -on  earth  has 
spread.*' 

xxm. 

Sometimes  the  living  by  the  dead  were  hid. 
Near  the  great  (buntain  in  the  public  square. 
Where  corpses  made  a  crumbling  pyramid 
Under  the  sun,  was  heard  one  stifled  prayer 
For  life,  in  the  hot  silence  of  the  air ; 
And  strange  ^twas,  amid  that  hideous  heap  to  see 
Some  shrouded  in  their  long  and  golden  heiir, 
As  if  not  dead,  but  slumbering  quietly, 
like  Ibnns  which  sculptors  carve,  then  love  to  agpny. 

XXIV. 
Famine  had  sparpd  the  palace  of  die  king  >-p 
He  rioted  in  festival  the  while, 
He  and  his  guards  and  priests ;  but  Plague  did 

fling 
One  shadow  upon  all.    Famine  can  smile 
On  him  who  brings  it  food,  and  pass,  with  guUe 
Of  thankful  falsehood,  like  a  courtier  gray. 
The  house^iog  of  the  throne ;  but  many  a  mile 
Comes  Plague,  a  winged  woliC  who  lothes  alway 
The  garbage  and  the  scum  that  strangers  make  her 
prey. 

XXV. 

So,  ttear  the  thrsne,  amid  the  gorgeous  feast. 
Sheathed  in  resplendent  arms,  or  loosely  dight 
To  luxury,  ere  the  mockery  yet  had  ceased 
That  linger'd  on  his  lips,  the  warrior's  might 
Was  kmeen'd,  and  a  new  and  ghastlier  night 
In  dreams  of  frenvf  lapp'd  his  eyes ;  he  fell 
Headlong,  or  with  stiflf  eyeballs  sate  upright 
Among  the  guests,  or  raving  mod,  did  tell 
Strange  truths ;  a  dying  seer  of  dark  oppression's  helL 

XXVI. 
The  Princes  and  the.  Priests  were  pale  with  teiror ; 
That  monstrous  faith  wherewith  they  ruled  man- 
kind. 
Fell,  like  a  shafl  loosed  by  the  bowman's  error. 
On  their  own  hearts ;  they  sought  and  they  could 

find. 
No  refuge — 'twas  the  blind  who  led  the  blind ! 
So,  through  the  -desolate  streets  te  the  high  fime. 
The  many-tongued  and  endless  armies  wind 
In  sad  procession :  each  among  the  train 
To  his  own  Idol  lifls  his  supplications  vain. 

xxvn. 

**  b  God  I "  they  cried,  "  we  know  our  secret  i»ide 
Has  soom'd  thee,  and  thy  worship,  and  thy  name ; 
Secure  in  human  power  we  have  defied 
Thy  fearful  might ;  we  bend  in  fear  and  shame 
Before  thy  presence ;  with  the  dost  we  claim 
Kindred ;  he  merciful,  O  King  of  {leaven ! 
Most  justly  have  we  sufler'd  for  thy  fanie 
Made  dim,  but  be  at  length  our  sins  forgiven. 
Ere  to  despair  and  death  thy  worshippers  be  driven. 


xxvin. 

**  O  King  of  Glory !  thou  alone  bast  power ! 
Who  can  resist  thy  will  ?  who  can  restrain 
Thy  wrath,  when  on  the  guilty  thou  dost  shower 
The  shafte  of  thy  revenge,  a  blistering  rain  7 
Greatest  and  best,  be  merciful  again ! 
Have  we  not  stabb'd  thine  enemies,  and  made 
The  Earth  an  altar,  and  the  Heavens  a  fiuie. 
Where  thou  wort  worshipp'd  with  their  Mood,  and 

laid 
Those  hearts  in  divt  wUcft  wooid  thy  aeardileai 

works  have  weighVl  I 

XXIX. 
"  Well  didst  thou  loosen  on  this  impious  City 
Thine  bngels  of  revenge :  recall  them  now ; 
Thy  worshippers,  abased,  here  kneel  for  pity,  * 
And  bind  their  souls  by  an  immortal  vow : 
We  swear  by  thee !  and  to  our  oath  do  ihoa 
Give  section,  from  thine  hell  of  fiends  and  flame 
That  we  will  kill  with  fire  and  torments  slow. 
The  last  of  those  wh<)  mock'd  thy  holy  name, 
And  soom'd  the  sacred  laws  thy  prophets  did  pco- 
claim." 

3CXX.  • 

Thus  they  with  trembling  limbs  and  pallid  lips 
Worshipp'd  their  own  hearts*  image,  dim  and  vast. 
Scared  by  the  shade  wherewith  they  would  eclipse 
The  light  of  other  minds  ; — troubled  they  pest 
From  the  great  Temple ; — fiercely  still  and  fut 
The  arrows  of  the  plague  among  them  fell. 
And  they  on  one  another  gazed  aghast. 
And  through  the  hostB  contention  wild  befell. 
As  each  qf  his  own  god  the  wondrous  works  did  teU. 

XXXI. 

And  Oromaze,  Joshua,  and  Mahomet, 
Moses,  and  Buddh,  Zeidusht,  and  Brahm,  and  FV4v 
A  tumult  of  strange  names,  which  never  met 
Before,  as  ^atch-words  of  a  single  woe. 
Arose ;  each  raging  votary  'gan  to  throw 
Alofl  his  armed  hands,  and  each  did  howl 
**  Our  God. alone  is  God ! "  and  slaughter  imw 
Would  have  gone  forth,  when  from  beneath  a  cowl 
A  voice  came  fbrthy  which  pierced  like  ioeduoogb 
every  souL 

xxxn. 

'Twas  an  Iberian  Priest  from  whom  it  came, 

A  zealous  .man,  who  led  the  legion*d  west 

With  words  which  fiuth  and  pride  had  steep'd  in 

flame, 
To  quell  the  unbelievers ;  a  dire  guest 
Even  to  his  friends  was  he,  for  in  his  breast 
Did  hate  and  guile  lie  watchful,  intertwined. 
Twin  serpents  in  one  deep  and  winding  neat ; 
He  Ibthed  all  faith  beside  his  own,  and  pined 

To  wreak  his  fear  of  Heaven  in  vengeance  on  rnan- 

^  kind. 

xxxni. 

But  more  he  lothed  and  hated  the  clear  light 
Of  wisdom  and  free  thought,  and  more  did  fear. 
Lest,  kindled  once,  its  beams  might  pierce  the  night. 
Even  where  his  Idol  stood ;  for,  fiir  and  near 
Did  many  a  heart  in  Europe  leap  to  hear 
That  faith  and  tyranny  were  trampled  down ; 
Many  a  pale  victim,  doom'd  for  truth  to  Aan 
The  muriderer  B  cell,  or  see,  with  helpless  groan. 
The  priests  his  children  drag  for  slavea  to  serve  their 
own. 
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XXXIV. 
He  dared  not  kill  the  infideli  with  lire 
Or  iteel,  in  Europe  t  the  slow  agoniee 
Of  legal  torture  mock'd  hia  keen  detire : 
So  he  made  truce  with  thoee  who  did 
The  expiatioq  and  the  lacrifice, 
"niat,  though  detested,  Islam's  kindred  creed 
Might  cmdh  for  him  those  deadlier  enemies; 
For  fear  of  God  did  in  his  bos6m  breed 
A  jealoos  hate  of  mafi,  an  unrepoaiBg  need. 

XXXV. 

"Peaoef  Peace!**  he  ci[ied,  **when  we  are  dead, 

the  day 
Of  jndgmeot  ooAiea»  andall.shall  surely  know 
Whose  God  is' God,  each  fearfully  ^hall  pay 
The  enoii  of  his  ftith  in  endlem  woe! 
But  there  is  sent  a  mortal  vengeance  now 
On  earth,  because  an  impious  race  had  spuni'd 
Him  whom  we  all  adorer— a  subtile  fiie. 
By  whom  ibr  ye  this  dread  reward  was  earn'd, 
And  kingly  thronfli»wfaich  rest  on  ftith,  nigh  o  vertomU 

XXXVI. 

**  Think. ]re,  because  ye  weep,  and  kneel,  and  pray, 
Tbat  God  will  lull  the  pestilence?  it  rose 
Even  from  beneaxh  his  throne,  where,  many  a  day 
Hitf  mercy  sooth^  it  to  a  dark  repose : 
It  walks  upon  the  earth  to  judge  his  foes. 
And  what  are  thou  and  I,  diat  he  Aould  deign 
To  curb  his  ghastly  minister,  or  close 
The  gatee  of  death,  ere  they  receive  the  twain 
Who  shook  with  mortal  spells  his  undefended  reign ! 

xxxvn. 

**  Ay.  there  is  fiunine  in  the  gulf  of  hell, 
Iti  f^$Mit  wonns  of  fire  for  ever  yawn^ — 
Their  lurid  ejpes  are  on  us !  those  who  fell 
Bf  the  swift  shafl  of  pesUlenoe  ere  dawn* 
Are  in  their  jaws .'  they  hunger  for  the  spawn 
Of  Satan,  their  own  brethren,  who  were  sent 
To  make  our  souli  their  spoil  See !  see !  they  fawn 
Like  doga»  and  they  will  sleep  with  luxury  spent. 
When  thoae  detested  hearts  their  iron  fongs  have  rent! 

xxxvm. 

"  Our  God  may  then  lull  Pestilence  to  sleep: 
Pile  high  the  pyre  of  expiation  now ! 
A  fortet's  spoil  of  boughi,  and  on  the  heap  . 
Pour  venomous  gums,  which  sullenly  and  slow. 
When  touched  by  flame,  shall  bum,  and  melt,  and 

Aow, 
A  stream  of  clinging  fire,— «nd  fix  on  high 
A  inet  of  iron,  and  spread  forth  below 
A  eeuch  of  snakes,  and  scorpuxis,  and  the  fiy 
Of  centipedes,  and  worms,  earth's  hellish  progeny ! 

XXXIX. 

"  Let  Leon  and  Laone  on  that  pyre, 
Link'd  ^ght  with  burning  brass,  perish! — then  pray 
l^at,  with  this  sacrifice,  the  withering  ire 
Of  Heaven  may  be  appeased.*'  He  ceased,  and  they 
A  space  stood  silent,  as  far,  far  away 
The  echoes  of  his  voice  among  them  died ; 
And  he  knelt  down  upon  the  dust,  alway 
Muttering  the  cunes  of  his  speechless  pride. 
Whilst  shame,  and  fear,  and  awe,  the  armies  did  divide. 


XL. 
His  voice  was  like  a  blast  that  burst  the  portal 
Of  fiibled'  hell ;  and  as  he  spoke,  elich  (me 
Saw  gape  beneath  the  chasms  of  fire  immortal. 
And  Heaven  above  seem'd  cloven,  where,  on  a 
throne 
.  Girt  round  with  storms  and  shadows,  sate  akme. 
Their  King  and  Judge-^foar  kill'd  in  eveiy  breast 
All  natural  pity  then,  a  fear  unknown 
Before,  and  with  an  inward  firtf  possest. 
They  raged  HKe  homeless  beasts  whom  burning 
woods  invest 

XLI. 
Twas  moin^at  noon  the  public  crier  went  ibrdi, 
Proclaiming  through  the  living  and  die  dead, 
"  The  Monarch-saith,  that  this  great  Empire's  wordi 
la  set  op  Laon  and  Laone's  head : 
He  who  but  one  yet  living  here  can  leadf 
Or  who  the  life  fiom  both  their  hearts  can  wring, 
Shall  be  the  kingdom's  heir,  a  glorioua  meed ! 
But  he  who  both  alive  can  hither  bring* 
Hie  Princess  shall  espoose,-  and  reignanoqoal  King.** 

XLH. 
Ere  night  the  p3rre  was  piled,  the  net  of  iron 
Was  spread  above,  the  fearful  couch  below, 
It  overtopp'd  the  towers  that  did  environ 
That  spacious  square ;  for  Fear  is  never  slow 
To  build  the  thrones  of  tiate,  her  male  and  foe. 
So,  she  scouiged  -fprth  the  maniac  multitude 
To  rear  this  pyramid — ^tottering  and  slow. 
Plague-stricken,  foodless,  like  lean  herds  pursued 
By  gad-flies,  they  have  piled  the  heaih,  and  gums^ 
and  wood. 

XLin. 
Night  came,  a  starless  and  a  moonless -gloom. 
.Until  the  dawn,  those  hosts  of  many  a  nation 
Stood  round  that  pile,  as  near  one  lover's  tomb 
Two  gentle  sisters  mourn  their  desolation ; 
And  in  the  silence  of  that  expectation, 
.  Was  heard  on  high  the  reptiles*  hiss  and  crawl— 
It  was  so  deep,  save  when  the  devastation 
Of  the  swift  pest  with  fearful  interval, 
Marking  its  patha  with  shriek^  among  the  crowd 
would  ii^ll. 

XLIV. 

Mom  came, — among  those  sleepless  multitudes. 
Madness,  and  Fear,  and  Plague,  and  Famine  s£l 
Heap'd  corpse  on  corpse,  as  in  autumnal  woods 
The  frosts  of  many  a  wind  with  dead  leaves  fill 
Earth's  cold  and  sullen  brooks;  in  silence,  sliU 
The  pale  survivors  sfood;  ere  noon,  the  fear 
Of  Hell  became  «  panic,  which  did  kill 
Like  hunger  or  disease,  with  whispers  drear, 
As** Hush!  hark!    Come  they  yet?   Just  Heaven! 
thine  hour  is  near !  '* 

XLV. 
And    Priests  rush'd  through  their  ranks,  soma 

counterfeiting 
The  rage  they  did  inspire,  some  mad  indeed 
With  their  own  lies;  they  said  their  god  was  waiting 
To  see  his  enemies  writhe,  arid  bum,  and  bleed,— 
And  that,  till  then,  the  snakes  of  Hell  had  need 
Of  human  souls  : — three  hundred  furnaces 
Soon  blazed  through  the  xvide  City,  where  with 

speed. 
Men  brought  their  infidel  kindred  to  appease 
God's  wrath,  and  while  they  bum'd,  knelt  round 
quivering  knees. 
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XLVI. 
The  noontide  sun  was  darkeifd  with  that  sntoke, 
the  winds  of  eve  dispened  those  ashes  gray^ 
The  madness  Which  these  rites  had  luU'd,  awoke 
Again  at  sunset — Who  shall  dare  to  say 
The  deeds  which  night  and  fear  brought  forth,  or 

weigh 
In  balance  jiflt  the  good  and  evil  there  ? 
He  might  man^s  deep  and  searchleas  heart  display, 
And  cast  a  light  on  those  dhn  labyrintlu,  where 
Hope,  near  imagined  chasms,  isstniggliiig  with  despair. 

XLVIL 

Tis  said«  a  mother  dragg'd  three  children  dien. 
To  those  fierce  flames  which  roast  the^eyes  in  the 

.head. 
And  laugh'd  and  died ;  and  that  unholy  men. 
Feasting,  like  nends  upon  the  infidel  dead, 
Look'd  from  their  meal,  and  saw  «n  Angel  tread 
The  visible  floor  of  Heaven,  and  it  was  she ! 
And,  on  that  night,  one  without  doubt  qt  dread 
Came  to  the  fire,  and  said,  **  Stop,  I  am  he ! 
Kill  me !"  they  bum* d  them  both  with  hellish  mockery. 

xLvra. 

And,  one  by  cpe,  that  night,  young  maidens  came, 
Beauteous  and  calm,  like  shapes  of  living  stone 
Clothed  in  the  light  of  dreanu^  and  by  the  flame 
Which  shrank  as  overgorged,  they  laid  them  down, 
And  sung  a  slow  sweet  song,  of  which  alone 
One- word  was  heard,  and  that  was  liberty ; 
And  that  some  kiss'd  their  marble  feet,  with  moan 
like  love,  and  died,  and  then  that  they  di4  die 
With  happy  smiles,  which  sunk  in  white  tranquillity. 


CANTO  XL 


Sm  saw  me  not— she  heard  me  net— alone 
Upon  the  mountain's  dizzy  brink  she  stood ; 
She  spake  not,  breathed  not,  moved  not— there 

was  thrown 
Over  her  look,  ^e  shadow  of  a  mood 
Which  only  clothes  the  heart  in  solitude, 
A  thought  of  voiceless  depth t — she  stood  alone; 
Above,  the  Heavens  were  spread ;— below,  the  flood 
Was  murmuring  in  its  caves; — the  wind  had  blown 
Her  hiur  apart,  through  which  her  eyes  and  fi)cehead 
shone. 

n. 

A  cloud  was  hanging  o'er  the  western  mountains ; 
Before  its  blue  and  moveless  depth  were  flying 
Gray  mists  pour*d  forth  from  the  unresting  fountains 
Of  darkness  in  the  North : — the  day  was  dying  ^^- 
Sudden,  the  sim  shone  forth,  its  beams'  were  lying 
like  boiling  gold  on  Ocean,  strange  to  see. 
And  on  the  shatter'd  vapors,  which  defying 
The  power  of  light  in  vain,  toss'd  restlessly 
In  the  red  Heaven,  like  wrecks  in  a  tempestuous  sea. 


m. 

It  was  a  stream  of  living  beams,  whose  bank 
On  either  side  by  the  cloud's  cleft  was  made; 
And  Where  its  chasms  that  flood  of  gloiy  drank, 
Its  waves  gush'd  fbrth  like  fire,  and  as  if  sway'd 
By  some  mute  tempest,  roU'd  on  her ;  d&e  shade 
Of  her  bright  image  floated  'On  the  river 
Of  liquid  light,  which 'then  did  end  and  fade — 
Her  radiant  shape  upon  its  verge  did  shiver; 
Alofl,  her  flowing  hair  like  strings  of  flame  did  quiver 


IV. 

I  stood  beside  her,  but  she  saw  me  not— 
She  look'd  upon  the  sea,  and  dries,  and  eudi; 
Rapture,  and  love,  tand  admiration  wroogfac 
A  passion  deeper  fiir  than  fears,  or  mirdi. 
Or  speech,  or  gesture,  or  whaie'er  has  birdi 
From  common  joy;  which,  with  the  speedileaBieding 
That  led  hef^there  united,  and  shot  forth 
From  her  fiir  eyes,  a  light  of  dtep  revealing. 
All  but  her  dearest  self  from  my  regard  oonc 


V. 

Her  lips  were  parted,  and  the  medsured  breath 
Was  now  heard  there  i^-her  dark  and  intricate  eyes 
Orb  within  orb,  deeper  than  sleep  or  death, 
Abeorb'd  the  glories  of  the  burning  skies. 
Which,  mingling  with  her  heart's  deep  ecstasies. 
Burst  (torn  her  looks  and  gestures ; — and  a  light 
Of  liquid  tendenless  like  love,  did  rise 
From  her  whole  frame,  an  atmosphere  which  quits 
Array'd  her  in  its  beams,  tremulous  and  soft  and  bright 

VI. 

She  would  have  dosp'd  me  to  her  glowing  frame; 
Those  warm  aild  odorous  lips  night  soon  have  shed 
On  mine  the  fhigrance  and  the  invisiUe  flame 
Which  now  the  cold  winds  stole  T^^-she  would  have 

laid 
Upon  my  languid  heart  her  dearest  head ; 
I  might  have  heard  her  voice,  tender  and  sweet ; 
Her  eyes  mingling  with  Daine,  might  soon  have  fed 
My  soul  with  their  own  joy. — One  moment  jrat 
I  gazed — we  parted  dien,  never  again  to  meet  \ 

VII. 
Never  but  once  to  meet  on  Earth  again! 
She  heard  me  as  I  fled — her  eager  tone 
Sunk  on  my  heart,  and  almost  wove  a  chain 
Around  my  will  to  link  it  with  her  own. 
So  that  my  stem  resolve  was  almost  goqe.> 
**  I  cannot  reach  thee !  whither  dost  thou  fly  T 
My  steps  are  fainl — Come  back,  thou  deareal  one— 
Return,  ah  me!  return"— the  wind  past  by 
On  which  those  accento  died,  fiiint,  &r,  and  lingerinc^. 

vni. 

Woe!  woe!  thatmoonless midnight- Want  and  Pest 
Were  horrible,  but  one  more  fell  doth  rear. 
As  in  a  hydra's  swarming  lair,  its  crest 
Eminent  among  those  victims^-even  the  Fear 
Of  Hell:  each  girt  by  the  hot  atmosphere 
Of  his  blind  agony,  like  a  scorpion  stung 
By  his  own  rege  upon  his  burning  bier 
CM*  circling  coals  of  fire ;  but  still  there  clung 
One  hope,  like  a  keen  sword  on  starting  threads  uphung: 
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IX. 

Not  death— death  wav  no  more  reliige  or  rait ; 
Not  life — it  was  despair  to  be ! — not  sleeps 
For  6endi  and  chanM  of  fire  had  dispoMSft 
AH  natural  drtame:  to  wake  was  not'to  weep^ 
Bat  to  gaxe,  mad  and  pallid,  at  the  leap 
To  which  the  Future,  like  a  snaky  scourge. 
Or  like  tome  tyrant^s  eye,  which  aye  doth  keep 
Iti  withering  beam  upon  his  slaves,  did  urge 
Theii  steps ;  £ey  heard  the  roar  of  Hell's  sulphure- 
ous suiga. 

X. 

Each  of  that  multitude  alone,  and  lost 
To  sense  of  outward  things,  one  hope  yet  knaw ; 
As  on  a  fbara-girt  crag  some  seaman  tost, 
Stares  at  the  rising  tide,  or  like  the  orew 
Whibtnow  the  shipis  splitting  through  and  through ; 
Each,  if  the  tramp  of  a  for  steed  was  heard, 
Stsrted  iiom  sick  despair,  or  if  there  flew 
One  monnur  on  the  wind,  or  if  some  word 
Which  none  ean  gather  yet,  the  -distant  crowd  has 
stitr'd. 

XI. 
Why  became  cheeks  yvnn  with  the  Idas  of  death 
Pkler  from  hope  ?  they  had  sustain'd  despair. 
W^y  watch'd  those  myriads  with  suspended  breath 
Sleepless  a  second  night!  they  are  not  here 
The  victims,  and  hour  by  hour,  a  vision  drear» 
Warm  corpses  fiiU  upon  the  clay-cold  dead ; 
And  even  in  death  their  lips  are  wreathed  with 

fear. — 
The  crowd  is  mute  and  moveless-^overhead 
Silent  Arctums  shines — ha !  hear'st  thou  not  the  tread 

XII. 

Of  roshhig  fyetl  laughter?  the  shout,  the  scream, 
Of  triumph  not  to  b^  contain'd  7  see !  hark ! 
Hiey  come,  they  come,  give  way !  alas,  ye  deem 
Falsely— 'tis  but  a  crowd  of  maniocs  stark 
Driven,  like  a  troop  of  spectres,  through  the  dark, 
From  the  choked  well,  whence  a  bright  death-fire 

sprung. 
A  lurid  earth^tar,  which  dropp'd  many  a  spark 
From  its  blue  train,  and  spreading  widely,  clung 
To  their  wild  haiiv  like  mist  the  topmost  pines  among. 

xin. 

And  many  from  the  crowd  oojlected  there, 
Join'd  that  strange  dance  in  fearful  sympathies ; 
There  was  the  silence  of  a  long  despair. 
When  the  last  echo  of  those  tisrri.ble  cries 
Came  fiom  a  distant  street,  like  agonies 
Stifled  a&r.— Before  the  Tyrant's  throne 
All  night  his  aged  Senate  sate,  their  eyes 
In  stony  expecUitipn  fix'd ;  when  one 
Sodden  before  them  stood,  a  Stranger  and  alone. 


XIV. 

D&ik  Priests  and  haughty  Warriors  gazed  <fa  him 
With  baffled  wonder,  ibr  a  hermit's  veA 
Conceal'd  his  &ce ;  but  when  he  spake,  his  tone, 
£re  yet  the  maUer  did  their  duMights  arrest. 
Earnest,  benignant,  calm,  as  from  a  breast 
Void  of  all  bate  or  terror,  made  them  start ; 
For  as  with  gentle  accents  he  addressed 
His  speech  to  diem,  on  each  uiiwilling  heart 
Ummial  awe  did  fiOl— «  sptri^quelling  dart 


xV. 

**  Ye  Princes  of  the  Earth,  ye  sit  aghast 
Amid  the  ruin  which  yourselves  have  made ; 
Yes,  desolation  heard  your  trumpef  s  blast. 
And  sprang  from  sleep  .^— dark  Terror  has  obey'd 
Your  bulding— O,  that  I  whom  ye  have  made 
Your  foe,  could  set  my  dearest  enemy  free 
From  pain  and  fear!  but  evil  casts  a  rthade. 
Which  cannot  pass  so  soon,  and  Hate  must  be 
The  ausae  and  parent  still  of  an  ill  progeny. 

XVI. 
**  Ye  turn  to  Heaven  for  aid  in  your  distress ; 
Alas,  that  ye,  <  though  mighty  and  the' wise, 
Who,  if  ye  dared,  might  not  aspire  to  less 
Than  ye  conceive  of  power,  shDuld  fear  the  liea 
Which  thou,  and  thou,  didst  frame  for  mysteries 
To  blind  your  slaves : — consider  your  own  thoii^t. 
An  empty  and  ia  cruel  sacrifice 
Ye  now  prepare,  for  a  vain  idol  wrought 
Out  of  the  fears  and  haitt  which  vain  desires  have 
brought 

XVII. 


"Ye  seek  for  happiness— alali,  the  day! 
Ye  find  it  not  in  luxury  nor  in  gold, 
Nor  in  the  fome,  nor  in  the  envied  sway^ 
For  which,  O  willing  slaves  to  Custom  old ! 
Severe  task-mistress .'  ye  your  hearts  have  sold 
Ye  seek  for  peace,  and  when  ye  die,  to  dream 
No  evil  dreams :  all  mortal  things  are  cold 
And  senseless  then ;  if  aught  survive,  I  deem 
It  must  be  love  and  joy,  for  Aey  immortal  seem 

xvni 

**  Fear  not  die  ihture,  weep  not  for  die  past 
O,  could  I  win  your*ears  to  dare  be  now 
Glorious,  and  great,  and  calm !  that  ye  would  cast 
Into  the  dust  those  symbols  of  your  woe, 
purple,  and  gold,  and  steel !  that  ye  would  go 
Proclaiming  to  the  nations  whence  ye  came, 
That  Want,  and  Plague,  and  Fear,  ^om  slavery 

flow; 
And  that  mankind  is  free,  and  diat  die  shame 
Of  royalty  and  faith  is  lost  in  freedom's  lame* 

XIX. 

"  If  thus,  'tis  well— if  not,  I  come  to  say 

That  Laon" — while  the  Stranger  spoke,  among 

The  Council  sudden  tumult  and  affray 

Arose,  for  many  of  those  warriors  young 

Had  on  his  eloquent  accents  fed  and  hung 

like  bees  on   mountain-flowers ;  they  knew  the 

'truth. 
And  fiom  their  drones  in  vindication  sprung ; 
The  men  of  faith  and  law  then  without  ruth 
Drtw  forth  their  secret  steel,  and  stabb'd  each  aident 
youth. 

XX. 

They  stabb'd  them  in  the  back  and  sneer'd — a  slave 
Who  stood  behind  the  throne,  those  corpses  drew 
Each  to  its  bloody,  dark,  and  secret  grave ; 
And'  one  more  daring  raised  his  steel  anew 
To  pierce  the  Stranger :  **  What  hast  thou  to  do 
Widi  me,  poor  wretch  ?" — Calm,  solemn,  and  severe, 
That  voice  unstrung  his  sinews,  and  he  threw 
His  dagger  on  the  ground,  and  pale  with  fear, 
Sate  silently — his  voice  then  did  the  Stranger  rear 
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**  It  dotb  alwii  not  that  I  weep  for  ye^- 
Ye  cannot  change,  since  ye  are  old  and  gT«y» 
And  ye  have  chosen  your  lot — ^yoiir  fimne  must  be 
A  book  of  blood,  whence  in  a  milder  day 
Men  shall  leain  truth,  when  ye  are  wrapt  in  day  : 
Now  ye  shall  triumpH.    I  am  Leon's  friend, 
And  him  to  your  revenge  will  I  betray, 
So  you  concede  one  .easy  bopn.    Attend ! 
For  now  I  speak  of  things  which  ye  can  apprehenil. 

xxn. 

**  There  is  a  People  mighty  in  its  youth, 
A  land  beyond  the  Oceans  of  the  West, 
Where,  though  witli  rudest  riies,Freedomand  Truth 
Are  worshipp'd  {  from  a  glorious  mother's  breast, 
Who,  since  high  Athens  fell,  among  the  rest 
Sate  like  the  Queen  of  Nations,  but  in  woe, 
By  inbred  monsten  outraged  and  opp^ess'd, 
Turns  to  her  chainless  child  for  succor  now. 
It  draws  the  milk  of  Powpr  in  Wisdom's  fullest  flow. 

xxm. 

**  That  land  is  like  an  Eagle,  whose  yoang  gaxe 
Feeds  on  the  noontide  beam,  whoee  golden  plume 
Floats  moveless  on  the  storm,  and  in  the  blaze 
Of  sunrise  gleams'  when  Earth  is  wrapt  in  gloom ; 
An  epitaph  of  glory  for  the  tomb 
Of  murder'd  Europe  may  thy  fame  be  made. 
Great  People :  as  the  sands  shalt  thou  become ; 
Thy  growth  is  swift  as  mom,  when  night  must  fade ; 
The  multitudinous  Earth  shall  sleep  beneath  thy  shade. 

XXIV. 

**  Yes,  in  the  desert  there  is  built  a  home 
For  Freedom.    Genius  is  made  strong  to  rear 
The  monuments  of  man  beneath  the  dome 
Of  a  new  Heaven,  myriads  assemble  there. 
Whom  the  proud  lords  of  man,  in  rage  or  fear, 
Drive  fitHn  their  wasted  homes :  the  boon  I  pray 
Is  tfais,-*tfiat  Cythna  shall  be  convoy'd  there — 
Nay,  start  not  at  the  name — America ! 
And  then  to  you  this  night  Lson  will  I  betny. 

XXV. 

"  With  me  do  what  ye  will.   I  am  your  foe !" 
The  light  of  such  a  joy  as  makes  the  stare 
Of  hungry  snakes  like  living  emeralds  glow. 
Shone  in  a  hundred  human  eyea— ^'  Where,  where 
Is  Laon  T  hasle !  fly !  dreg  him  swiftly  here ! 
We  grant  thy  boon." — **  f  put  no  trust  in  ye : 
Swear  by  the  Power  ye  dread." — ^  We  swear,  we 

swear!" 
The  Stranger  threw  his  vest  back  suddenly, 
And  smiled  in  gentle  pride,  and  said,  **Lo!  I  am  he!" 


CANTO  xn. 


I. 

The  transport  of  a  fierce  and  monstrous*  gladness 
Spread  through  the  multitudinous  streeis,  &st  flying 
Upon  the  wings  of  fear ;  from  his  dull  mrfdness 
The  starveling  waked,  and  died  in  joy ;  the  dying. 
Among  the  corpses  in  siark  ftgony  Ijring, 
Just  heard  the  happy  tidings,  and  in  hope 
Closed  their  feint  eyes ;  from  hoi!Me  to  itouse  replying 
With  loud  acclaim,  die  living  shook  Heaven's  cope 
And  fill'd  the  startled  Earth  with  echoes :  meni  did 
ope 


Its  pale  e3res  then ;  and  k>!  the  long  amy 
Of  guards  in  golden  arms,  and  priests  bettde. 
Singing  their  bloody  hymns,  whose  gscrbs  betr^ 
The  blackness  of  the  feith  it  seems  to  hide ; 
And  see,  the  tyrant's  gem-wrought  chariot  glide 
Among  the  gloomy  cowls  and  glittering  speaia — 
A  shape  of  light  is  sitting  by  his  side, 
A  child  most  beautiful.    I'  the  midst  appears 
Laon, — exempt  alone  fitMn  mortal  hopes  and  feaia. 

m. 

His  head  and  feet  are  bai«,  his  hands  are  bound 
Behind  with  heavy  chains^  yet  none  do  wreak 
Their  wooSb  on  him,  though  myriaib  throng  aioond ; 
There  are  no  sneers  upon  his  lip,*  which  speak 
Thar  soom  or  hate  hath  made  him  bold-;  hi|  cheek 
Resolve  has  not  tum'd  pale, — his  eyes  are  nuld 
And  calm,  and  like  the  room  about  to  break. 
Smile  on  mankind-'-his  heart  seems  reconciled 
To  all  things  andilself,  like  a  reposing  child 

IV. 

Tumult  was  in  the  soul  of  aU  beside, 
ni  joy,  or  doubt,  or  fear ;  but  those  who  saw 
l%eir  tranquil  victim  pass,  felt  wonder  glide 
Into  their  braini  and  became  calm  vrith  awe. 
See,  the  slow  pageant  near  the  pile  doth  draw, 
A  thousand  torches  iti  the  spacious  square. 
Borne  by  the  ready  shives  of  ruthless  law, 
Await  the  signal  round :  the  morning  feir 
Is  changed  to  a  dim  night  by  that  imnatursl  glare. 

V. 

And  see !  beneath  a  sun-bright  canopy. 
Upon  a  pUtfoim  level'  with  the  pile. 
The  anxious  Tyrant  sit,  enthroned  on  high. 
Girt  by  the  chieftains  of  the  host ;  all  smile 
In  expectation,  but  one  child :  the  while 
I,  Laon,  led  by  mutes,  ascend  my  bier 
Of  fire,  and  look  around ;  each  distant  isle 
Is  dark  in  the  bright  dawa;  toweis  &r  and  near 
Pierce  like  reposing  flames  the  tremulous  atmospbete 
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VL 

There  was  foch  aknce  throngh  die  bort.  af  vAen 
An  earthquake  trempliog  on  KHne  populooa  town 
Has  cniah'd  ten  thouiand  with  one  xraad,  and  men 
Expect  the  leoood !  alj  weie,mute  but  one, 
That  &irait  child,  who,  bold  with  love,  akoe 
Stood  up  beAre  the  king,>wilhoat  avail, 
Pleadiag  for  Leon's  life — her  stifled  groan 
Was  heard    ahe  trembled  like  one  aspen  pale  . 
AjDong  the  f^oowf  piaea  of  a  Norwegian. vale. 

vn. 

What  were  his  thoughts  link'd  in  the  morning  4Rm, 
AmoQg  those  reptiles,  stingless  with  delay. 
Even  like  a  tjrnint's  wrath  ? — the  sjgmd-gun 
Roar'd — ^hvk.  again!  in  that  dread  pause  he  la^^ 
As  in  a  quiet  dream — the  ^ves  obey — 
A  thousand  torches  drop, — and  hark,  the  last 
Bunts  OBr  that  awful  silenoe ;  far  away 
Millions,  with  hearts  that  beat  both  loud  and  fiist. 
Watch  for  the  springing  flame  expectant  and  aghast 

vra. 

They  Qy — the  torches  lall— «  cry  of  .iear 
Has  startled  the  triumphant ! — ^they  recede ! 
For  ere  the  cannon's  roar  has  diejd,  they  hear 
The  tramp  of  hoofi  like  earthquake,  and  a  steed 
Dark  and  gigantic,  with  the  tempest's  speed, 
Bursts  through  their  ranks :  a  woman  sits  thereon, 
Fairer  it  seems  than  aught  that  earth  can  breed. 
Calm,  radiant,  like  the  ph^tom  of  the  dawn, 
A  spirit  trom  die  caves  of  daylight  wandering  gone. 

IX. 

All  thought  it  was  God's  Angel  come  to  sweep 
The  lingering  guilty  to  their  fieiy  grave ; 
The  ty^nt  from  his  throne  in  dread  Idid  leap, — 
Her  innocence  his  child  from  fear  did  save  ; 
Scared  by  the  fidth  they  feign'd,  each  priestly  slave 
Knelt  for  his  mercy  whom  they  served  with  blood. 
And,  like  the  refluence  of  a  mighty  wave 
Suck'd  into  the  loud  sea,  the  multitude 
With  crushing  panic,  fled  in  tenor's  alter'd  mood. 


They  pause,  fliey  blush,  they  gaxe^ — a  gathering 

shout 
Bursts  like  one  sound  from  the  ten  thousand  streams 
Of  a  tempestuous  sea : — that  sudden  rout 
One  checkM  who,  never  in  his  mildest  dreams 
Felt  awe  from  grace  or  loveliness,  the  seams 
Of  his  rent  heart  so  hard  and  cold  a  creed 
Had  sear'd  with  blistering  ice — but  he  misdeems 
That  he  is  wise,  whose  wounds  do  only  bleed 
Inly  for  sel(  thus  thought  the  Iberian  Priest  indeed, 

XI. 

And  others,  too.  thought  he  was  wise  to  see. 
In  pain,  and  fear,  and  hate,  something  divine : 
In  love  and  beauty — no  divinity. — 
Now  with  a  bitter  smile,  whose  light  did  shine 
like  a  fiend's  hope  upon  his  lips  and  eyne. 
He  said,  and  the  persuasion  of  that  sneer 
Rallied  his  trembling  comrades — **  Is  it  mine 
To  stand  alone,  when  kings  and  soldiers  fear 
A  woman  f  Heaven  has  sent  its  other  victim  here/* 


XII. 

"Were  it  not  impious,"  said  die  King.  **  to  break 
Our  holy  oath  ? " — **  Impious  to  keep  it,  say ! " 
Shriek'd  die  exulting  Priest— ^  Slaves,  fo  die  stske 
Bind  her,  and  on  my  head  the  burthen  lay 
Of  her  just  torments : — at  the  Judgment  Day 
Will  I  stsnd  up  before  the  golden  throne 
Of  Heaven,  and  cry,  To  thee  did  I  betray 
An  Infidel ;  but  for  me  ^he  would  have  known 
Another  mement'a  joy !  the  gloiy  be  thine  own." 

xin. 

They  trembled,  but  replied  not,  nor  obejr'd. 
Pausing  in  breathless  silence.    Cythna  sprung 
From  her  gigantic  steed,  who,  like  a  shade    . 
Chased  by  the  winds,  those  vacant  streets  among 
Fled  tameless,  as  the  bracen  rein  the  flung 
Upon  his  neck,  and  kiss'd  his  mooned  brow. 
A  piteous  sight,  that  one  so  feir  and  young. 
The  clasp  of  such  a  fearful  death  should  woo 
With  smiles  of  tender  joy  as  beam'd  fimn  X^ythna 
now. 

XIV. 

llie  warm  team  burit  in  apite  of  feith  and  fear. 
From  tnany  a  tremulous  eye,  but  like  soA  dewa 
Which  feed  spring's  eariiest  buds,  hung  gathered 

there. 
Frozen  by  doubt, — alas,  they  could  not  choose 
But  weep  {  for  'wl)en  her  feint  limbs  did  refuse 
To  climb  the  pyre,  upon  the  mutes  she  smiled  { 
And  with  her  eloquent  gestures,  and  the  hues 
Of  her  quick  lips,  even  as  a  weary  child 
Wins  sleep  from  some  fond  nurse  with  its  caressea 

mild. 

XV. 

She  won  them,  though  unwilling,  her  to  bind 
Near  me',  among  the  snakes.    When  then  had  fled 
One  soft  r^roach  that  was  most  thrilling  kind/ 
She  smiled  on  roe,  and  nothing  then  we  said,    • 
But  each  upon  the  other's  countenance  fed 
Looks  of  insatiate  love ;  the  mighty  veil 
Which  doth  divide  the  living  and  die  dead 
Was  almost  rent,  the  world  grew  dim  and  pale-» 
All  light  in  Heaven  or  Earth  beside  our  love  did  ftiL 

XVI. 

Tot, — ^yet— one  brief  relapse,  like  the  last  beam 
Of  dying  flames,  the  stainless  air  around 
Hung  silent  and  serene — a  blood-red  gleam 
Burst  upwards,  hurting  fiercely  from  the  ground 
The  globed  smoke,^ — I  heard  the  mighty  sound 
Of  its  uprise,  like  a  tempestuous  ocean ; 
And;  throng  its  chasms  I  saw,  as  in  a  swound. 
The  tyrant's  child  fall  without  l£fe  or  motiiHi 
Before  lus  dirane,  sfibdudd  by  some  unseen  emotion. 

xvn. 

And  is  this  death  ?  the  pyre  has  disappeared. 
The  Pestilence,  the  l^rant,  and  the  throng; 
The  flames  grow  silent — slowly  there  is  heard 
The  music  of  a  breatheuspending  song, 
Which,  like  the  loss  of  love  when  life  is  young,* 
Steeps  the  faint  eyes  in  darkness  sweet  axiid  deep 
With  ever-changing  notes  it  floats  along. 
Till  on  my  passive  soul  there  seem'd  to  creep 
A  melody,  Uke  waves  on  vmnkled  sands  that  leap. 
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XVIH; 

Th6  w^riii  toucii  (rf*  ft  soft  uid  tretncitotti  hsnd 
WakenM  me  then ;  lo,  Cythna  sate  reclined 
Bende  me,  on  die  waved  and  golden  sand 
Of  a  dear  pool^  upon  a  bank  o'ertwined 
With  itrange  and  tftar-bright  floWen,  which  to  the 

wind 
Breathed  divine  odor;  high  above,  was  spread 
llie  emerald  heaven  of  trees  of  unknown  kind, 
Whoie  moonlike  blooms  and  bright  fniit  overhead 
A  shadow,  which  was  light,  upon  die  waters  shed. 


Afld  round  about  sloped  maay  a  lawny  mountain 
'Wiih  tnceitse-bearing  forests,  and  vast  caves 
Of  marble  radiance  to  that  mighty  fountain ; 
And  where  the  flood  its  own  bright  margin  laves. 
Their  echoes  talk  vdth  its  eternal  waves, 
Which,  fiom  the  depths  whose  jagged  caTems 

breed 
llieir  uureposuig  striie,  i|  lifts  and  heaves^ — 
Till  throui^  a  chasm  of  hills  they  roll,  and  feed 
A  river  deep,  which  flies  with  smooth  but  arrowy 

speed. 

XX. 

Aft  we  sate  gazing,  in  a  trance  of  wonder, 
A  boat  approaeh*d,  borne  by  the  musical  air 
Along  the  waves  which  sung  and  sparkled  under 
Its  mpid  keel — a  winged  shape  sate  there, 
.  A  child  with  silvei^hining  wngs,  so  fair. 
That  as  her  bark  did  through  the  watets  glide, 
The  shadow  of  the  lingering  waves  did  wear 
light,  as  from-starry  beams ;  fit>m  side  to  side. 
While  veering  to  the  wind,  her  plumes  the  bark  did 
guide. 

XXI. 

The  boat  was  one  curved  shell  of  hollow  peari, 
Almost  translucent  with  the  light  divine 
Of  her  within ;  the  prow  and  stem  did  curl 
Etomed  on  high,  like  the  young  moon  supine. 
When  o'er  dim  twilight  mountains  dark  with  pine. 
It  floats  upon  the  8uns6t*8  sea  of  beams. 
Whose  golden  waves  in  many  a  purple  line 
Fade  fast,  till  borne  on  sunlight's  ebbing  streams, 
Dilatiug,  oo  earth's  verge  the  sunken  meteqr  gleams. 

XXIL 
lis  keel  has  struck  the  sands  beaide  our  iaet; — 
Then  Cythna  tum'd  to  me,  and  from  her  eyes 
Which  swam  with  unshod  toars,  a  look  more  sweet 
Than  happy  love,  a  wild  and  glad  surprise, 
Glanced  as  she  spake ;  "  Ay,  this  is  Paradise 
And  not  a  dream,  .and  we  are  all  united ! 
Lo,  that  is  mine  obh  child,  who  in  the  guise 
Of  madness  came,  like  day  to  one  benighted 
la  kmesome  woods :  my  heart  is  now  too  well  re- 
quited!" 

xxm. 

And  then  she  wept  aloud,  and  in  her  arms 
Clasp'd  that  bright  Shape,  leas  marvellously  ftiir 
Than  her  own  human  hues  and  living  charms ; 
Which,  as  she  lean'd  in  passion's  silence  there, 
•  Breathed  warmth  on  the  cold  bosom  of  the  air, 
Which  seem'd  to  blosh  and  tremble  with  delight : 
The  gloasy  darkness  of  her  streaming  hair 
Fell  o'er  that  snowy  child,  and  wrapt  from  sight 
Hie  fond  and  long  embrace  which  did  their  hearts 
unite. 


XXIV. 

Tllen  the  bngfat  diild,  the  praned  Seraph  came^ 
And  fiz*d  ite  UUe  and  beemtoig  eyes  on  mine, 
And  said,  **  I  was  disturb'd  by  tremulous  sfasme 
When  once  we  met,  yet  knew  that  I  was  thine 
From  the  same  hour  in  whidk  ihy  lips  divine 
Kindled  a  clingmg  dream  within  my  brain. 
Which  ever  waked  when  I  migfat  sleep,  to  twine 
Thine  image  vrhh  'ker  memory  deai«— again 
We  meet,  exempted  now  fiom  flsonnl  fear  or  pain. 

XXV. 

**  When  the  consuming  flames  had  virrapr  ye  ronnd, 
The  hope  which  I  had  cherish'd  went  aviray; 
I  fellin  agony  on  the  senseleas  ground. 
And  hid  mine  eyes  in  dust,  and  fiir  astray 
My  mind  was  gone,  when  bright,  like  dawniog 

day, 
The  Spectre  of  the  Plague  befbre  me  flew. 
And  breathed  upon  my  lips,  and  seem'd  to  say, 
*  They  vniit  for  thee,  beloved  ;'^then  I  knew 
The  death-mark  on  my  breast,  and  became  calm  anew. 

XXVI. 

**  It  was  the  calm  of  love — fyr  I  was  dying. 
I  saw  the  black  and  half^xdnguish'd  pyre 
In  its  own  gray  and  shrunken  ashes  lying ; 
The  pitchy  smoke  of  the  departed  fira 
Still  hung  hi  many  a  hollow  dome  and  spin 
A]bove  ihe  towers  like  night ;  beneafti  whose  shads 
Awed  by  the  ending  of  their  own  desire 
The  armies  stood ,-  a  vacancy  was  made 
In  expectation's  depth,  and  so  they  stood  dismay'd. 

xxvn. 

**The  ftight(ul  silence  of  that  altered  mood, 
The  tortures  of  the  dying  clove  alone. 
Till  one  uprose  among  the  multitude. 
And  said—;-'  The  flood  of  time  is  rolling  on, 
We  stand  iipon  its  brink,  whilst  they  are  gone 
To  glide  in  peace  down  death's  mysterious  stream. 
Have  ye  done  well  ?  they  moulder  fledi  and  boDe. 
Who  might  have  made  this  life's  envenom'd  dresm 
A  sweeter  draught  than  ye  will  ever  taste,  I  deem. 

XXVIU. 


« I' 


These  perish  as  the  good  and  great  of  yore 
Have  perish'd,  and  their  murderen  will  repent 
Yes,  vain  and  barren  tears  shall  flow,  before 
Yon  smoke  has  faded  from  the  firmament. 
Even  for  this  cause,  that  ye  who  most  lament 
The  death  of  those  that  made  this  world  so  fair 
Cannot  recall  them  now ;  but  then  is  lent 
To  man  the  wisdom  of  a  high  despair. 
When  such  can  die,  and  he  live  on  and  linger  bers 


M  I 


Ay,  ye  may  fear  not  now  the  Pestilence, 
From  fabled  hell  as  by  a  charm  withdrawn, 
All  power  and  faith  must  pass,  sinoe  calmly  hence 
In  pain  and  Are  have  unbelievers  gone ; 
And  ye  must  sadly  turn  away,  and  moan 
In  secret,  to  his  home  each  one  returning. 
And  to  long  ages  shall  this  hour  be  known ; 
And  slowly  shall  its  memory,  ever  burning, 
Fill  this  dark  night  of  things  with  an  eternal  mommjCi 
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** '  For  me  (he  world  is  grown  too  Toid  and  Qold, 
Since  hope  puzBuee  imnortal  destiny 
Widi  steps  ^us  slow — therefore  shall  ye  l)ehold 
How  those  who  love,  yet  fear  not,  dare  to  die.; 
Tell  toyoor  children  this!'  then  suddenly 
He  sheathed  a  dagger  in  his  heart,  and  fell; 
My  bniia  grew  dark  in  dieath,  and  yjet  to  me 
There  came  a  murmur  (rom  the  crowd,  to  tell 
Of  deep  and  mighty  change  which  suddenly  befell. 

XXXL 

•Then  svddeqiy  I  stood  a  winged  Thought 
Before  the  immortal  Senate,  and  theeeat 
Of  that  starehining  spirit,  whence  b  ¥m)ugfa| 
The  strengdi  of  its  dominion,  good  and  great. 
The  better  Genius  of  this  world's  estate. 
EBs  realm  aroond  one  mighty  Fane  is  spread, 
Elyaian  idands  blight  and  fortunate,' 
Cal|pn  dwellings  of  the  fiee  and!  happijr  deed, 
Where  I  am  senttolead !"  these  winged  words  she  said, 

xxxn. 

And  with  the  silence  of  her  eloquent  smile, 
Bade  us  embark  in  her  divine  canoe ; 
Then  at  the  helm  we  took  our  seat,  the  while 
Above  her  head  those  plumes  of  dazzling  hue 
Into  the  winds*  invisible  stream  she  threw, 
Sitting  beside  the  prow:  like  gossamer, 
On  the  swift  breath  of  mom,  the  vessel  flew 
O'er  the  bright  whirlpools  of  that  ^untain  fiur, 
Whose  shores  receded  fost,  whilst  we  seemM  linger^ 
ing  there; 

xxxm. 

Till  down  that  mighty  stream  dark,  calm,  and  fleet, 
Between  a  chasm  of  cedar  mountains  riven. 
Chased  by  the  thronging  winds  whose  viewless  feet 
As  swift  as  twinkling  beams,,  had,  under  Heaven, 
From  woods  and  waves  wild  sounds  and  odors  driven,, 
The  boat  fled  visibly — three  nights  and  days, 
Bomo  like  a  doud  through  mom,  and  noon,  and  even. 
We  sail'd  along  the  winding  watery  ways 
Of  the  TBst  stream,  a  long  and  labyrinthine  maae. 

%  XXXIV. 

A  scene  of  joy  and  wonder  to  behold 
That  river^s  shapes  and  shadows  changing  ever, 
Where  the  broad  sunrise,  fill'd  with  deepening  gold. 
Its  whirlpools,  where  all  hues  did  spread  and  quiver. 
And  where  melodious  falls  did  burit  and  shiver 
Among  rocks  clad  with  flowers,  the  foam  and  spray 
Sparkled  like  stars  upon  the  sunny  river, 
Or  when  the  mooplight  pour'd  a  holier  day, 
One  vast  and  glittering  lake  around  green  islands  lay^. 

XXXV. 
Mom,  wxm,  and  even,  that  boat  of  pearl  outran 
The  streams  which  bore  it.  like,  the  arrowy  clou4 
Of  tempest,  or  the  speedier  thought  of  man. 
Which  flieth  forth  and  cannot  make  abode. 
Sometimes  through  forssts,  deep  like  night,  we  glode. 
Between  the  walls  of  mighty  mountains  crown'd 
With  Cycfopeon  piles,  whose  turrets  proud, 
The  homes  of  the  departed,  dimly  frown'd 
O'er  the  bright  waves  which  girt  their  dark  foiinda- 
tions  round. 

8N 


,  XXXVI. 

Sometimes  between  the  wide   and   flowering 

meadows. 
Mile  aAer  mile  we  sail'd,  and  'twas  delight 
To  see  far  off  tl^  sunbeams  chase  the  shadows 
Over  the  grass ;  sometimes  beneath  the  night 
Of  wide  and  vaulted  caves,  whose  roofi  were  bright 
With  starry  gems,  we  fled,  whilst  from  their  deep 
And  dark-green  chasms,  shades  beautiful  and  white. 
Amid  sweet  sounds  aoross  our  path  would  sweep, 
like  swift  and  lovely  dieatns  that  walk  the  wavea 

of  sleep. 

xxxvn. 

And  ever  as  we  sail'd.  our  minds  were  full 
Of^ove  and  wisdota,  which  would  overflow 
In  converse  wild,  and  sweet,  and  wonderful ; 
And  in  quick  smiles  Whose  light  would  come  and,  go^ 
like  music  o'er  wide  waves,  and  m  the  flOw 
Of  sodden  tears,  and  in  the  mute  caress- 
For  a  deep  shade  was  cleft,  and  we  did  know, 
That  virtue,  though  obscured  on  Earth,  not  less 
Survives  all  mortal  change  in  lasting  loveliness. 

xxxvni. 

Thre^  days  and  nights  we  sail'd,  as  diought  and 

feeling 
Number  delightful  boon — fbr  through  the  sky 
The  sphered  lamps  of  day  and  night,  revealing 
New  changes  and  new  glories,  roU'd  on  high. 
Sun,  Moon,  and  rooonlike  lamps,  the  progeny 
Of  a  diviner  Heaven,  serene  and  fair: 
On  the  fourth  day,  wild  as  a  wind-wrought  sea 
The  stream  became,  and  fast  and  foster  bare 
The  spirit-winged  boat,  steadily  speeding  lliere. 

XXXIX. 

Steadily  and  swift,  where  the  waves  roll'd  like 

mountains 
Within  the  vast  ravine,  whoto  lifb  did  pour 
Tumultuous  floods  from  their  ten  thousand  fountains, 
The  thunder  of  whose  earth-uplifling  roar 
Made  the  air  sweep  in  whirlwindB  from  the  shonk 
Calm  as  a  shade,  the  boat  of  that  foir  child 
Securely  fled,  that  rapid  stress  before-. 
Amid  the  topmost  spray,  and  sunbows  wild. 
Wreathed  in  the  silver  mist :  in  joy  and  pride  wb  smiled 

XI. 

The  torrent  of  that  wide  and  raging  river 
Is  pest,  and  our  aerial  speed  suspended. 
We  look  behind;  a  golden  mist  did  quiver 
When  ito  wild  suites  with  the  lake  were  blended: 
Our  bark  hung  there,  as  one  line  suspended 
Between  two  Heavens,  that  windless  waveless  lake ; 
Which  four  great  cataracts  from  four  vales,  attended 
By  mists,  aye  feed ;  from  rocks  and  cbuds  they  break. 
And  of  that  azure  sea  a  silent  refuge  make^ 

XU. 

Motionless  resting  on  the  lake  awhile, 
I  saw  its  marge  of  snow-bright  mountains  rear 
Their  peaks  ^oft,  I  saw  each  radiant  isle, 
And  in  the  midst,  afar,  even  like  a  sphere 
Hung  in  one  hollow  sl^.  did  there  appear 
The  Temple  of  the  Spirit ;  on  the  sound 
Which  issued  thence,  drawn  nearer  and  more  near, 
like  the  swift  moon  this  glorious  earth  aroond. 
The  charmed  boat  approach'd,  and  there  its  havfo 
found. 
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A  TRAGEDY,  IN  FIVE  ACTS. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  LEIGH  mjKT,  ESQ. 

Mt  dear  Fkikni)i 

I  nracKiiuc  with  jwu  name,  from  a  distant  country, 
and  after 'an  absence  whose  months  have  seemed 
years,  this  the  latest  of  my  literary  efibrts. 

Those  .writings  which  I  have  hitherto  published, 
have  been  little  else  than  visions  which  impenonate 
my  own  apjHehensions  of  the  beautiful  and  the  just. 
I  can  also  perceive  in  diem  the  literary  defects  inci- 
dental to  youth  and  impatience ;  they  are  draoros  of 
what  oug^t  to  be,  or  may  be.  The  drama  which  I 
now  present  to  you  is  a  md  reality.  I  lay  aside  the 
presumptuous  attitude  of  an  instructor,  and  am  con- 
tent to  paint,  vnth  such  colors  as  my  own  heart  fur- 
niahes,  that  which  has  been. 

Had  I  known  a  person  more  highly  endowed  than 
yourself  with  all  that  it  becomes  a  man  to  possess,  I 
had  solicited  for  this  work  the  ornament  of  lus  name. 
One  more  gentle,  honorable,  iimocent  and  brave ;  one 
of  more  exalted  toleration  ibr  all  who  do  and  think 
evil,  and  yet  himself  more  free  from  evil ;  one  who 
knows  better  how  to  receive,  and  how  to  o^er  a 
benefit,  diough  he  must  ever  confer  far  more  than  he 
can  receive ;  ond  of  simpler,  and,  in  the  highest  sense 
of  the  word,  of  puijer  life  and  manners,  I  never 
knew :  and  I  had  already  been  fortunate  in  friend- 
ships when  your  name  was  added  to  the  list 

In  that  patient  and  irreconcilable  enmity  with  do- 
mestic and  political  tyranny  and  imposture  which  the 
tenor  of  your  life  has  illustrated,  and  which,  had  I 
health  and  talents,  should  illustrate  mine,  let  us, 
oomfortuig  each  other  in  our  task,  live  and  die. 

All  bappineas  attend  you ! . 

Tour  affectionate  fiiend, 

Pkrcy  &  Shelley. 
Rome,  May  29,  1819. 


PREFACE. 


A  KANUSCXiPT  was  oommunicatod  to  me  during  my 
travels  in  Italy  which  was  copied  from  the  archives 
of  the  Cenci  Pdace  at  Rome,  and  contains  a  detailed 
account  of  the  horrors  which  ended  in  the  extinction 
of  one  of  the  noblest  and  richest  fiunilies  of  that 
city,  during  the  Pbntificate  of  Clement  VIII.,  in  the 
year  1599.  The  story  is,  that  an  old  man  having 
spent  his  life  in  debaucheiy  and  wickedness,  conceived 
at  length  an  implacable  hatred  towards  his  children; 
which  showed  itself  towards  one  daughter  under  the 
form  of  an  incestuous  possion,  a^^ravated  by  every 
drcnmstance  of  cruelty  and  violence.  This  daughter, 
after  long  and  vain  attempts  to  escape  fix>m  what  she 


considered  a  perpetual  oontaminetioa  both  of  body 
and  nund,  at  length  plotted  with  her  mother4n-law 
and  brotiier  to  murder  their  common  lynnL  The 
young  maiden,  tvho  was  urged  to  this  tremendous 
deed  by  an  impulse  which  overpowered  its  horror, 
was  evidently  a  aoost  gentle  and  amiable  being ;  a 
creature  formed  to  adorn  and  be  admired,  and  thus 
violently  thwarted  fiMn  her  nature  by  the  necessity 
of  circumstance  and  opinion.  The  deed  was  quiddy 
discovered ;  and  in  spice  of  the  most  earnest  prayen 
made  to  the  Pope  by  the  highest  persons  in  Rome, 
the  criminals  were  put  to  death.  The  old  man  had 
during  his  life  repeatedly  bought  his  pardon  from  the 
Pepe  for  capital  crimes  of  the  most  enormous  and 
unspi^akable  kind,  at  the  price  of  a  hundred  thousand 
crowns;  ^e  death  therefore  of  his  victims  can 
scarcely  be  4iccounted  for  by  the  love  of  justice.  The 
Pope,  among  other  motives  for  severity,  probably  felt 
that  whoever  killed  the  Count  Cenoi  deprived  his 
treasury  of  a  certain  and  copious  source  of  revenue. 
The  Papal  Government  formerly  took  the  most  ex- 
traordinary precautions  against  the  pubhcity  of  &cis 
which  after  so  tragical  a  demonstration  of  its  own 
wickedness  and  weakness ;  so  that  the  ccMomunication 
of  the  MS.  had  become,  until  very  lately,  a  matter 
of  some  difficulty.  Sudi  a  story,  if  told  so  as  to  pr^ 
sent  to  the  reader  all  the  feelings  of  those  who  once 
acted  it,  their  hopes  and  fears,  their  confidences  and 
misgivings,  their  various  interests,  passions  and  opin- 
ions, acting  upon  and  with  each  other,  yet  all  con- 
spiring to  one  tremendous  end,  would  be  as  a  light 
to  make  apparent  some  of  the  most  dark  and  secret 
caverns  of  the  human  heart. 

On  my  arrival  at  Rome,  I  found  that  the  story  of 
the  Cenci  was  a  sul^e<;t  not  to  be  mentioned  in  Ital- 
ian society  vdthout  awakening  a  deep  and  breadilesi 
interest ;  and  that  the  feelings  of  tiie  company  never 
failed  to  incline  to  a  romantic  pity  for  the  wrongs 
and  a  passionate  exculpation  of  the  horrible  deed  t§ 
which  they  urged  her,  who  has  been  mingled  two 
centuries  with  the  .common  dusL  All  ranks  of  people 
knew  the  outlines  of  this  history,  and  participated  in 
the  overwhelming  interest  w^ich  it  seems  lo  have 
the  magic  of  exciting  in  the  human  heart.  I  had  a 
copy  of  Guide's  picture  of  Beatrice  which  is  fMeserved 
in  die  Colonna  Palace,  and  my  servant  instantly  re> 
cognized  it  as  the  portrait  of  La  Cenci 

This  national  and  universal  interest  vphich  the 
story  produces  and  has  produced  for  two  centuriei^ 
and  among  all  ranks  of  people,  in  a  great  City,  whers 
the  imagination  is  kept  for  ever  active  and  awake 
first  suggested  to  me  the  conception  of  ila  fitness  for 
41  dramatic  purpose.  In  fact  it  is  a  tragedy  which  has 
already  received,  fmn  its  capacity  of  awakening  and 
sustaining  the  s^pathy  of  men,  approbation  and 
success.  Nothing  remained,  as  I  imagined,  but  to 
clothe  it  to  the  apprehensions  of  my  countrymen  in 
such  language  and  action  as  would  bring  it  home  to 
their  hearts.  The  deepest  and  the  snblimest  tragic 
compositions,  King  Lear  and  the  two  plays  in  which 
the  tale  of  (Edipos  is  told,  were  stories  which  alrsady 

298 


THE  CENCI. 


51: 


enited  in  tnditioii,  at  matten  of  popular  belief  and 
interest^  before  Shakspeara  and  Sophoclec  made  them 
familiar  to  the  sympathy  of  all  aacceeding  genera- 
tions of  mankind. 

This  story  of  the  Cenci  is  indeed  eminently  fearful 
and  roonstroiis :  any  thing  like  a  dry  exhibition  of  it 
'jn  the  stage  would  be  insupportable.  The  person 
who  would  treat  such  a  subject,  must  increase  the 
ideal,  and  diminish  the  actual  horror  of  the  events, 
so  that  the  pleasure  which  arises  from  the  poetry 
which  exisiB  in  these  tempestuous  suflerings  arhi 
dimes,  may  mitigate  the  pain  of  the  contemplation 
of  the  moral  deformity  from  which  they  spring. 
There  must  also  be  nothing  attempted  to  make  the 
exhibition  subservient  to  what  is  i^ilgarly  termed  a 
moral  porpbse.  The  highest  moral  purpose  aimed  at 
in  the  highest  species  of  the  drama,  is  the  teaching 
the  human  heart,  through  its  sympathies  and  an- 
lipathiea,  th^  knowledge  of  itself;  in  proportion  to 
the  poaaes^on  of  which  knowledge,  every  human 
beiag  is  wise,  just,  sincere,  tolerant,  and  kind.  If 
dogmas  can  do  niorid,  it  is  well:  but  a  drama  is  no  fit 
place  for  the  enforcement  of  theiq.  Undoubtedly, 
no  peiBon  can  be  truly  dishonored*  I7  the  act  of  an- 
other; and  the  fii  return  to  make  to  the  roost  enor- 
mous ii\iuriea  ja  kindness  and  forbearance,  and  a 
resolution  to  convert  the  ihjurer  from  his  dark  pas- 
nons  by  peace  and  love.  Revenge,  retaliation, 
atonement,  are  pernicious  mistakes.  If  Beatrice  had 
thought  in  this  mtaner,  she  would  have  been  wiser 
and  better ;  but  she  would  never  have  been  a  tragic 
character:  the  few  whom  spch  an  exhibition  would 
have  intoresied,  could  never  have  been  sufficiently 
interested  for  a  dramatic  purpose,  from  the  want  of 
finding  sympathy  in  their  interest  among  the  mass 
who  surround  them.  It  is  in  the  restless  and  anato- 
mizing casuistry  with  which  men  seek  the  justification 
of  Beatrice,. yet  feel  that  she  has  done  what  needs 
justification;  it  is  in  the  superstitious  horror  with 
which  they  contemplate  alike  her  wrongs  and  their 
revenge,  that  the  dramatic  character  of  what  she  did 
and  suffered  consists. 

I  have  endeavored  as  nearly  as  possible  to  repre- 
sent the  characlers  as  they  probably  were,  and  have 
sought  to  avpid  the  error  of  making  them  actuated 
by  my  own  conceptions  of  right  or  wrong,  false  or 
true :  thus  wider  a  thin  veil  converting  namea  and 
actions  of  the  sixteenth  century  into  cold  iraperson- 
ations  of  my  own  mind.  They  are  represented  as 
Catholics,  and  as  Catholics  deeply  tinged  with  re- 
ligion. To  a  Protestant  apprehension  there  will 
appear  something  unnatural  in  the  earnest  and  per- 
petual sentiment  of  the  relations  between  God  and 
man  which  pervade  the  tragedy  of  the  CencL  It 
will  especially  be  starded  at  the  combination  of  an 
undoubting  persuasion  of  the  truth  of  the  popular 
religion,  wi^  a  cool  and  determined  perseverance  in 
enormous  gnilt  Bat  religion  in  Italy  is  not,  as  in 
Protestant  countries,  a  cloak  to  be  worn  on  particular 
days ;  or  a  passport  which  theee  who  do  not  wish  to 
be  railed  at  carry  with  them  to  exhibit ;  or  a  gloomy 
passion  for  penetrating  the  impenetrable  mysteries 
of  our  being,  which  terrifies  its  possessor  at  the 
darkness  of  the  abyss  to  the  brink  of  which  it  has 
conducted  him.  Religion  coexists,  as  it  were,  in 
the  mind  of  an  Italian  Catholic  with  a  faith  in  that 
of  which  all  men  have  the  most  certain  knowledge. 
It  is  interwoven  with  the  whole  fabric  of  lifo.  It  is 
adoration,  faith,  submission,  penitence,  blind  admira- 
<wn;  not  a  rule  for  moral  conduct    It  haift  no  necea> 


sary  connexion  with  any  one  virtue.  The  moat 
atrocious  villain  may  be  rigidly  devout,  and,  widtout 
any  shock  to  established  faith,  confess  himself  to  be 
so.  Religion  pervadea  intensely  the  whole  frame 
of  society,  and  is,  according  to  the  temper  of  the 
mind  which  it  inhabits,  a  passion,  a  persuasion,  an 
excuse;  a  refuge:  never  a  check.  Cenci  himself 
built  a  chapel  in  the  court  of  his  Palace,  and  dedi- 
cated it  to  St.  Thomas  the  Apostle,  and  established 
masses  for  the  peace  of  his  souL  Thus  in  the  first 
scene  6f  the  fourth  act,  Lucretia'a  design  in  exposing 
herself  to  the  consequences  of  an  expostulation  with 
Cenci  ailer  having  administered  the  opiate,  was  to 
induce  him  by  a  feigned  tale  to  confess  hitnself  be- 
foi^  death;  this  being  esteemed  by  Catholics  as  ea> 
sential  to  salvatfon;  and  she  only  relinquishes  her 
purpose  When  she  perceives  that  her  perseverance 
would  expose  Beatrice  to  new  outrages. 

I  have  avoided  with  great  oere  in  writing  tfaia 
play  the  introduction  of  what  is  comimmly  called 
mere  poetry,  and  I  imagine  there  will  scarcely  be 
found  a  detached  simile  or  a  single  isolated  deacriptioo, 
unleas  Beatrice^  descri|»tion  of  die  chasm  appointed 
for  her  father^s  murder  'should  be  judged  to  be  ot 
that  nature.*  ^ 

In  a  dmmatic  composition,  the  imagery  and  the 
passion  should  interpenetrate  one  another,  the  former 
being  reserved  simply  for  the  fbll  devefopment  and 
illustration  of  the  latter.  Imagination  is  as  the  im- 
mortal CSod  which  should  assume  flesh  for  the  re- 
demptfon  of  mortal  passion.  It  Is  thus  that  the  moat 
remote  and  the  most  familiar  imagery  may  alike  be 
fit  for  dramatic  purpoaes  wh«i  employed  in  the  il- 
lustration of  strong  feeling,  which  raisee  what  is 
low,  and  levels  to  the  apprehension  that  which  ia 
lofty,  casting  over  all  the  shadow  of  its  own  greats 
nees.  In  other  respects  I  have  written  more  care- 
lessly; that  is,  without  an  over-fiistidious  and  learned 
choice  of  words.  In  this  respect  I  entirely  agree 
with  those  modem  critics  who  assert,  that  in  order 
to  ntove  men  to  true  S3rmpathy  we  must  use  the  &- 
miliar  language  of  men ;  and  that  our  great  ancea- 
tprs  the  ancient  English  poets  are  the  writers,  a 
study  of  whom  might  incite  us  to  do  that  for  our  own 
age  which  they  have  done  for  theirs.  But  it  must 
be  the  real  language  of  men  in  general,  and  not  that 
of  any  particular  class  to  whoae  society  the  writer 
happen  to  belong.  So  much  for  what  I  havea^ 
tempted:  I  need  not  be  assured  that  success  is  a 
very  diflbrent  matter;  particularly  for  one  whoae 
attention  has  but  newly  been  awakened  to  the  study 
of  dramatic  literature. 

I  endeavored  whilst  at  Rome  to  observe  such 
monuments  of  this  story  as  might  be  accessible  to  a 
stranger.  The  portrait  of  Beatrice  at  the  Colorma 
Pdace  is  most  admirable  as  a  work  of  art :  it  was 
taken  by  Guidd,  daring  her  confinement  in  prison. 
But  it  is  most  interesting  as  a  just  representation  of 
one  of  the  loveliest  specimens  of  the  workmanship 
of-  Nature.  There  is  a  fixed  and  pale  composure 
upon  the  features :  she  seems  sad  and  stricken  down 
in  spirit,  yet  the  despair  thus  expressed  is  lightened 
by  the  patience  of  gentleness.  Her  head  is  bound 
with  folds  of  white  drapery,  from  which'  the  yellow 
strings  of  her  golden  hair  escape,  and  fall  about  her 

*  An  idea  in  this  speech  was  suggested  by  a  most 
sublime  passage  In  "  El  Piirgatorio  de  San  Patricio"  of 
Calderon :  the  only  plagiarism  which  I  have  intentionally 
committed  in  the  whole  piece. 
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neck.  The  moulding  of  her  &ce  m  ezquiailely 
delicate ;  the  eyebiowB  are  distinct  and  azched :  die 
Upa  have  that  peimanent  meaning  of  imagination 
.and  sensibility  which  suflering  has  not  repressed,  and 
which  it  seems  as  if  death  scarcely  could  extinguish. 
Her  forehead  is  larg&  and  clear ;  her  eyes,  which  we 
are  told  were  remarkable  for  their  vivacity,  are 
swollen  with  weeping,  and  lustreless,  but  beautifully 
tender  and  serene.  In  the  whole  mien,  there  is  a 
simplicity  and  dignity  which,  united  with  her  ex- 
quisite loveliness  and  deep  sorrow,  an  inexpressibly 
pathetic.  Beatrice  Cenci  appears  to  have  been  one 
of  those  rare  persons  in  whom  energy  and  gentleness 
dwell  together  without  destroying  one  another :  her 
nature  was  simple  and  profound.  The  crimes  and 
niiseriea  in  which  ^e  was  an  actor  and  a  sufierer 
are  as  the  mask  and  the  mantle  in  which  circum- 
stances clothed  her  fiv  her  impersonation  on  the 
scene  of  the  world. 

The  Cend  Flslace  is  of  great  extent ,  and  though 
in  part  modernized,  there  yet  remains  a  vast  and 
glomny  pile  of  feudal  architecture  in  the  same  state 
as  during  the  dreadful  scenes  which  are  the  subject 
of  this  tragedy.  The  Pahioe  is  situated  in  an  ob- 
scure comer  of  Rome,  near  the  quarter  of  the  Jews, 
and  ttffta  the  upper  windows  you  see  the  immense 
ruins  of  Mount  Palatine  half  hidden  under  their 
profuse  ovexgrowth  of  trees.  There  is  a  court'  in  one 
part  of  the  palace  (perhaps  that  in  which  Cenci  built 
the  Chapel  to  St.  Tliomaa),  supportad  by  granite  col- 
umns anid  adorned  with  antique  fiiexes  of  fine  work- 
n)anship»  and  built  upi  according  to  the  ancient  Italian 
fashion,  with  balcony  over  balcony  of  open  work. 
One  of  the  gates  of  the  palace  formed  of  immense 
atones,  and  leading  through  a  passage,  dark  and  lofty 
and  opening  into  gloomy  subterranean  'chambers, 
struck  me  particularly. 

Of  the  Castle  of  Petrella,  I  could  obtain  no  further 
infoimatioo  than  that  which  is  to  be  ibund  in  the 
manuscript 
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MEN. 


His  $ont. 


Comer  Fkancbboo  Cknci. 

GlACOMO,       i 
BBftNAUX),    \ 

Cardinal  Camillo. 
Orsino,  a  Prdate. 
Savella,  the  Pcptfs  LigtUe. 

Andrka,  Servant  to  Cenci. 

AbUes,  Judges,  Cruardt^  ^Servants, 

WOMEN. 

LuCEiTiA,   Wife  cf  Cencit  and  tUp-mdher  <f  hi§ 

ckSdren. 
BiATRiCK,  Am  daughter. 


The  ScKNS  lies  principally  in  Rome,  but  changes 
during  the  fourth  Act  to  Petronella,  a  castle 
among  the  Apulian  Appenines. 

Tims  During  the  Pontificate  of  Clement  VTII. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  L 

An  Apartment  in  the  Csuci  Palace. 

Enter  Count  Cknci,  and  Cardinal  Camuxo. 

CAMILLO. 

That  matter  of  the  murder  is  hush'd  up 

If  you  consent  to  yieM  his  Holiness 

Your  fief  that  lies  beyond  the  Pincian  gale. — 

It  needed  all  my  interest  in  the  conclave 

To  bend  him  to  this  point:  he  said  that  yon 

Bought  perilous  impunity  with  your  gold ,  • 

That  crimes  like  yours  if  once  or  twice  compoondea 

Enrich'd  the  Church,  and  respited  fronl  hell 

An  erring  soul  which  might  repent  and  live  :-— 

But  that  the  glory  and  the  intM-est 

Of  the  high  throne  he  fills,  litde  consist 

With  making  it  a  daily  mart  of  guilt    ' 

So  manifold  and  hideous  as  the  deeds 

Which  you  scarce  hide  from  men*s  revolted  eyes. 

CXNCI. 

The  third  of  my  possessions — ^let  it  go ! 

Ay,  I  once  heard  the  nephew  of  the  Pope 

Had  sent  his  architect  to  view  the  ground, 

Meaning  to  build  a  villa  on  my  vines 

The  next  time  I  compounded  with  his  'uncle  : 

I  little  thought  he  should  outv^it  me  so ! 

Henceforth  no  witness — not  the  lamp— shall  see 

That  which  the  vassal  threaten'd  to  divulge 

Whose  throat  is  choked  with  dust  for  his  reward. 

The  deed  he  saw  could  not  have  rated  higher 

Than  his  most  worthless  life : — it  angers  me ! 

ResiMted  from  Hell ! — So  may  the  Devil 

Respite  their  souls  from  Heaven.     No  doubt  Pope 

Clement, 
And  his  most  charitable  nephews,  pray 
That  the  apostle  Peter  and  the  isaints 
Will  grant  for  their  sakes  that  I  long  enjoy 
Strength,  wealtl^  and  pride,  and  lust,  and  lengdi  ot 

days 
Wherein  to  act  the  deeds  which  are  the  stewards 
Of  their  revenue. — But  much  yet  remains 
To  which  they  show  no  title. 

CAMILLO. 

Oh,  Count  Cenci ! 
So  much  that  thou  mighfst  honorably  live* 
And  reconcile  thyself  with  thinp  own  heart. 
And  with  thy  God,  and  with  the  oflended  world. 
How  hideously  look  deeds  of  lust  and  blood 
Through  (hose  snow-white  and  venerable  haics ! 
Your  children  should  be  sitting  round  you  now. 
But  that  you  fear  to  read  upon  their  looks 
The  shame  and  misery  you  have  vniiten  there. 
Where  is  your  wife?  Where  is  your  gentle  daughter  I 
Methinks  her  sweet  looks,  which  make  oil  things  else 
Beauteous  and  glad,  might  kill  the  fiend  within  you 
Why  is  she  barr'd  from  all  society 
But  her  own  strange  and  uncomplaining  wrongs  I 
Talk  with  me.  Count, — you  know  I  mean  you  well 
I  stood  beside  your  dark  and  fiery  youth 
Watching  its  bold  and  bod  career,  as  men 
Watch  meteors,  but  it  vanish'd  not — ^I  mark'd 
Your  desperate  and  remorseless  manhood ;  now 
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Do  I  behold  yod  in  d  khanoT'd  age 
Cliaigwl  with  a  thoniiand  unrepented  eiimes. 
Yet  I  have  oTor  hoped  you  would  amend. 
And  in  tltat  hope  have  nved  your  life  three  timet. 

^   CENCl. 

For  which  Aldobrandino  owes  you  now 
My  fief  beyond  the  Pinctan.* — Cardinal    .' 
One  thing,  I  pray  you,  recollect  henceforth, 
And  10  we  dball  oonvexse  with  lev  restraint 
A  man  you  knew  spoke  of  my  wife  and  daughter- 
He  was  accustom'd  to  frequent  my  house ; 
So  the  next  day  kU  wife  and  daughter  came 
And  ask'd  if  I  hail  seen  him;  and  I  sfniled : 
I  think  they  never  saw  him  any  more. 

CAMILLO. 

Then  exeerabl*  man,  beware ! — 

CENCI. 

Of  ifaeet 
Nay,  this  ia  idle  >— We  should  know  each  other. 
As  to  my  character  fer  what  men  call  crime, 
Seeing  I  please  my  senses  as  I  list. 
And  vindicate  tkat  right  with  feroe  or  gniloi 
It  is  a  public  matter,  and  I  can  net 
If  I  diseoas  it  widi  you.   I  may  speak 
Alike  to  you  and  my  own  conscious  hearts- 
For  yrm.  give  out  thiaA  you  have  half  referm*d  me» 
Therefore  strong  vanity  will  keep  you  silent 
If  fear  should  not ;  both  will,  I  do  not  doubt 
All  men  delight  in  sensual  luxuqr. 
All  men  ei\ioy  .revenge ;  and  most  exult 
Over  the  tortures  they  can  never  feel — 
Flattering  their  secret  peace  with  others'  pain. 
But  I  delight  in  nothing  else.    I  love 
The  sight  of  agony,  and  the  sense  of  joy, 
When  this  sh^  be  another's,  and  that  mine.  , 
And  I  have  no  remorse  and  )ittla  fear,  . 
Which  are,  I  think,  the  diecks  of  other  meiL 
This  mood  has  grown  upon  me»  until  now 
Any  design  my  captious  fancy  makes 
The  picture  of  its  wieh,  and  it  fomiB  none 
But  such  as  men  like  yoti  would  start  (o  know, 
la  as  my  natural  food  and  rest  debarr'd 
Until  it  be  accomplish'd. 


CAMILLO. 

Art  thou  not 


Most  miserable  f 


CKNCI. 

Why  miserable  ?-r- 
No. — ^I  am  what  your  thedogians  call 
Harden'd ; — which  they  must  be  in  impudence, 
So  to  revile  a  man's  peculiar  taste. 
True,  I  was  hanpier  than  I  am,  while  yet 
Manhood'  remam'd  to  act  the  thing  I  thought ; 
While  lust  was  sweeter  than  revenge ;  and  n6w 
Invention  palls  :-^Ay,  we  must  all  grow  olc^ 
But  that  there  yet  remains  a  deed  to  act 
Whoee  horror  might  make  sharp  an  appetite 
Duller  than  mine — ^I  *d  do, — I  know  not  what 
When  I  was  young  I  thought  of  nothing  else 
But  pleasure ;  and  I  fed  on  honey  sweets : 
Men,  by  St  Thomas !  cannot  live  like  bees. 
And  I  grew  tired  ^— yet  till  I  kill'd  a  foe. 
And  heaid.hi8  groans,  and  heard  his  children's  groans, 
Knew  I  not  what  delight  was  else  (m  earth, 
Which  now  delights  me  little.    I  the  rather 
Look  oo  sueh  ismga  as  terror  ill  conceals, 


The  dry  fix'd  eye-ball ;  tfie  pale  quivering  lip. 
Which  tell  me  that  the  spirit  weeps  within 
Tears  bitterer  Aan  the  bloody  sweat  of  Christ. 
I  rarely  kill  the  body,  which  preserves, 
like  a  strong  prison,  die  soul  within  my  power, 
Wherein  I  feed  it  with  the  breath  of  fear 
Fer  hourly  pain. 

CAMILLO. 

HeU's  most  abandon'd  fiend 
Did  never,  in  the  drunkenneie  of  ^uilt 
Speak  to  his  heart  as  now  yon  speak  to  me. 
I  thank  my  God  that  I  believe  you.  not 

ANDREA. 

My  lord,  a  gentleman  from  Salamanea 
WoiUd  speak  with  yov* 

CSNCL 

Bid  him  attend  me  in  the  grand  saloon^ 

[Exit  AHimMA 

■tiAMILLO.. 

Farewell ;  and  I  will  pray 

Almighty  Ge^  that  thy  fiiserimpieus  words 

Tempt  not  hi|i  spirit  to  abandon  thee. 

^  [Earit  Camillo. 

CENCI. 

The  third  of  my  possessions !  I  must  use 
Close  husbandry,  or  gold,  the  old  man's  sword. 
Falls  from  my  withec'd  hand.    But  yesterday 
There  came  on  order  fion  the  Pope  to  make 
Fourfold  nrovision  fer  my  cursed  sons ;     - 
Whom  I  have  sent  ftom  Rome  to  Salamanca, 
Hoping  some  accident  might  cut  diem  off; 
And  meaning,  if  I  could,  to  starve  them  there. 
I  pray  thee,  Gad.  send  some  quick  death  upon  them* 
Bemavdo  and  my  wife  could  not  be  worse 
If  dead  and  damn'd : — ^tlien,  as  to  Beatrice-^ 

[Lookine  around  fam  swpMrMRis/v. 
T  think  they  cannot  hear  me  at  that  door : 
What  if  they  should  ?    And  yet  I  need  not  speak 
Though  the  heart  triumphs  with  itself  in  words. 
O,  thou  most  silent  air,  that  shall  not  hear 
What  now  I  think !   Thou  pavement,  which  I  tread 
Towards  her  chamber, — let  your  echoes  talk 
Of  my  imperious  step  scorning  surprise, 
But  not  of  my  intent !— AndVea  f 

EiUer  Andrea, 
aniwea. 

Mylofdf 

CENCI. 

Bid  Beatrice  attend  me  in  her  chamber 
This  evening : — ^no>  at  midnight  and  alone. 

[EaceunL 


SCENE  II. 

A  garden  of  the  Cenei  P<daoe. 

Eniew  B^TUCB  and  Qesino,  at  in  comKrmUion 

BEATRICE. 

Pervert  not  truth, 

Orsina    Ton  remember  where  we  held 
That  conversation ; — nay»  we  see  the  spot 
Even  from  this  cypress ; — ^two  long  yean  are  past 
Since,  on  an  April  midnight  underneath 
The  moonlight  ruins  of  Mount  Palatine, 
I  did  confess  to  you  my  secret  mind. 
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Yoa 


OMUa 
yoo  loved  me  then. 


Speak  to  me  not  of  love. 


BKATRICI. 

Vott  an  a  Prierti 


OR8INO. 

I  may  obtain 
The  dbpenflati^n  of  the  Pope  to  many. 
Because  I  am  a  PHest,  do  yoa  believe 
Your  image,  as  the  hunter  some  struck  deer. 
Follows  me  not  whether  I  wake  or  sleep  f 

RATRICK. 

As  I  have  ssid,  speak  to  me  not  of  love ; 

Had  you  a  dispeniation,  I  have  not ; 

Nor  will  I  leave  this  home  of  misery 

WhUst  my  poor  Bernard,  and  that  gentle  lady 

To  whom  I  owe  liA,  and  these  viitnoos  thoughts. 

Most  sufier  what  I  still  have  strength  to  share. 

Alas,  Orsino !  All  the  love  that  once 

I  felt  lor  you,  is  tum'd  to  bitter  pain. 

Ours  was  a  youthful  ooatract,  which  you  fint 

Broke,  by  aswiming  vows  no  Pope  will  loose. 

And  yet  I  kyve  you  still,  but  holily, 

£ven  as  a  sister  or  a  spirit  might; 

And  80 1  swear  a  cold  fidelity. 

And  it  is  well  perhaps  we  shall  not  marry. 

You  have  a  sly,  equivocating  vein 

That  suilB  me  not-^Ah,  wretched  that  I  am! 

Where  shall  I  turn  ?  Even  now  you  look  on  me 

As  you  weie  not  my  friend,  and  as  if  you 

IMscover'd  that  I  thought  so,  with  false  smiles 

Making  my  true  suspicion  seem  your  wrong. 

Ah !  No,  forgive  me ;  sorrow  makes  me  seem 

Sterner  than  else  my  nature  might  have  been ; 

I  have  a  weight  of  melancholy  thoughts. 

And  they  fiirbode,~bat  what  can  they  Ibrfaode 

Worse  than  I  now  endure  ? 

ORSINO. 

AU  will  be  well 
b  the  petition  yet  prepared }  You  know 
My  seal  for  all  you  wish,  sweet  Beatrice ; 
Doubt  not  but  I  will  use  my  utmost  skill 
So  that  the  Pope  attend  to  your  complaint 

BEATRICE. 

Your  zeal  for  all  I  wish ;— Ah  me,  you  are  cold ! 
Your  utmost  skill-^peak  but  one  word— 

{Aside).  Alas! 
Weak  and  deserted  creature  that  I  am. 
Here  I  stand  bickering  with  my  only  friendi 

(To  Orsino). 
Tliis  night  my  folher  gives  a  sumptuous  feast, 
Orsino ;  he  has  heard  some  happy  news 
From  Salamanca,  from  my  brotheri  there, 
And  with  this  outward  show  of  love  he  mocks 
His  inward  hate.    Tis  bold  hypocrisy, 
^or  he  would  gladlier  celebrate  their  deaths, 
Which  I  have  heard  him  prey  for  on  his  knees: 
Great  God !  that  such  a  father  should  be  mine ! 
But  there  is  mighty  preparation  made^ 
And  all  our  kin,  the  Cenci,  will  be  there. 
And  all  the  chief  nobility  of  Rome. 
And  he  has  bidden  me  and  my  pale  mother 
Attire  ourselves  in  festival  array. 
Pbor  lady !   She  expects  some  happy  change 
In  his  dark  spirit  from  this  act ;  I  none. 


At  supper  I  will  give  yoa  the  patiliaB . 
Till  wheii-<4BrewolL 

ORsmo, 

Farewdl 

[£scc  Brrtricb. 

I  know  the  Pspt 
Will  ne*er  absolve  me  fh>m  my  priestly  vow 
But  by  absolving  me  from  the  revenue 
Of  many  a  wealthy  see ;  and,  Beatnoe, 
I  think  to  win  diee  at  an  easier  rate. 
Nor  shall  he  roul  her  eloquent  petition: 
He  might  bestow  her  on  some  poor  relation 
Of  his  sixth  cousin,  as  he  did  her  sister. 
And  J  should  be  debanrM  from  all  nccem. 
Then  ss  to  what  she  suflfers  from  her  frther. 
In  all  this  there  is  much  exaggemtion  i — 
Old  men  are  testy  and  will  have  their  way ; 
A  man  may  stab  his  enemy,  or  his  slave. 
And  live  a  free  life  as  to  wine  or  women. 
And  with  a  peevish  temper  may  return 
To  a  dull  hoime,  and  rate  his  wifo  and  ofaHdien ; 
Daughters  and  wives  call  this  fool  tymoBf. 
I  shall  be  well  content  if  on  my  eonaciepce 
There  rest  no  heavier  sin  than  what  they  softt 
From  the  devices  of  my  love-^A  neit 
From  whidi  she  shall  escape  not.   Yet  I  lear^ 
Her  subtle  mind,  her  awe-inspiring  gaae, 
Whpse  besms  analomixe  me  nerve  by  nerve 
And  lay  me  bare,  and  make  me  Uodi  to  see 
My  hidden  thoaghts^— Ah,  no.!  A  friendless  giii 
Who  clings  to  me,  as  to  her  only  hope  >« 
I  were  a  fool,  not  less  than  if  a  panther 
We^  panic^tricken  by  the' antelope's  eye. 
If  she  escape  me.    '  [BtiL 


SCENE  DL 


A  nmgmficent  HaU  ta  Ike  Cend  Psbcfc 

A  Banqnel.    EtUer  Cenci,  Ldcretia,  Bcataicb. 
Orbino,  Camiixo,  Nobues. 

CKNCL 

Welcome,  my  friends  and  kinsmen ;  wdoome  ys, 
Princes  and  Cardinals,  pillars  of  the  church, 
Whose  prseence  honon  our  festivity. 
I  have  too  long  lived  like  an  Anchorite, 
And  in  my  absence  from  your  meny  meeliiigs 
An  evil  word  is  gone  abroad  of  me  ; 
But  I  do  hope  that  you,  my  noble  friends, 
Wlien  you  have  shared  the  entertainment  here, 
And  heard  the  pious  cause  for  which  "'tis  given, 
And  we  have  pledged  a  health  or  two  together, 
Will  think  rm  flesh  and  blood  as  well  as  you; 
Sinful  indeed,  for  Adam  made  all  so,' 
But  lender-hearted,  meek,  and  pitifuL 

FIRST  GUE8T. 

In  truth,  my  lord,  you  S8»m  too  light  of  heart. 
Too  sprightly  and  companionable  a  man. 
To  act  the  deeds  that  rumor  pins  on  you. 

[TokU 
X  never  saw  such  blithe  and  open  cheer 
In  any  eye! 

BBOONO  OUEBT. 

Some  most  desired  event, 
In  which  we  all  demand  a  oonmxHi  joy, 
Has  brought  us  hither;  let  us  hear  it,  Coont 


TH^  CBtfCL 


» 


CKNCL 

It  k  indeed  a  moit  desired  event 

If  when  a  paient  firom  a  parent's  heart 

Lifts  fiom  this  earth  to  the  great  Father  of  all 

A  praye^  both  when  he  lays  him  down  to  sleepb 

And  when  he  rises  up  fiom  dreaming  it ; 

One  supplication,  <»ie  desire,  (me  hope. 

That  he  would  grant  a  wish  for  his  two  stms 

Even  all  that  he  demands  in  their  regard — 

And  suddenly  beyond  his  dearest  hope  . 

It  is  aocomplish'd,  he  Aould  then  rcgoice, 

And  call  his  friends  and  kinsmen  to  a  feast, 

And  task  their  love  to  grace  his  merriment* 

Then  hsoor  me  thus  fiyp— ^r  I  am  he. 

BKATUCE  (to  LiicKrrtA> 
Gnat  God!  Howbonrible!  Some  dreadful  iU 
Mnit  have  he&llen  my  biodien. 


LUOBETU. 


He  speaks  too  fiankly. 


Fear  not,  chHd, 


-  BXATRICE. 

Ahl  My  bbod  nms  cold. 
I  fear  that  wicked  laughter  round  ius  eye. 
Which  wrinkles  up  the  skin  even  to  the  hair. 


<nucci. 
Here  are  die  lettan  brought  fiom  Sili 
Beslrioe^  read  them  to  your  mother.    God ! 
I  thank  thee!  In  one  night  ilkbt  thou  perform 
By  ways  insenUaUe,  the  thing  I  sought 
My  disobedient  and  niieUious  smis 
Aredead!^— Why  dead  !-*-What  means  this  diange 

of  cheer  f 
Tou  hear  me  not,  I  teU  yon  they  are  dead; 
And  they  will  need  no  food  or  raiment  more  t 
The  tapers  that  did  light  them  the  dark  way 
Are  their  last  cost    The  Pope,  I  think,  will  not 
Expect  I  should  maintain  them  in  their  coffins. 
R^oice  with  me — ^my  heart  is  wondrous  glad. 

l^nucn  (LucEBTiA  mnk$,  ka^/ainiUig{  BiAtmiCK 

ttypporU  her). 
It  is  not  true ! — ^Dear  lady,  pmy  look  up. 
Had  it  been  true,  there  is  a  God  in  Heaven, 
He  would  not  live  to  boast  of  such  a  boon. 
Tlnnatiiral  men,  thou  knowest  tfa^t  it  is  folse. 

*  CESCL 

Ay,  as  the  word  of  God ;  whom  here  I  call 

To  witness  that  I  speak  the  sober  truth  ^^ 

And  whose  most  fovoring  Ptovidence  was  ahown 

Even  in  the  manner  of  their  death&    For  Roooo 

Was  kneeling  at  the  mass,  with  sixteen  others. 

When  the  church  fell  and.crush'd  him  tp  a  mununy, 

The  rest  escaped  unhurt    Cristofimo 

Was  Btabb'd  in  error  by  a  jealous  man, 

Whilrt  she  he  loved  was  deeping  with  his  rival ; 

AU  in  the  ^Ifeame  hour  of  Uie  same  ni^;. 

Which  shows  that  Heaven  has  special  care  of  me. 

I  beg  those  fiiends  who  love  me,  that  they  mark 

The  day  a  feast  upon  their  ealemlais. 

It  was  the  twfenty^eventh  of  December : 

Ay,  read  the  letters  if  you  doubt  my  oath. 

[J%e  OMtenMy  appeara  corfuted;  temnA  ef 

WtMWt  GUI8T. 

Oh,honiU«!  I  wiU  departs 

■BOOND  0XJI8T. 

Andl^  I 


THI1U>  OUSST. 

No,stqr! 
I  do  befieve  it  is  some  jest ;  though,  fiuth ! 
Tis  mocking  us  somewhat  too  solemnly. 
I  think  his  son  has  married  the.  Infanta, 
Or  found  a  mine  of  gold  in  EI  Dondo. 
Tis  but  to  season  some  such  news;  stay,  stay! 
I  see  'tis  only  raillery  by  his  smile. 

ODfci  (JUIing  a  bqwl  qf  wine,  and  U/Ung  U  «p). 
Oh,  thou  bright  wine,  whose  purple  splemkkr  leaps 
And  bubbles  gaily  in  this  golden  bowl 
Under  the  lamplight  e*  niy  spirits  do^ 
To  hear  the  death  of  my  accursed  sons! 
Ck>u}d  I  believe  thou  wert  their  mingled  blood. 
Then  would  I  taste  thee  like  a  sacrament 
And  pledge  with  thee  the  mighty  Devil  in  Hell, 
Who,  if  a  fether'a  curses,  as  men  say. 
Climb  with  swiA  wings  afier  their  children's  sonla^ 
And  drag  them  from  the  very  throne  of  Heaven, 
Now  triumphs  in  my  triumph ! — But  thou  art 
Superfluous ;  I  have  drunken  deep  of  joy, 
Anid  I  will  taste  no  other  wine  to-night 
Here,  Andrea !  Bear  the  bowl  around. 

A  oaiST  irisiTtg). 

\^ll  ixme  among  this  noble  company 
Check  the  abandon'd  villain  ? 


Thou  wretch 


CAHILLO. 

For  God's 

liCt  me  dismisi  the  guests!  Yon  are  insane. 
Some  iU  will  come  of  this. 


I  will! 


■lOOND  GUEST. 

Seiie, 

FIRST  OITEST^ 
THIRD  QUBST. 


hitfi! 


And  I! 


CENCi  (flddreasing  tkoaewho  riai  wUh  a  (knaiemng 

gesture). 
Who  moves?  Who  speaksf 

[7>tni^  to  (he  Coa^poHf 
Tia  nothing, 
Edjcj  yourselves. — ^Beware !  for  my  revenge 
Is  as  the  seal'd  commission  of  a  king. 
That  kills,  and  none  dare  name  the  BDurderar. 

[Tke  Banquet  is  brvken  tip;  stMitri  of  1k$ 
guesU  are  (Reporting. 

BXATRICE. 

* 

I  do  entreat  you,  go  not  noble  gaests : 
What  although  ^rranny,  and  impious  hate 
Stand  sheltered  by  a  father's  hoary  hairf 
What  if  'tis  he  who  clothed  us  in  these  limbs 
Who  tortures  them,  and  triumphs  ?  What  if  we. 
The  desolate  and  the  dead,  were  his  own  flesh, 
His  children  and  his  wife,  whom  he  is  bound 
To  love  and  shelter  ?  Shall  we  therefore  find 
No  refuge  in  this  meroiless  wide  worid  7 
Oh,  think  what  deep  wrongs  must  have  blotted  out 
First  love,  then  reveren<%  in  a  child's  prone  mind 
Tin  it  flius  vanquish  shame  and  fear!  Oh,  think 
I  have  borne  much,  and  kiss'd  the  sacred  band 
Which  crush'd  us  to  the  earth,  and  thought  its  slrektt 
Was  perhaps  tome  paternal  chastisement ! 
Have  excused  much ;  doubted;  and  when  no  doubt 
Remain'd,  have  sought  by  patience,  love  and  tent 
To  BoAen  him ;  and  when  this  eould  not  be 
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I  have  knek  down  Ihroagh  the  long  ileeplen  nigfati 
And  lifted  up  to  God,  the  father  of  all, 
PtaflBionate  prayers :  and  when  these  were  not  heard 
I  have  still  homo, — ^until  I  meet  you  hese, 
Princes  and  kinsmen,  at  this  hideoi^  feast 
Given  at  my  brothers'  deaths.    Two  yet  remain. 
His  wife  remains  and  I,  whom  if  ye  save  not, 
Te  may  soon  share  such  merriment  agam 
As  &thet«  make  over  their  children's  graves. 
Oh !  Prince  Golonna,  thou  art  our  near  kinsman, 
Cardinal,  thou -art  the  Pope's  chamberiain, 
Camillo,  thou  art  chief  justiciary, 
Take  us  away ! 

CKNCi.  [He  has  been  eonvernng  mth  Camillo 
during  the  Jirtl  part  of  Beatrice!8  speech ; 
he  hears  the  condusiaih  and  new  advances. 
I  hope  my  good  friends  here 
Will  think  of  dieir  own  daughters— or  perhaps 
Of  their  own  throols^-before  they  lend  an  ear 
To  this  wild  giri. 

BBATUCi  {jMl  natiang  the  words  of  Cbnci). 
Dare  not  one  look  on  jne  f 
None  answer  f  Can  one  tyrant  overbear 
The  sense  of  many  best  and  wisest  men  T 
Or  is  it  that  I  sue  not  in  some  form 
Of  scrupulous  law,  that  ye  deny  my  suit  f 
Oh, God!  that  I  were  buried  with  my  brothers! 
And  that  the  flowers  of  this  departed  spring 
Were  fiuling  en  my  grave !  And  that  my  father 
Were  celebrating  bow  one  feast  for  aH  I 

OAMILLO. 

A  bitter  widi  for  one  so  young  and  gentle ; 
Can  we  do  nothing  l-^ 

eOLONNA. 

Nothing  that  I  see. 
Count  Cenci  were  a  dangesous  enemy : 
Yet  I  would  second  any  one. 

A  CARDINAL. 

And  I. 

CKNCL 

Retire  to  your  chamber,  insolent  giri ! 

BEATRICE. 

Retire,  Hboa  impious  man !  Ay,  hide  thyself 

Where  never  eye  can  look  upon  thee  more ! 

Wouldst  thou  faAve  honor  and  obedience 

Who  art  a  torturer  ?  Father,  never  dream. 

Though  thou  mayst  overbear  this  company, 

But  ill  must  come  of  ilL — Frown  not  on  roe ! 

Haste,  hide  thyself,  lest  with  avenging  looks 

My  brothers'  ghosts  riiould  hunt  thee  from  thy  seat! 

Cover  thy  face  from  every  living  eye, 

And  start  if  thou  hut  hear  a  human  step : 

Seek  out  some  dark  and  silent  comer,  there 

Bow  thy  white  head  before  oflended  God, 

And  we  will  kneel  around,  and  fervently 

Prey  that  he  pity  both  ouiselves  and  thee. 

CXNCI. 

My  fiieods,  I  do  lament  this  insane  giil 

Haa  spoilt  the  mirth  of  our  festivity. 

Good  night,  forewell ;  I  will  not  make  yon  koger 

Spectalon  of  our  dull  domestic  quaireb. 

Another  timod — 

[Eateunt  aU  hut  Cknci  and  BKATUCb 
My  brain  is  swimming  round; 
Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine ! 

(To  BkateioC).  Thou  painted  viper! 


Beast  that  thou  art!  Fair  and  yet  terrible ! 

I  know  a  charm  shall  make  thee  meek  and  tame. 

Now  get  thee  from  my  sight !  [Exit  Bsatbici 

Here,  Andrea, 
Fill  up  this  goblet  with  Greek  wine.    I  said 
I  would  not  drink  this  evening,  but  I  must; 
For,  strange  to  say,  I  feel  my  spirits  foil 
With  thinking  what  I  have  decreed  io  da 

[Drinkmg  Ae  wins. 
Be  thou  the  resolution  of  quick  youth 
Within  my  veins,  and  inanhood*s  purpose  stem. 
And  age's  firm,  cold,  subtle  villany ; 
As  if  thou  wert  indeed  my  children's  blood 
Which  I  did  thirst  to  drink.  The  charm  woiks  wall 
It  must  be  done,  it  shall  be4one,  I  swear ! 

IEmA 


ACTIL 

SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  ike  Cend  Poises. 

filler  LdCretia  aiuZ  Bbenaebo. 

f 

LVCRBTIA. 

Weep  not,  my  gentle  boy;  he  straek  bat  me, 
Who  have  heme  deeper  vroongB.   In  tmtli,  if  h« 
Had  kill'd  me,  he  had  done  a  kinder  deed. 
Oh,  God  Almighty,  do  thou  look  upon  us, 
We  have  no  other  friend  butonly  diee ! 
Yet  weep  not ;  diougb  I  love  you  as  my  own, 
I  am  not  your  true  mother. 

BKRNAKDO. 

On,  more,  non 
Than  ever  mother  was  to  any  child 
That  have  you  been  to  me !    Had  ho  not  been 
My  father,  do  you  think  that  I  should  weepf 

LtJCRKTIA. 

Alas!  poor  boy,  what  else  eouldst  thou  have  doosf 

Enter  Beatrigb. 

Beatrice  (in  a  knrried  voice). 
Did  he  pass  this  way  7  Have  you  seen  him,  biodiart 
Ah !  no,  ihat  is  his  atep  upon  the  stairs ; 
'TIS  nearer  now ;  his  hand  is  on  the  door; 
Mother,  if  I  to  thee  have  ever  been  * 

A  duteous  child,  now  save  me !  Thou,  great  God. 
Whose  image  upon  earth  a  fiitfaer  is. 
Dost  thou  indeed  abandon  me  f  He  comes ; 
The  door  is  opening  now;  I  see  his  face; 
He  frowns  on  others,  but  he  smiles  on  me. 
Even  as  he  did  after  the  feast  last  night 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Almigfa^  God,  how  merciful  thou  art! 
T  is  but  Oisino's  servant — Well,  what  nam 

bsrvant. 
My  master  bids  me  s«y,  the  Holy  Father 
Has  sent  back  your  petition  thus  onopenU 

[OiningmF^ir 
And  he  demands  at  what  hour  'twere  secure 
To  vint  yon  again? 

LUORCTLL 

At  the  Ave-Maiy.  [Exit  Scrvaitt 
So,  daughter,  our  last  hope  has  foil'd !  Ah  me! 
How  pale  you  look;  you  tremble,  and  you 
Wrepp'd  in  some  fiz'd  and  fearful  meditaliiMt, 
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A^  if  one  thoagbt  were  oveiHitionlf  for  you : 
Your  eyes  have  a  chitl  glare ;  oh,  deamt  child ! 
Are  you  gone  madf  If  not,  pray  apeak  to  roe. 

BBATKICE. 

Yon  aee  I  am  not  mad ;  I  vpeak  to  yon. 

LUCRKTIA. 

You  talked  of  Boroethiog  that  your  father  did 

After  that  dreadful  feast  ?  Could  it  be  worse 

Tlian  when  He  smiled,  and  cried,  My  sons  are  dead! 

And  every  one  look'd  in  his  neighbor's  &ce 

To  see  if  others  were  as  white  as  he  7 

At  die  first  word  he  spoke,  I  felt  the.Uood 

Rush  to  my  heart,  and  fell  into  a  trance ; 

And  when  it  past,  I  sat  all  weak  and  wild ; 

Whilst  you  akne  stood  up,  and  with  strcmg  words 

Check'd  hia  unnatural  pride ;  and  I  could  see 

The  devil  was  rebuked  that  lives  in  him. 

Until  this  hour  thus  you  have  ever  stood 

Between  us  and  your  father's  moody  wrath 

Like  a<^NY>tecting  presence :  your  firm  mmd 

Has  been  our  only  refuge  and  defence : 

What  can  have  Ibus  subdued  it?  What  can  now 

Have  given  you  that  cold  melancholy  look. 

Succeeding  to  your  linaccustom'd  fear  t 

BEATRICE. 

What  is  it  that  you  say  T  I  wai  just  thinking 
'l*were  better  not  to  struggle  any  more. 
Men.  like  my  father,  have  been  dark  and  bloody. 
Yet  never — O!  before  woxse  comes  of  it, 
Tweie  wise  to  die :  it  ends  in  that  at  lost 

LUCEETIA.     ■. 

Oh,  talk  not  so^  dear  child!  Tell  me  at  enoe 
What  did  your  lather  do  or  say  to  you  f 
He  stay'd  not  after  that  aocuned  feast 
One  moment  in  your  chamber. — Speak  to  me. 

BERNARDO. 

Oh,  sister,  sister,  prithee,  speak  to  us ! 

BEATRICE  [apeaking  very  doidy  with  a.  forced 
admneta. 
Jt  was  one  word,  mother,  one  little  word ; 
One  look,  one  smile.  [WUdly. 

Oh !  he  has  trampled  me 
Under  his  feet,  and  made  the  blood  stream  dpwn 
My* pallid  cheelcs.  And  he  has  given  us  all 
Bitch-water.  and  the  fever^tricken  flesh 
Of  buflilees,  and  biide  us  eat  or  starve. 
And  we  have  eaten. — ^e  has  made  roe  look 
On  my  beloved  Bemaido,  when  the  rust 
Of  heavy  chains  has  gangrened  hia  sweet  limbs. 
And  I  have  never  yet  despatr'd — but  now ! 
What  would  I  say  ?  [Rtoaoering  hereelf. 

Ah !  no,  'tis  nothing  new. 
The  snderingik  we  all  share  have  made  me  wild : 
He  only  struck  and  cursed  roe  as  he  pess'd ; 
He  said,  he  look*d,  he  did^ — nothing  at  all 
Beyond  his  wont,  yet  it  disorder'd  me. 
Alas !  I  am  fbr^tful  of  my  duty, 
I  should  preserve  my  senses  for  your  sake. 

.  LUCRBTIA. 

Kay,  Beatrice;  have  courage,  my  sweet  girL 
If  any  one  despairs,  it  should  be  I, 
Who  loved  him  once,  and  now  must  live  with  him 
Till  God  in  pity  call  for  him  or  me ; 
For  you  may,  like  your  sister,  find  some  husband. 
And  smile,  years  hence,  with  children  round  your 
kniees; 
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Whilst  I,  then  dead,  and  all  this  hideous  coil, 
Siall  be  remember'd  cmly  as  a  dream. 

BEATRICE. 

Talk  not  to  me,  dear  Isdy,  of  a  husband : 

Did  you  not  nune  me  whien'my  mother  died! 

Did  you  not  shield  me  and  that  dearest  boy  f 

And  had  we  any  other  friend  but  you 

In  infency,  with  gentle  words  and  loohs 

To  win  our  father  not  to  murder  us  f 

And  shall  I  now  desert  you  7  May  the  ghost 

Of  my  dead  mother  plead  against  my  soul' 

If  I  abandon  her  who  fill*d  the  place 

She  left,  with  more,  even,  than  a  mother's  love ! 

BERNARDO. 

And  I  am  of  my  sister's  ;nind.    Indeed 
I  would  not  leave  you  in  this  wretchedneas. 
Even  though  the  Pope  should  make  me  free  to  live 
In  some  blithe  place,  like  others  of  my  age. 
With  sports,  and  delicate  food,  and  the  fiesh  air. 
Oh,  never  think  that  I  will  leave  you,  Mother ! 

LUCRETXA. 

My  dear,  dear  children ! 

Elder  Cenci,  $uddenly.. 

CENCL 

What,  Beatrice  here ! 
Come  hitheri^  [She  thrinke  badi,  and  ccnere  herface^ 

Nay,  hide  not  your  feooi  'tis  fair ; 
Look  up!  Why,  yeater^iight  you  dared  to  look 
Widi  disobedient  insolence  upon  me) 
Bending  a  stem  and  an  inquiring  brow 
On  what  I  meant ;  whilst  I  then  sought  to  hide 
That  which  I  came  to  tell  you — but  in  vain. 

BEATRICE  {wUdly,  Staggering  iowarde  iXe  doer). 
Obi,  that  the  earth  would  gape !  Hide  me,  oh  God ! 

CBMCI. 

Then  it  was  I  whose  inarticulate  words 
Fell  from  my  lipsi  who  with  tottering  steps 
Fled  from  }rour  presence^  as  you  now  from  mine. 
Stay,  I  command  you— firom  this  day  and  hour 
Never  again,  I  thuik,  with  fearless  eye. 
And  brow  superior,  and  unalter'd  cheek. 
And  that  lip  mode  for  tendemeas  or  scorUr 
Shalt  thou  strike  dumb  the  meanest  of  mankind ; 
Me  least  of  alL    Now  get  thee  to-  thy  chamber, 
Thou  too,  lothed  image  of  thy  cursed  mother, 

[To  Besnaado. 
Thy  miUqr.  meek  fece  makea  me  sick  with  hate ! 

[Exeunt  Beatrice  and  Bernardo. 
(Atide).  So  much  has  peat  between  us  as  must  make 
Me  bold,  her  fearfiiL — "Tis  an  awful  thing 
To  touch  such  mischief  as  I  now  conceive  i 
So  men  sit  shiveriug  on  the  dewy  bank. 
And  try  the  chill  su^eam  with  their  feet ;  once  in — 
How  the  delighted  spirit  pants  for  joy ! 

LUCRETIA  {advancing  timidly  founrd*  him). 
Oh,  husband !  Pray  forgive  poor  Bealrice, 
She  meant  not  any  ill. 

CENCI. 

Nor  you  perhaps  f 
Nor  that  young  imp,  whom  you  have  taught  by  mte 
Pbrridde  with  his  alphabet?  Nor  Giaoomo! 
Nor  those  two  most  unnatural  sons,  who  stirr'd 
Enmity  up  against  me  with  the  Pope ! 
Whom  in  one  night  merciful  God  cut  off: 
Innocent  lambs !  They  thought  not  any  ill, 
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Tou  were  not  here'  oonBpiringt  Tou  ■■id  nothing^ 
Of  how  I  might  be  dui)geon*d  as  a  iiiadnian ; 
Or  be  conderan'd  to  death  Ibr  MHne  offence, 
And  you  would  be  the  witnesses  Y—Thii  &iliBg» 
How  just  it  were  to  hire  aaainns,  or 
Put  sudden  poison  in  my  e^yeniQg'■  drink  t 
Or  smother  me  when  overcome  by  winet 
Seeing  we  had  vo  other  judge  but  God,    • 
And  he  had  sentenced  me,  and  there  were  none 
But  you  to  be  the  executionerB 
Of  his  decree  enregister'd  in  Heaven  ? 
Oh,  no!  You  said  not  this t 

LUCRETIA. 

So  help  me  God, 
I  never  thought  the  things  you  charge  me  with! 

If  you  dare  speak  that  wicked  lie  again, 
1*11  kill  you.    What!  it  was  not  by  your  counsel 
That  Beatrice  disturb'd  the  feast  last  night  ? 
You  did  not  hope  to  stir  some  enemies 
Against  me,  and  escape,  and  laugh  to  scorn 
What  every  nerve  of  you  now  trembles  at  ? 
You  judged  that  men  were  bolder  than  they  are : 
Few  dare  to  stand  between  their  grave  and  me. 

LUCaXTIil. 

LooknotsodseadluUy!  By  my  salvation 
I  knew  not  aught  that  Beatrice  deaign'd ; 
Nor  do  I  diink  she  dengn'd  any  thing 
Until  she  heard  you  talk  of  her  dead  brochets. 

CBNOL 

Blaspheming  liar !  You  are  danm*d  for  this ! 

Bat  I  will  take  you  where  you  may  persuade 

The  stones  you  tread  on  to  deliver  you : 

For  men  shall  there  be  none  but  those  who  dare 

All  things— not  question  that  which  I  command. 

On  Wednesday  n^xt  I  shall  set  out:  yon  know 

That  savage  rock,  the  Castle  of  PetreUa, 

Tm  safely  wall'd,  and  moated  round  about: 

ItB  dungeons  under  ground,  and  its  thick  towers 

Never  told  tales ;  though  they  have  heard  and  seen 

What  might  make  dumb  things  speak. — ^Why  do  you 

linger? 
Make  speediest  preparation  ibr  the  journey ! 

[EsU  JjSCUTlk. 

The  all-beholding  sun  yet  shines ;  I  hear 

A  busy  sdr  of  men  about  the  streeti ; 

I  see  die  bright  sky  through  the  window-panes : 

It  is  a  garish,  broad,  and  peering  day  ,* 

Loud,  light,  suspicious,  full  of  eyes  and  eart, 

And  every  little  comer,  nook  and  hole 

Is  penetrated  with  the  insolent  light 

Come,  darkness !  Yet,  what  is  the  day  to  mef 

And  wherefore  should  I  wish  for  night,  who  do 

A  deed  which  shall  confound  both  night  and  day  7 

Tis  she  shall  grope  through  a  bewildering  mist 

Of  horror :  if  there  be  a  son  in  heaven. 

She  shall  not  dare  to  look  upon  its  beams ; 

Nor  feel  its  warinth.    I^t  her  then  wish  for  night ; 

The  act  I  think  shall  soon  extinguish  all 

For  me :  I  bear  a  darker  deadlier  gloom 

Than  the  earth's  shade,  or  intertunar  air. 

Or  oonstelladons  quench'd  in  murkiest  cloud. 

In  which  I  walk  secure  and  unbeheld 

Towards  my  purpose. — ^Would  that  it  were  done ! 


SCENE  n. 

A  CkmiAer  m  <As  VoAceau 

Esier  Camillo  ani  Giaoomo»  t»  conMnatiaiL 

CAMILLO. 

Tliere  is* an  obsolete  and  doubtful  law, 

By  which  you  might  obtain  a  bare  provirioa 

Of  find  axid  clothing. 

OIAOOMO. 

Nothing  more f  Alaa! 
Bare  mast  be  the  provision  which  strict  law 
Awards,  and  aged  suDen  avarice  pays. 
Why  did  my  father  not  apprentice  me 
To  some  mechanic  trade  ?  I  should  have  then 
Been  train'd  in  no  higb-bom  necessitiea# 
Which  I  could  meet  not  by  my  daily  toiL 
The  eldest  son  of  a  rich  nobleman 
Is  heir  to  all  his  incapacities ; 
He  has  wide  wants,  and  narrow  powers.    If  you. 
Cardinal  CamiUo,  were  reduced  at  onoe 
From  thrice^lriven  beds  of  down,  and  defitiate  ftod 
An  hundred  servants,  and  six  palaces. 
To  that  which  nature  doth  indeed  requiref 

CAMILLO. 

Nay,  there  is  reason  in  your  plea ;  'twere  haid 

GIACOMO. 

Tis  hard  for  a  finn  man  to  bear :  but  I 
Have  a  dear  wife,  a  lady  of  high  biith. 
Whose  dowry  in  ill  boor  I  lent  my  fiitfaer, 
Without  a 'bond  or  witness  to  the  deed  ; 
And  children^  who  inherit  her  fine  senea, 
The  fairest  creatures  in  this  breathing  worM ; 
And  she  and  they  reproach  me  not    Cardinal, 
Do  you  not  think  ^e  P^pe  would  interpose 
And  stretch  authority  beyond  the  law  f 

CAMILLO. 

Though  your  peculiar  case  is  hard,  I  know 
The  Pope  will  not  divert  the  course  of  law. 
AfUr  that  impious  feast  the  other  night 
I  spoke  with  him,  and  urged  him  then  to  cheek 
Your  father's  cruel  hand ;  he  fiown'd,  and  said 
*'  Children  are  diBobedient,  and  they  sting 
Their  fiithers'  hearts  to  madness  and  despair. 
Requiting  years  of  care  with  contumely. 
I  pity  the  Count  Cenci  from  my  heart; 
His  outraged  love  perhaps  awaken*d  hate, 
And.  thus  he  is  exasperated  to  ilL 
In  the  great  war  between  the  old  and  younfl^ 
I,  who  have  white  hoin  and  a  tottering  body, 
Will  keep  at  least  blameless  neutrality." 

Enter  Orsino. 
You,  my  good  lord  Orsino,  heard  those  woidiL 

OKSINO. 

What  wotdsf 

GIACOMO. 

Alas,  repeat  them  not  again  f 
There  dien  is  no  redress  for  me,  at  least 
None  but  tiiat  which  I  may  achieve  myself, 
Since  I  am  driven  lo  the  brink. — ^But  say. 
My  innocent  sister  and  my  only  brother 
Are  dying  underneath  my  father's  eye. 
The  memorable  tortureri  of  this  land, 
Galeaz  Visoonti,  Boi^  Exxelin, 
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CAMILLO. 

Vfkft  if  th«y  would  pMition  to  the  l^ope, 

I  see  not  how  he  ooold  lefuee  it — ^jret 

He  bokb  it  of  most  dangerooi  eiemple 

In  rnnt^t  Uxwmken  the  paternal  power, 

Being,  at  twere,  die  thadow  of  his  own. 

I  pray  yon  now  excoie  me.    I  have  b^iinea 

That  wiU  not  bear  deky.  [ExU  Camillo. 

oiACOkia 

But  you,  QniiKH 
Have  the  petitkui ;  wheMfitte  not  pretent  it? 

oiaufo. 
I  have  preeentad  it.  and  back*d  it  with 
My  eameit  praymi,  and  uigent  intereet : 
It  was  retum'd  unanswered.   I  deabt  not 
But  that  the  strange  and  dxecrable  deeds 
Alleged  in  it — in  truth  they  might  well  baffle 
Any  balief-^ve  tum'd  the  Pope*s  displeaaure 
Upon  the  aoeoseis  fiom  the  criminal : 
So  I  should  goem  iiom  what  CaniUo  said. 

GIAOOHO. 

My  fiiend,  that  pakce-walking  devil  Gold 

Has  whispered  silence  to  his  Holiness : 

And  we  are  left,  as  soorpions  ring*d  with.fire. 

What  should  we  do  but  strike  ourselves  to  d^ath  ? 

For  he  who  is  our  murdeious  penecutor 

la  shielded  by  a  father's  holy  name. 

Or  I  would —  [Stcp9  abngady. 

oasiNc* 
What  f  Fear  not  to  speak  your  thought. 
Woida  are  but  holy  as  the  deeds  they  cover : 
A  priest  who  has  Ibnwom  the  God  he  serves ; 
A  jndge  who  makes  the  truth  weep  at  his  decree ; 
A  fiiend  who  should  weave  counsel,  as  I  now, 
But  aa  the  mantle  of  some  selfish  gaile ; 
A  fiither  who  is  all  a  tyrant  seems. 
Were  the  psofsner  lor  his  sacred  name. 

GIACOHO. 

Ask  me  not  what  I  think ;  the  unwilling  brain 

Feigns  often  what  it  would  not ;  and  we  trust 

bnagination  with  such  f^iantaries 

As  the  tongue  dares  not  ftduon  into  words. 

Which  have  no  words,  their  horror  makes  them  dim 

To  the  mind's  eye— My  heart  denies  itself 

To  diink  what  yon  demand. 

OESINO. 

But  a  fiiend's  bosom 
Is  aa  the  inmost  cave  of  our  own  mind. 
Where  we  sit  shut  from  the  wide  gaae  of  day. 
And  fiom  the  all-communicating  air. 
Yon  k)ok  what  I  suspected. — 

OIAOOMO. 

Spare  me  now ! 
I  am  aa  one  lost  in  a  midnight  wood, 
Who  dares  not  ask  some  harmlem  passenger 
The  path  across  the  wildemesi,  lest  he. 
As  my  tlMBOghts  are,  should  bo    -a'  murderer. 
I  know  you  are  my  friend,  and  all  I  dare 
Speak  to  my  soul  that  will  I  truit  with  thee. 
But  now  my  heart  is  heavy,  and  would  take 


Lone  counsel  fiom  a  oight  af  sleeplet 
Pardon  me,  that  I  say  &rewell*-&rewell ! 
I  would  that  to  my  own  suspected  self 
I  could  address  a  word  so  full  of  peace. 

omsiNO. 
Farewell!— Be  your  thoaghM  belterer  more  bold. 

lExU  GiAOOMO 
I  had  disposed  the  Cardinal  CamiDo 
To  feed  his  hope  with  cold  encouragement: 
It  fortunately  serves  my  close  designs 
That  'tis  a  trick  of  this  same  &mily 
To  analjrse  their  own  and  other  mhKis. 
Such  selfanatomy  shall  teach  the  will 
Dangerous  secrets :  far  it  tempts  our  powen. 
Knowing  what^mnst  be  thought,  and  may  be  done, 
bulo  the  depth  of  darkest  purposes: 
So  Cenci  fell  into  the  pit;  even  I, 
Since  Beatrice  unveil'd  me  to  myaelC 
And  made  me  shrink  fiom  what  I  cannot  shpn. 
Show  a  poor  figure  to  my  own  esteem. 
To  which  I  grow  half  reconciled.    I'U  do 
As  little  nuschief  as  I  can;  that  thought 
Shall  fee  the  accuser  Conscience.       [Afi^  ^  paum. 

Now  what  harm 
If  Cenci  should  be  murder'df— Yet,  if  murder'd. 
Wherefore  by  me?  And  what  if  I  could  take 
llie  profit,  yet  omit  the  sin  and  peril 
In  fuch  an  action  7    Of  all  earthly  things 
I  fear  a  man  whose  blows  outspeed  his  words ; 
And  such  is  Cenci :  and  while  'Cenci  lives. 
His  daughter's  dowry  were  a  secret  grave 
If  a  priest  wins  her. — Oh,  fiiir  Beatrice ! 
Would  that  I  loved  thee  not,  or  bving  thee 
Could  but- despise  danger  and  gold,  ahd  all 
That  frowns  between  my  vridi  and  its  efibet, 
Or  smiles  beyond  it !  There  is  no  eac^pe— 
Her  bright  form  kneels  beside  me  al  the  altar. 
And  follows  me  to  the  resort  of  men, 
And  fills  my  slumber  with  tumultuous  dreams^ 
So  when  I  wake  my  hUxid  seems  liquid  fire ; 
And  if  I  strike  my  damp  and  ^lizzy  head, 
My  hot  palm  scorches  it:  her  very  name. 
But  spoken  by  a  stranger,  makes  my  heart 
Sicken  and  pant;  and  thus  unprofitably 
I  clasp  the  phantom  of  unfelt  delighti. 
Till  weak  imagination  half  possesses 
The  selfcreated  shadow.    Yet  much  longer 
Will  I  not  nurse  this  life  of  feverous  hours: 
From  die  muavell'd  hopes  of  Giaoomo 
I  must  work  out  my  own  dear  purposes. 
I  see,  as  from  a  tower,  the  end  of  all : 
Her  father  dead ;  her  brother  bound  to  me 
By  a  dark  secret,  surer  than  the  grave ; 
Her  mother  scared  and  unexpostuloting. 
From  the  dread  manner  of 'her  wish  achieved : 
Aixi  she ! — Once  more  take  courage,  my  feint  heart ; 
What  dares  a  friendless  maiden  match'd  with  thee? 
I  have  such  foresight  as  assures  success ! 
Some  unbeheld  divinity  doth  ever. 
When  dread  events  are  near,  stir  up  men's  minds 
To  black  suggestions;  and  he  prospers  best. 
Not  who  becomes  the  instrument  of  ill. 
But  who  can  flatter  the  dark  spirit,  that  makes 
Its  empire  and  its  prey  of  other  hearts 
TiU  it  be<;oine  his  slave— as  I  vrill  da  [£ai. 
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ACT  m 

SCENE  I. 

An  Apartment  in  the  Cend  Palace. 

LucRKTiA-;  io  ktr  enter  Biatrick 

Bkatrici  (She  enter »  staggering,  and  speaks  wildljfi. 
Raacfa  me  that  handkerchief! — My  brain  is  hurt ; 
My  eyes  are  full  of  blood ;  jutt  wipe  them  for  me— 
I  aee  but  indistinctly. — 

LUCKETU. 

My  sweet  child, 
You  have  ne  woond;  'tis  only  a  cold  dew 
That  starts  from  your  dear  brow-— Alas !  alas ! 
What  has  befidlen  7 

BKATRICK. 

How  comes  thai  hair  undone? 
Its  wandering  strings  must  be  what  blind  me  so, 
And  yet  I  tied  it  fast^-O,  horrible ! 
The  pavement  sinks' under  my  feet!  The  walk 
Spin  round!  I  see  a  woman  weepitag  there, 
Aifid  standing  calm  and  motionless,  whilst  I 
Slide  giddily  as  the  world  reels — My  God ! 
The  beautiiul  blue  Heaven  is  fleck*d  with  blood! 
The  sunshine  on  the  floor  is  black !  The  air 
b  changed  to  vapors  such  as  the  dead  breathe 
In  chamel-pits !  Pah !  I  am  choked !  There  creeps 
A  clti^ing,  black,  contaminating  mist 
About  me — 'tis  substantial,  heavy,  thick. 
I  cannot  pluck  it  from  me,  for  ft  glues 
My  fingers  and  my  Umbs  to  one  another. 
And  eats  into  my  sinews,  and  dissolves 
My  flesh  to  «  pollution,  poisoning 
The  subtle,  pure,  and  inmost  spirit  of  lift ! 
My  God !  I  never  knew  what  the  mid  felt 
Before ;  for  I  am  mad  beyond  all  doubt ! 

[3lbre  wUdly. 
No,  I  am  dead !  These  putrefying  limbs 
Shut  round  and  Sepulchre  the  panting  soul 
Which  would  burst  forth  into  the  wandering  air! 

[Apauae, 
What  hideous  thought  was  that  I  had  even  now! 
"Tis  gone ;  and  yet  its  burthen  remains  here 
0*er  these  dull  eyes — upon  this  weary  heart ! 
O.  world !  O,  Ufe!  O,  day!  O,  misery! 

LUCRKTIA. 

What  ails  thee,  my  poor  child?   She  answers  not: 
Her  spirit  apprehends  the  sense  of  pain, 
But  not  its  causey  -sufiering  has  dried  away 
The  source  from  which  it  sprung. — 

BRATRicc  (Jrantidy), 

like  parricide — 
Misery  has  kilPd  its  father :  yet  its  fother 
Never  like  mine — O,  God !  What  thing  am  17 

LUCRETIA. 

My  dearest  child,  what  has  your  fiither  doue^ 

BEATRICE  {dovbtfvRf). 

Who  aft  thou,  questioner  7  I  have  no  &ther. 

[Amde, 
She  is  the  madhouse  none  who  tends  oq  me: 
It  is  a  piteous  ofltee. 

{To  LccfRBTiA,  tn  a  Amo,  mibdued  voice. 
Do  you  know, 
1  thought  I  was  that  wretched  Beatrice 
Men  speak  oC  whom  her  fiiiher  sometimes  halea 


From  hall  to  hall  by  llie  entangled  hair; 

At  others,  pens  up  naked  in  damp  tells 

Where  sody  reptiles  crawl,  and  starves  her  theie^ 

Till  she  will  eat  strange  fledi.    This  wofol 

So  4id  I  overact  in  my  sick  dreams. 

That  I  imi^gined — no,  it  cannot  be ! 

Horrible  things  have  been  in  this  wild  worid, 

Prodigioos  mixtures,  and  confusions  strange 

Of  good  and  ill;  and  worse  have  been  conceived 

Than  ever  diere  was  found  a  heart  to  do. 

But  never  fiuicy  imaged  such  a  deed 

Am~^  [Pottteg^  suddenly  recoUeeting  herse^. 

'  Who  art  thou  7  Swear  to  me,  ere  I  die 
With  fearful  expectation,  that  indeed 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seemest — ^Modier ! 


LUCRETIA. 


Oh! 


My  sweet  child,  know  you — 


BEATRICE. 

Yet  speak  it  not: 
For  tW  if  this  be  truth,  that  other  too 
Must  be  a  truth,  a  firm  enduring  truth, 
Iink*d  with  eadi  lasting  circumstance  of  ttfo. 
Never  to  change,  never  to  pass  away. 
Why  so  it  is.    This  is  the  Cenci  Palace ; 
Thou  art  Lucretia;  I  am  Beatrice. 
I  have  talked  some  wild  words,  but  will  no  more. 
Mother,  come  near  me :  from  thb  point  of  time, 
I  am—  {Her  voice  dies  away  fandy. 


LUCRETIA. 

AUks!  What  has  be&llen  thee,  child  7 
What  h9s  thy  father  done  7 

BEATRICE.    - 

Whathavaldone? 
Am  I  not  innocentf  b  it  my  crime 
That  one  with  white  hair,  and  imperioos  brow, 
Who  tortured  me  fiom  my  forgotten  jaan. 
As  parents  only  dare,  should  call  Imnself 
My  fiuher,  yet  shouU  be !— Oh,  what  am  1 1 
What  name,  what  place,  what  memory  shall  be  nine! 
What  retrospects,  outliving  even  despair  t 

LUCRETIA. 

He  is  a  violent  tyrant,  surely,  child : 

We  know  that  death  alone  can  make  us  free ; 

His  death  or  ours.    But  what  can  he  have  done 

Of  deadlier  outrage  or  worse  iz\juiy  7 

Thou  art  unlike  thyself^  thine  eyes  shoot  forth 

A  wandering  and  strange  spirit    Speak  to  me: 

Unlock  those  pallid  hands  whose  fingers  twine 

With  one  anotiier. 

BEATRICE. 

Tis  the  restless  lifo 
Tortured  within  them.   If  I  try  to  speak 
I  shall  go  mad.   Ay,  something  must  be  done; 
What,  yet  I  know  notp-something  which  shall  aaks 
The  thing  that  t  have  sufler*d  but  a  shadow 
In  the  dread  lightning  which  avenges  it ; 
Brief,  rapid,  irreverrible,  destroying 
The  consequence  of  what  it  cannot  cnrei 
Some  such  thing  is  to  be  endured  or  done : 
When  I  know  what,  I  shall  be  still  and  calm, 
And  never  any  thing  will  move  me  raoie. 
But  now ! — Oh  bkxid,  which  ait  my  fother's  bbed, 
Circling  through  these  contaminated  veino. 
If  thou,  poured  forth  on  the  polluted  eailfa. 
Could  wash  away  the  crime,  and  punishnMBt 
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B7  which  I  nfieiv«-no»  that  cannot  be ! 
Mukt  nii^t  doabf  th«r0  were  a  God  above 
Who  aeea  and  permitB  evil,  and  eo  die : 
That  dttth  no  agony  shall  obicara  in  roe. 

LUCRBTIA. 

It  must  mdeed  have  been  some  bitter  wrong; 
Yet  what,  I  dare  not  guess.    Oh !  my  lost  child, 
Hide  not  in  proud  impenetrable  grief 
Thy  raflhrings  from  my  fear. 

BXATAICE. 

I  hide  them  not, 
What  are  the  words  which  you  would  have  me  speak  t 
I,  who  cap  feign  no  image  in  ray  mind 
Of  that  which  haa  transform'd  roe.  I,  whose  thought 
la  like  a  ghost  shrouded  and  folded  up 
In  its  own  formless  horfol;    Of  all  words, 
That  minister  to  mortal  intercourse, 
Which  wouldst  thou  hear  7  For  there  ie  none  to  tell 
My  miseiy :  if  another  ever  knew 
Aught  like  to  it,  she  died  as  I  will  die. 
And  left  it,  as  I  must,  without  a  nameii 
Death !  Death !  Our  law  and  our  religion  call  thee 
A  punishment  and  a  reward — Oh,  which 
Have  1  deserved  ? 

LUCaSTIA. 

The  peace  of  innocence; 
Tin  in  your  seasM)  you  be  called  to  heaven. 
Whatever  you  may  have  suffered,  you  have  done 
No  eviL     Doath  must  be  the  punishraent 
Of  crime,  or  the  reward  of  trampling  down 
The  thorns  which  God  has  strew'd  upon  the  path 
Which  leads  to  immortality. 

BKATaiCC 

Ay,  death— 
t^ie  punishment  of  crime,    I  pray  thee,  God, 
Let  me  not  be  bewilder'd  while  I*  judge. 
If  I  must  live  day  af^er  day;  and  keep 
Theae  limbs,  the  unworthy  temple  of  thy  spirit. 
As  a  foul  den  from  which  what  thou  abhorrest 
May  mock  thee,  unavenged — it  shall  not  be ! 
SelAirardei^-410,  that  might  b^joo  escape. 
For  thy  decree  yawns  like  a  Hell  between' 
Our  will  and  it. — Oh!  in  this  mortal  world 
There  is  uo  vindication  and  no  law 
Which  can  a<^udge  and  execute  the  doom 
Of  that  through  which  I  sufier. 

Enter  Oasii^o. 

{She  approaches  kim  aoUnady),  Welcome,  Friend ! 
1  have  to  tell  you  that,  since  last  we  met, 
I  have  endured  a  wrong  so  great  and  strange. 
That  neither  life  nor  death  can  give  me  rest. 
Ask  me  not  what  it  is,  for  there  are  deeds 
Which  have  Dp  form,  sufferings  which  have  no  toi^oe. 

ORSINO. 

And  what  is  he  who  -has  thus  injured  you  T 

BEATRICE. 

The  man  ttey  call  my  father:  a  dread  name. 

0R8INO.  -^ 

It  cannot  b^— 

BEATRICE. 

What  it  ean  be,  or  not. 
Forbear  to  think.    It  is,  and  it  has  been ; 
Advise  me  how  it  shall  not  be  again. 
I  thought  to  die ;  but  a  religious  awe 
Restraina  me,  and  the  dread  lest  death  itself 


Might  be  no  refuge  from  the  consooosness 
Of  what  is  yet  unexpiated.    Oh,  speak ! 

ORSINO. 

Accuse  him  of  the  deed,  and  let  die  law  ^ 
Avenge  thee.  ^ 

bCatricb. 
Oh,  ice-heaited  counsellor.' 
If  I  could  find  a  word  that  might  make  known 
The  crime  of  my  destroyer ;  and  that  done. 
My  tongue  should  like  a  knife  tear  out  the  secret 
Which  cankers  my  heart's  oore ;  ay,  lay  all  bare. 
So  that  my  unpolluted  fame  should  be 
With  vilest  gossips  a  stale-mouth'd  story ; 
A  mock,  a  byword,  an  astoniahment: — 
If  this  Wjsre  done,  which  never  shall  be  done. 
Think  of  the  ofiender's  gold,  his  dreaded  hate^ 
And  the  strange  horror  of  the  accuser'atale, 
Baffling  belief^  and  overpowering  speech ; 
Scarce  whisper'd,  unimaginable,  wmpt 
In  hideous  hints— Oh,  most  assured  redteas ! 

0R8IN0. 
You  will  endure  it  then  ? 

'  BEATRICE. 

£iidure  ?— Onmo, 
It  seems  jroor  counsel  is  Anall  profit 

[Turns  fnm  km,  and  speaks  half  to  hersi^. 

Ajr, 
AU  must  be  suddenly  resolved  and  done. 
What  is  this  undistinguishable  mist 
Of  thoughts,  which  rise,  Uke  shadow  after  shadow. 
Darkening  each  other  f 

ORSINO. 

Should  the  offender  live  f 
Triumph  m  his  misdeed  \  and  make,  by  use. 
His  crime,  whate'er  it  is,  dreadful  no  doubt, 
Thine  element ;  until  thou  mayest  become 
Utterly  lost ;  subdued  even  to  the  hue 
Of  that  which  thou  permittest  t 

BEATRICE  (to  herself). 

Mighty  Death! 
Thou  double-viBaged  shadow !  Only  judge! 
RightfuUest  arbiter! 

{She  retires  absorbed  in  (hoyghL 

LUCRETIA. 

If  the  lightning 
Of  God  has  e'er  descended  to  avenge— 

0R8IN0. 
Blaspheme  not!  His  high  Providence  coromiti 
Its  gloiy  on  this  earth,  and  their  own  wrongs 
Into  the  hands  of  men ;  if  they  neglect 
To  punish  crime-^ 

LUCRETIA. 

But  if  one,  like  this  wretch. 
Should  mock  with  gold,  opinion,  law,  and  power  ? 
If  there  be  no  appeal  to  that  which  makes 
The  guiltiest  tremble  ?  If  because  our  wrongs, 
Fot  that  they  are  unnatural,  strange  and  monstrouf. 
Exceed  all  measure  of  belief?  Oh,  God! 
If,  for  the  very  reasons  which  should  make 
Redress  most  swifl  and  sure,  our  injurer  triumvliB  t 
And  we  the  victims,  bear  worse  punislunent 
Than  that  appointed  for  their  torturer  7 

ORSINO. 

Think  not 
But  that  there  is  redress  where  there  is  wnmg» 
So  we  be  bold  enough  to  seiie  it 
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LUORETTA. 

Howt 
If  there  were  any  way  to  make  all  ■me, 
I  know  not—but  I  think  it  might  be  good 
To—' 

OB8IMO. 

Why,  his  late  outrage  to  Beatrice ; 
For  it  is  9uch,  as  I  but  faintly  guess* 
As  makes  remorse  dishonor,  and  leaves  her 
Only  one  duty,  how  she  may  avenge : 
Yout  but  one  refuge  firorn  ills  ill  endured ; 
Me,  Init  one  oounselr-* 

LUCaCTIA. 

For  we  cannot  hope 
That  aid,  or  letribution,  or  rssonrce 
Will  arin  thence,  where  every  other  onfr 
Might  find  them  with  less  need. 

(Beatrice  advamxi,) 


Then— 


OMINO. 


BEATRId. 

Peace,  Orsino ! 
And,  honored  lady,  while  I  apei^  I  pray 
That  you'pat  off,  as  garments  overworn. 
Forbearance  and  respect,  remorse  aad  Ibar, 
And  all  the  Ht  restraints  of  daily  life. 
Which  have  beep,  borne  from  childhood,  but  which 

now 
Would  be  a  mockery  to  my  holier  plea. 
As  I  have  said,  I  have  endured  a  wnng. 
Which,  though  it  be  expressionless,  is  such 
As  asks  atonement ;  both  for  what  is  pest, 
And  lest  I  be  reserved,  day  after  day, 
To  load  with  crimes  an  overburthen'd  soul. 
And  be — what  ye  can  dream  not    I  haye  pray'd 
To  God,  and  I  have  talk'd  with  my  own  heart, 
And  have  unravell'd  my  entangled  will. 
And  have  at  length  determined  what  is  right 
Art  thou  my  fnend,  Orsino  7  False  or  true  f 
Fledge  thy  salvation  ere  I  speak. 

OUINO. 

I  swear 

To  dedicate  my  cunning,  and  my  strength. 
My  silence,  and  whatever  else  is  mine. 
To  thy  commands. 

LUCRETIA. 

You  think  we  should  devise 
Hb  deathf 

lEATRICb 

And  execute  what  is  devised. 
And  suddenly.    We  most  be  brief  and  held. 

ORBING. 

And  3ret  most  cautious. 

LUCRETIA. 

For  the  jealous  laws 
Would  punish  us  with  death  and  infamy 
For  that  which  it  became  themselves  to  do. 

BEATRICE. 

Be  cautious  as  ye  may,  but  prompt    Onino, 
What  are  the  means  ? 

ORSINO. 

I  know  two  dull,  fierce  oullawa» 
Who  think  man's  spirit  as  a  worm's,  and  they 
Would  trample  out  for  any  slight  caprice. 
The  meanest  or  the  noblest  life.    This  mood 
Is  marketable  here  in  Rome.    They  sell 
What  we  now  want 


^ 

s 


LUCRRTU. 

To>mornyw  befim  dawn, 
Cenei  wfll  take  us  to  that  lonely  rock, 
Petrella,  in  the  Apulian  ApenniiMa. 
If  be  arrive  theie — 

BKATRICB. 

He  most  net  airive. . 

ORSINO. 

Will  it  be  dark  before  you  reach  (he  towerf 

LUCRETIA. 

l>e  son  will  scarce  be  set 

BEATRIG& 

But  I  remember 
Two  miles  oH  ibu  side  of  the  fivt,  the  road 
Crosses  -a  deep  ravine ;  'tis  rough,  and  jiairow. 
And  winds  with  short  turns  down  the  pnopioe ; 
And  in  its  depth  there  is  a  mighty.rock. 
Which  has,  from  unimaginable  years. 
Sustained  itself  with  terror  and  with  toil 
Over  a  gulf^  and  ^ih  the  agony 
With  which  it  clingiB,  seems  slowly  coming  down 
Even  as  a  wretched  soul,  hour  after  hour. 
Clings  to  the  mass  of  life ;  yet  dingmg,  leans; 
And  leaning,  makes  more  dark  the  dread  abyss 
In  which  it  fears  to  fiiU :  beneath  this  cng 
Huge  as  despair,  as  if  in  weariness^ 
The  melancholy  mountain  yawns — ^below, 
You  hear  but  seenot  an  impetuous  torrent 
Raging  ampng  the  cameras,  and  a  bridge 
Crosses  the  chasm;  and  high  above  tbare  grow. 
With  intersecting  trunks,  from  crag  to  crag. 
Cedars,  and  yews,  and  pines ;  whose  tangled 
Is  matted  in  one  solid  roof  of  shade 
By  the  dark  ivjr's  twine^     At  noonday  here 
Tis  twilight  and  at  sunset  blackest  nigkt 

ORSINO. 

Before  you  reach  that  bridge,  make  some  excuse 
For  spurring  on  your  mules,  or  loitering 
Unta— . 

BEATRICE. 

What  sound  is  that? 

LUCRETIA. 

Hark !  No,  it  cannot  be  a  servant's  steps 

It  must  be  Cenci,  unexpectedly 

Retum'd — ^Make  some  excuse  lor  beiog  hsrs^ 

BEATRICE  (to  OrSINO,  Of  tke  gOU  OuO> 

That  step  we  hear  approach  must  never  psss 
"^e  bridge  of  which  we  spoke. 

[Exeuid  LucRETU  and  Bbateio. 

ORfllNO. 

What  shall  I  dot 
Cenci  must  find  me  here,  and  I  must  bear 
The  imperious  inquisition  of  his  looks 
As  to  what  brought  me  hither :  let  me  mssk 
Mine  own  in  some  inane  and  vacant  smile. 


Enter  Giaoomo,  ta  a 

How!  Have  you  ventured  thither?  kn(»w  you  then 
That  Cenci  is  from  home  ? 

OlAOOMa 

I  sought  him  here; 
And  now  most  wast  till  he  returns. 

OR81NO. 

Great  God. 
Weigh  ymi  the  danger  of  this  nshnessf 
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aUoaMO. 


Ay! 


Does  my  deeCroyer  know  his  danger?   We 

Are  now  no  moie*  as  once,  parent  and  child. 

But  man  to  man ;  the  oppnaior  to  the  oppress'd ; 

The  shmderer  to  the  slander*d ;  Ibe  to  ibe : 

He  has  cast  Nature  ofl^  which  was  his  shield. 

And  Nature  casts  him  ofl^  who  is  her  shame ; 

And  I  spurn  hoth.    Is  it  a  ftither's  throat 

Which  I.  will  shake,  and  say,  I  ask  not  gold ; 

I  ask  not  happy  yean  ,*  nor  memories 

Of  tranquil  childhood ;  nor  home-shelter'd  love ; 

Though  all  these  hast  thou  torn  from  me,  and  more; 

Bat  tndy  my  fiur  lame ;  only  one  hoard 

Of  peace,  which  I  thought  hidden  fiom'^y  hate, 

Under  the  penary  beap'd  on  me  hy  Ifaee, 

Or  I  wiU-Ajod  can  undenrfsnd  and  pardon : 

Why  sImpuM  I  speak  widi  manf 

oyamo. 

J      Be  calm,  dear  fiimd. 

OIAOOMO. 

Well,  I  w31  calmly  tell  yon  what  he  did. . 

This  old  Francesco  Cend,  as  ybu  know, 

Boriuw'd  die  dowry  of  my  wile  from  me. 

And  than  denied  the  loan ;  and  left  me  so 

In  poverty,  the  which  I  sooght  to  mend 

Bjr  holding  «  poor  office  in  the  state. 

It  had  been  ptemtosd  to  ilie,  and  alrsady 

I  bought  new  clothing  lor  my  ragged  babes^ 

And  my  wife  smiled ;  and  my  heart  knew  repose ; 

When  CfiDct's  intercesflion,  as  I  ibund, 

CoofiuT'd  this  oflSce  on  a  wretch,  whom  dios 

He  paid  fi>r  vilest  service.    I  letum'd 

With  this  ill  news,  and  we  late  sa^i  together 

Sftift<»jng  oar  despondency  with  team 

Of  such  aflbction  and  unbroken  &ith 

As  temper  life's  worst  bitterness ;  when  he 

As  he  is  wont,  came  to  upbraid  and  corse. 

Mocking  our  poverty,  and  telling  us 

Such  vras  God's  scourge  for  ^lisobedient  sons. 

And  then,  that  1  might  strike  him  dumb  with  shame, 

I  spoke  of  my  wife's  dowry ;  but  he  ooin'd 

A  txief  yet  speddus  tale,  how  I  had  wasted 

The  sum  in  secret  riot;  and  he  satv 

My  wife  was  touch'd,  and  he  went  smiling  forth. 

And.  whetf  1  knew  the  impression  he  had  made. 

And  felt  my  wife  insult  with  silent  scorn 

My  ardent  truth,  and  look  averse  and  cold, 

I  went  ferth  loo :  but  soon  retum'd  again ; 

Yet  not  so  soon  but.that  my  wife  had  taught 

My  children  her  hanh  thoughis,  and  they  all  eried, 

*  Give  us  dothea,  fether !  Give  us  belter  food  \ 

What  yoa  in  one  night  squander  were  enough 

For  iwmtbs!"  I  kwk'd,  and  saw  that  home  was  helL 

And  to  that  hell  will  I  return  no  more 

Until  mine  enemy  has  rendered  up 

Atonement,  or,  as  he  gave  life  to  me, 

I  will,  revernng  nature's  law — 

ORSINO. 

Trust  me. 
The  oompensation  which  thou  seekest  here 
Will  be  deniad. 

OIAOOIIO. 

Then-— Are  you  not  nqr  fiuodt 
Did  yoa  not  hint  at  the  alternative. 
Upon  the  brink  of  which  you  see  I  stand. 


The  other  day  when  we  cqavemad  togediert 
My  wiongi  were  then  lem.   That  word  parridde, 
AUhMi^  I  vm  nsoDlved,  honnii  me  like  fear. 


oasiNO. 
It  must  be  fear  itseU^  for  the  bare  word 
Is  hollow  mockery.    Mark,  how  vriasst  God 
Draws  to  one  point  the  tiireads  of  a  just  doom. 
So  sanctiiying  it :  what  yOu  devise 
Is,  as  it  were,  acoomplish'd. 

eueoMOi. 

Ishedead7 


Hisi^veisnady.    Know  that  snice  we  met 
Gend  has  done  an  eotiage  to  his  daughter. 

QXACOMO. 

What  outrage  t 

OKaiNOu 

That  she  speaks  not,  but  you  may 
Conceive  such  half  conjectures  as  I  do. 
From  her  fix'd  paleneas,  and  the  loAy  gpnef 
Of  her  stem  brow  bent  on  the  idle  air, 
And  her  severe  unmodulated  vdce. 
Drowning  both  tendeineas  and  dread ;  and  last 
From  this ;  that  whilst  her  stepmother  and  I, 
Bewildered  in  our  honor,  talk'd  togeCher 
With  obscure  hints ;  both  selPmisunderitood 
And  darkly  guesBing,  stumbling,  in  our  talk. 
Over  the  truUi,  and  yet  to  its  revenge, 
She  interrupted  us,  and  with  a  look 
Which  told  before  she  spoke  it,  he  must  dia 

OIAOOMO. 

It  is  enoQgh.    My  doubts  are  well  appeased ; 

There  is  a  higher  reason  for  the  act 

Than  mine ;  there  is  a  holier  judge  than  me, 

A  more.unblamed  avenger.   Beatrice, 

Who  in  the  gdndeness  ^  thy  sweet  youth 

Hast  never  trodden  on  a  worm,  or  braised 

A  living  flower,  but  thou  host  pitied  it 

With  needless  tears !  Fair  sister,  thou  in  whom 

Men  wonder'd  how  such  loveliness  and  vrisdom 

Did  not  destroy  each  other!  Is  there  made 

Ravage  of  thee  ?  O  heart,  I  ask  no  more 

Justilicataon !  SSudl  I  wait,  Onino, 

Till  he  return,  and  stab  him  at  the  doorT 

onaiKO. 
Not  so ;  scMne  accident  might  interpose 
To  rescue  him  from  what  is  now  most  sura ; 
And  you  are  unprovided  where  to  fly. 
How  to  excuse  or  to  codceaL    Nay,  listen : 
All  is  contrived ;  success  is  so  assured 
That^- 

JSn/er  Bxatrics. 

BBATRICE. 

Tis  my  brother's  voice !  Ye  know  me  BOtf 

OIACOSIO. 

My  sister,  my  lost  sister ! 

BEATHICB. 

Lost  indeed! 
I  see  Qrsino  has  talk'd  with  jroo,  and 
That  you  conjecture  things  too  horrible 
To  speak,  yet  fer  leas  than  the  truth.  Now,  slay  ml, 
He  might  retain :  yet  kirn  me ;  I  shall  knew 
That  then  thou  hast  consented  to  his  daadk 
Farewell,  ftreWell  ?  Let  piety  ta  God, 
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Brodierty  love,  juitioe  and  clemency, 
And  all  things  that  make  tender  ha^est  heana, 
Make  thizie  hard,  biotbier.    Answer  notF-^oeWelL 

[Ezeunt  tevenUy. 


SC£NE  n. 

A  mean  tjmlmaU  in  GucoMo'd  Aoum. 

GtAOOMO,  ahne. 

GIAOOMO. 

*Tis  midni^t,  and  Orsino  oomes  not  yet 

[Thunder,  and  the  wound  of  a  storm. 
What !  can  the  everiasting  elements 
Feel  with  a  wonn  like  man?   If  so,  the  shaft 
Of  mercy-winged  lightning  would  not  fall  '< 

On  stones  and  trees.    My  wife  and  children  sleep : 
lliey  are  now  living  in  unmeaning  dreams : 
But  I  must  wake,  sdll  doubting  if  that  deed 
B6  just  which  was  most  necessary.    O, 
Thou  unreplenish*d  lamp !  whose  narrow  fire 
Is  shaken  by  the  wind,  and  on  whose  edge 
Devouring  darkness  hovers!   Thou  small  flame, 
Which,  as  a  dying  pulse  rises  and  fiills. 
Still  flickerest  up  and  down,  how  very  soon. 
Did  I  not  feed  thee,  wouldst  thou  fial  and  be 
As  thou  hadst  never  been !   So  wastes  and  sinks 
Even  now,  perhaps,  the  life  that  kindled  mine : 
But  that  no  power  can  fill  with  vital  oil 
That  broken  lamp  of  flesh.    Ha !  'tis  the  blood 
Which  fed  these  veins  that  ebbs  till  all  is  cold  : 
It  is  the  form  that  moulded  mine  that  sinks 
Into  the  white  and  yellow  spasms  of  deiath : 
It  is  the  soul  by  wluch  mine  was  «vrray*d 
In  God's  immortal  likeness  which  now  stands 
Naked  before  Heaven's  judgmentHuat! 

[A  beU  Mtriket. 
One!  Two! 
The  hours  crawl  on ;  and  when  my  haira  are  white 
My  son  vnll  then  perhaps  be  waiting  thus. 
Tortured  between  just  hate  and  vain  remorw ;  - 
Chiding  the  tardy  messenger  of  news 
like  those  which  I  expect    I  almost  wish 
He  be  not  dead,  although  my  wrongs  are  great ; 
Yet — 'tis  Onino's  step— 

filter  Omino. 
Speak! 

OB8INO. 

I  am  oome 
To  ny  he  has  escaped. 

GIACOMO. 

Escaped! 

ORSINO. 

And  uSe 
Within  Petrelb.    He  pass'd  by  the  spot 
Appointed  lor  the  deed  an  hour  too  soon. 

QIACOMO. 

Are  we  the  Ibol*  of  such  contingenciea  f 

And  do  we  waste  in  blind  misgivings  thus 

The  hours  when  we  should  act  ?  Then  wind  and 

thunder. 
Which  seem'd  to  howl  his  knell,  is  the  kmd  laughter 
With  which  Heaven  mocks  our  weakneas !  I  hence- 

fiwth 
Will  ne'er  repent  of  aught  design^  or  done 
But  iny  repentance. 


osamo. 
See,  the  lamp  is  oot. 

GIACOMO. 

If  no  remorse  is  ours  when  the  dim  air 
Has  drunk  this  innocent  flUne,  why  should  we  gW 
When  Cend's  life,  that  li^t  by  vvhich  ill  spirin 
See  the  worst  deeds  they  prompt,  shall  Mnk  for  ever 
Jio,  1  am  harden'd. 

oaaiNa 

Why,  what  need  of  tUst 
Who  fear'd  the  pale  intrusion  of  remarse 
In  a  just  deed  7  Although  our  fiist  plan  fidl'd, 
Doubt  not  but  he  will  soon.be  laid  to  leat 
But  light  the  lamp;  let  us  not  talk  i'  the  daik. 

,  GUCOMO  (Hgkting  the  Iqa^). 
And  yet  cnce  quench'd  I  cannot  thus  ralnme 
My  &ther*s  life :  do  you  not  think  In  gfaoat 
Might  plead  that  argument  with  God  ? 

oasiNO. 

Once  goDc^ 
You  cannot  now  recall  your  sisterls  peace ; 
Your  own  extinguish'd  years  of  youth  and  hope ; 
Nor  your  wife's  bitter  words ;  nor  all  the  taunis 
Which,  from  the  prosperous,  weak  misfiMtnne  takes; 
Nor  your  dead  mother ;  nor-^ 

ouooMa 


I  am  resolved,  although  this  very  Jiand 
Must  quendi  the  life  t^  ofiii*|f>t^  it 

osnfto.  ' 
There  is  no  need  of  that    listen :  you  know 
Olimpio,  the  castellan  of  Petrella 
In  old  Colonna^s  droe ;  him  whom  your  ftther 
Degraded  from  his  post?  And  Marao, 
That  desperate  wretch,  whom  he  deprived  last  year 
Of  a  reward  of  bk)od,  virall  eam'd  and  doe  7 

GIACOMO. 

I  knew  Olunpio ;  and  they  say  he  hated 
Old  Cenci  so,  that  in  his  silent  lage 
His  lips  grew  white  only  to  see  him  pass. 
Of  Marzio  I  know  nothing. 

osaiNO. 

'    Maizio's  hate 
Matches  Olimpio's.    I  have  sent  these  Joan. 
But  in  your  name,  and  as  at  your  ieqiieal» 
To  talk  with  Beatrice  and  Lucretia. 

GIACOMO. 

Onlytotslkr 

ORSINO. 

The  moments,  which  even  now 
P^  onward  to  to-morrow's  midnight  boor. 
May  memoriae  their  flight  with  death :  ere  then 
They  most  have  tslk'd,  and  may  peihaps  have  dooft 
And  made  an  end. 

GIAOOMO. 

Listen !  what  aoond  is  that  ? 

ORSINO. 

Hie  house-dog  moans,  and  the  beims  cfick:  wngift 
else. 

GIAOOMO. 

It  is  my  wife  complaming  in  her  sleep : 

I  doubt  not  she  is  saying  bitter  tilings 

Of  me ;  and  all  my  children  mund  her  dreaming 

That  I  deny  them  susteaanoe. 

ORSINO. 

Whilst  he 
Who  truly  took  it  fiam  tfaem,  and  who  tSk 
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Their  hungry  rest  with  bittemMi,  now  ilMps 
Lapp'd  in  baid  plawuraa,  and  triumphandy 
Mocks  diee  in  visions  of  suooeafiil  hate 
Too  hke  the  tnidi  of  day. 

GIACOMO. 

If  e*er  he  wakes 
Again,  T  will  not  trust  to  hireling  hands. 

ORSINO.      . 

Why,  that  were  well.   I  must  be  gone ;  good  night ! 
When  next  we  meet — 

OIAOOMO. 

May  all  be  done— and  all 
F(ngotten.^Oii,  that  I  had  never  beenh 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

An  ApartmaU  in  Ike  CkitOf  of  PetrfUtu 

Entef,  Cknoi. 

CElfCI. 

She  oomes  not ;  yet  I  left  her  even  now 
Vanquish'd  and  Aunt    She  knows  the  penal^ 
Of  her  delay :  yet  what  if  threata  are  vain  ? 
Am  I  not  now  within  Petrella's  moat? 
Or  fear  I  still  the  eyes  and  ears  of  Romef 
Might  I  not  drag  her  by  the  golden  hair? 
Stamp  oo  her  f   Keep  her  iileeple^  till  her  brain 
Be  overworn  f  Tame  her  with  chains  and  famine  f 
Less  would  suffice.    Yet  so  to  leave  undone 
What  I  moat  seek  f  No,  't  is  her  smbbom  will. 
Which  by  iti  own  consent  shall  stoop  as  low 
As  that  whieh  drags  it  ^wn. 

Eater  Lucebtia. 

Thou  lothed  wretch ! 
Hide  thee  from  my  abhorrence !  Fly,  begone ! 
Yet  stay !  Bid  Beatrice  come  hithet. 


LUCRKTIA. 


Oh. 


Husband !  I  pmy,  for  thine  own  wretched  sake. 
Heed  what  thou  dost     A  man  who  walks  like  thee 
Through  crimes,  and  through  the  danger  of  his  crimes, 
Each  hour  nuy  stumble  o*er  a  sudden  gmve. 
And  thou  art  old ;  thy  baits  are  hoary  gmy : 
Aa  thon  wouldst  save  t&yself  from  deadi  and  hell, 
Pi^  thy  daughter ;  give  her  Id  some  friend 
In  marriage :  so  that  she  may  tempt  thee  not 
To  hatred,  or  worse  thoughts,  if  worse  there  be. 

CBNCI. 

What !  like  her  siikter,  who  has  found  a  home 
1V>  nwck  my  hate  from  with  prosperity  f 
Strange  ruin  shall  destroy  boUi  her  and  thee. 
And  all  that  yet  remain.     My  death  may  be 
Rapid,  her  destiny  outspeeds  it.    Go, 
Bid  Imt  come  hither,  and  beibre  my  mood 
Be  changed,  lest  I  should  drag  her  by  the  hair. 

LUCRETIA. 

She  sent  me  to  thee,  husband.    At  thy  presence 
She  foil,  aff  thou  dost  know,  into  a  trance ; 
And  in  thai  trance  she  heard  a  voice  which  said, 
**  Cenci  must  die !   Let  him  confess  himself! 
Even  now  the  accusing  Angel  wails  to  hear 

2P 


If  God,  to  punish  his  enormous  orimesb 
Harden  his  dying  heart  I " 

OBVCI. 

Why-~such  dungs 
No  doubt  divine  revealings  may  be  made. 
'TIS  plain  I  have  been  favor'd  from  above. 
For  when  I  cuned  my  sons,  they  died. — Ay- 
As  to  the  right  or  wrong,  that's  talk.  Repentance— 
Repenlance  is  an  easy  moments  work. 
And  more  depends  on  God  than  me.   Well — ^well — 
1  must  give  up  the  greater  point,  which  was 
To  poison  and  corrupt  her  soul. 

[A  pauee  ,*  Lucrktia  i^jpnxuAee  ujixioujly,  ami 
then  shrinks  back  as  he  tpedke. 

One,  two; 
Ay — Rocoo  and  Criatofaao  my  curse 
Strangled :  and  Giacomo,  I  think,  will  find 
life  a  worn  Hell  than  that  beyond  the  grave : 
Beatrice  shall,  if  there  be  skill  in  hate. 
Die  in  despair,  blaspheming :  to  Bernardo, 
He  is  so  innocent,  I  will  beqneisith 
Tlie  memory  of  tfiese  deeds,  and  mal^  his  youth 
The  sepulchre  of  hope,  where  evil  thoughts 
Shall  grow  like  weeds  on  a  neglected  tomb. 
When  all  is  done,  out  in  the  wide  Ciampegaa, 
I  will  pile  up  my  silver  and  my  gold ; 
My  coedy  robes,  paintings,  and  tapestries; 
My  parchments  and  all  records  of  my  wealth. 
And  make  a  bonfire  in  my  joy,  and  leave 
Of  my  possessions  nothing  but  my  napie. 
Which  shall  be  an  inheritance  to  strip 
Its  wearer  bare  as  infamy.    That  done. 
My  soul,  which  is  a  soouiige,  will  I  resign 
Into  the  hands  of  him  who-  ^i^lded  it ; 
Be  it  lor  its  own  punishment  or  dieirs, 
He  will  not  ask  it  of  me  till  the  lash 
Be  broken  in  its  last  and  deepest  wound ; 
Until  its  hate  be  all  inflicted.    Yet, 
Lest  death  outspeed  my.  purpose,  let  me  make 
Short  work  and  sure.  [Qcmg. 

LncHxtiA  {jAope  km). 

Oh,  stay !  It  was  a  feint : 
She  had  no  vision,  and  rile  hmrd  no  vmoe. 
I  said  it  but  to  awe  thee. 

CBNd. 

That  is  well. 
Vile  palterer  with  the  sacred  truth  of  God, 
Be  thy  soul  choked  with  that  blaspheming  lie ! 
For  Beatrice  wome  terroia  are  in  sttwe 
To  bend  her  to  my  will. 

LCCRETIA. 

Oh!  to  what  will  T 
What  cruel  suilerings  more  than  she  has  known 
Canst  thoa  inflict  ? 

cctra. 
Andrea !  go,  call  my  daughter . 
And  if  she  comes  not,  tell  heir  that  I  come. 
What  suflTerings  7  I  will  drag  her,  step  by  step, 
Through  inlamies  unheard  of  among  men ; 
She  shall  stand  shelterless  in  the  broad  noon 
Of  public  soom,  for  acts  blaion'd  abroad. 
One  among  which  shall  be — What  ?  Canst  thou  guesif 
She  shall  become  (for  what  she  most  abhors 
Shall  have  a  fescination  to  entrap 
Her  lothing  will),  to  her  own  conscious  self 
All  she  appears  to  odieis;  and  when  dead, 
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As  the  thall  die  whrived  and 

A  rebel  to  her  &tfaer  and  her  God, 

Her  eorpM  shall  be  abandon'd  to  the  bounds ; 

Her  name  shall  be  the  terror  of  the  earth ; 

Her  spirit  shall  approach  the  thione  of  God 

Plague-apotted  with  my  cums.    I  will 

Body  and  soul  a  monatrous  lump  of  ruin. 


nielady 


audshef 


JBnier  Andrka. 


andkxa. 


OENCI. 

Speak,  pale  slave !  What 


ANDRKA. 

My  lord,  'twaa  what  she  look'd ;  she 
Go  tell  my  ftither  that  I  see  the  gulf 
Of  Hell  between  u«  two,  which  he  may  pass, 
I  will  not.  [EjbU  Anjdbxa. 

GBirci. 
Go  Ifaoo  quick,  Locretia, 
Tell  her,  to  come ;  yet  let  her  undemtand 
Her  coming  is  oooaent :  and  say,  moreover, 
That  if  she  come  not  I  will  curse  her. 

^  [££&  LCOUTIA. 

Ha! 
With  what  but  with  a  father's  curse  doth  God 
PftniO'Strike  arm*d  victory,  and  make  pale 
Citiea  lb  their  prosperity  f  The  worid's  Father 
Most  grant  a  parent's  prayer  against  hi^  child, 
Be  he  who.asks  even  what  men  call  me. 
yvai  not  the  deaths  of  her  rebellious  brothers  . 
Awe  her  beibre  I  speak  f  For  I  on  them 
Did  imprecate  quick  rain,  and  it  came. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Well;  wfaact  Speak,  wretoh ! 

LUCRBTIA. 

She  said,  I  cannot  come ; 
Go  ten  my  fttfier  that  I  see  a  torrent 
Of  his  own  blood  raging  between  ua. 

cm  CI  (httding), 

God! 
Hear  me !  If  Aismost  speciooa  mass  of  flesh. 
Which  thon  hast  made  my  daughter ;  .this  my  blood, 
This  particle  of  ihiy  divided  being ; 
Or  rather,  this  my  bane  and  my  dincM, 
Whose  sight  infects  and  poisons  me ;  this  devil 
Which  sprung  fiom  me  as  fiom  a  hell,  was  meant 
To  aught  good  use ;  if  her  bright  loveliness 
Was  kindled  to  illumine  this  dark  world ; 
If,  nnned  by  thy  selectest  dew  of  love. 
Such  virtues  blossom  in  her  as  should  make 
The  peace  of  life.  I  pray  thee  for  my  sake. 
As  dion  the  common  God  and  Fathei;  ait 
Of  her,  and  me,  and  all ;  reverse  that  doom ! 
Earth,  in  the  name  of  God,  let  her  ibod  be 
Poison,  until  she  be  encrusted  round 
With  leprous  stains !  Heaven,  rain  upon  her  head 
The  blistering  drops  of  the  Maremma's  dew. 
Till  she  be  speckled  like  a  toad ;  ^larch  up 
Those  k>ve-«nkindling  lips,  warp  those  fine  Umba 
To  lothed  lameness!  AU-beholding  sun, 
Strike  in  thine  envy  those  liie-darting  eyes 
With  dune  own  btiading  baaim! 


lucRrnA. 


For  thine  own  sake  unsay  those  dreadful  worda. 
When  high  God  grants  he  punishes  such  prayen. 

CENCi  (fai^Nfig  19},  and  IftrowM^  JKs  r^giftf  JkMd  foworrfi 

xnxnwii). 
He  does  his  will,  I  mine!   Tins  m  addition. 
That  if  she  have  a  child^- 

LUCRKTIA. 

'   Horrible  thought! 


That  if  she  ever  have  a  child.;  and  tfaoo, 

Qnick  Nature !  I  acUiire  thee  by  thy  God, 

That  tfaoo  be  fruitful  in  her,  and  increase 

And  multiply,  fulfilling  his  command. 

And  my  deep  imjMecation !  May  it  be 

A  hideous  likeneas  of  hemli^  that  as 

From  a  distorting  mirror,  she  may  see 

Her  image  mix'd  with  what  she  most  abhoti^ 

Smiling  upon  her  from  her  nursing  breast 

And  that  the  child  may  fiom  its  inftncy 

Grow,  day  by  day,  more  wicked  and  deibrm*d, 

Turning  her  modief's  love  to  misery ; 

And  that  both  she  and  it  may  live  until 

It  shall  repay  her  Care  and  pain  with  hate^ 

Or  what  may  else  be.  mom  unnatural. 

So  he  may  hunt  her  throodi  the  damoiooB  soofi 

Of  the  loud  world  to  a  dimonor'd  grave. 

Shall  I  revoke  this  cune  f  Go,  bid  her  coase. 

Before  my  words  are  chronicled  in  heaven. 

[Btk 
I  do  not  feel  as  if  I  were  a  man. 
But  like  a  fiend  appointed  to  chaaliae 
The  oflenoes  of  some  nnreitfteiber'd  woriA. 
My  blood  is  ranning  up  and  down  mv  veins^ 
A  fearful  pleasure  makes  it  prick  ana  tingle; 
I  feel  a  giddy  sickness  of  strange  awe ; 
My  heart  is  beating  with  an  expectatioQ 
Of  horrid  joy. 


What?  Speak! 

LITCRmA. 

She  bids  thee  coiae ; 
And  if  thy  curses,  as  diey  cannot  do, 
Could  kill  her  soul — 

OBNOL 

She  would  not  come.    TiswsQ, 
I  can  do  both :  first  lake  what  I  demand. 
And  then  extort, concession.   To  thy  chamber! 
Fly  ere  I  spurn  thee ;  and  beware  this  night 
That  thou  cross  not  my  footsteps.    It  were  nfer 
To  come  between  the  tiger  and  his  prey. 

[£n(LuciiTiA 

It  most  be  late ;  mine  eye»  grow  weary  dim 
With  unaccustom'd  heaviness  of  sleep. 
Conscience !  Ok  I  thou  most  insolent  of  lies ! 
They  say  that  sleep,  that  healing  dew  of  heaven, 
Steeps  not  in  balm  the  foldings  of  the  brain 
Which  thinks  thee  an  impostor.    I  will  go 
First  to  belie  thee  with  an  hour  of  rest. 
Which  will  be  deep  and  calm,  I  feel :  and  then^ 
O,  multitudinous  Hell,  the  fiends  will  shake 
Thine  ardies'  with  the  laughter  of  their  joy ! 
There  shall  be  lamentation  heard  in  Heaven . 
Aa  o'er  an  angel  feUen ;  and  upon  Earth       > 
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An  gnod  riMd  dittip  and  ncken,  and  iU  thiogi 

Shall  with  a  aiiuit  of  unnatural  life 

Siir  and  be  quicken'd — even  as  I  am  now.       [EacU, 


SCENE  U. 

Brfon  ike  CoiOe  of  PetrtOiL 

jEmv  BsAimiGB  «m{  LmmmA  oftoM  t»ifta  fOMpoKiu 

■UlTUCI. 

They  ooaie  not  yet 

LUOftKflA. 

Til  tearoe  midnight 

BKATRICS. 

Howdow 
Behind  the  comee  of  Aougfat  even  nek  with  apeed, 
I^ga  leaden-iboted  time ! 

LCCRETIA. 

The  minutes  pass 
If  he  should  wake  before  the  deed  is  done  f 

BEATRICE. 

O,  mother!  He  liiust  never  wake  again. 
What  thou  hast  said  persuades  me  that  our  act 
Will  but  dislodge  a  spirit  of  deep  hell 
Oat  of  a  human  form. 

LUCRVTIA. 

T  is  true  he  spoke 
Of  death  and  jadgment  wilih  strange  confidenoe 
For  one  ao  wicked ;  as  a  man  believing 
In  God,  yet  recking  not  of  good  or  ill. 
And  yet  to  die  widiont  oonfesskm! 

BKATKICB. 

dh! 
Behere  that  Hecven  is  mereiihl  and  just, 
And  will  not  add  oor  dread  neeesaty 
IV  the  amotmt  of  his  ofiences. 

Emitir  Olimpio  ami  Masuo,  hdov. 

XiVGftSTIA. 

See, 
Tliey  come. 

BKATRICB. 

All  mortal  tfaingi  must  hasten  thus 
To  their  dark  end.    Let  us  go  down. 

[JSceanl  Locrxtia  and  Beatmick  from  abmM, 

OtlMTlO. 

How  feel  yon  to  this  workT 

MARZIO. 

As  one  who  thinks 
A  thousand  crowns  excellent  market  price 
For  an  old  murderer's  life.    Your  cheeks  are  pale. 

OUMPIO. 

It  is  the  white  reflection  of  your  own. 
Which  yon  call  pale. 

MARXia 

Is  that  their  natonl  huet 

OLIMPIO. 

Or  'tk  my  hate  and  the  deferred  desire 

To  wreak  it,  which  extinguishes  their  Mood. 

MARZIO. 

Tou  are  inclined  then  lo  tfak  business  f 

OLIMPIO. 

Ay. 
If  one  should  bribe  me  with  a  thousand  erowns 
To  kill  a  serpent  which  Had  stung  ray  chiU, 
I  could  not  be  more  willing. 


Emitr  Beatiiok  ami  Lucritia,  hdow. 

Noble  ladies! 

BE4TR10K. 

Aie  ye  lasolved  ? 

OUMPIO. 

Is  he  asleep^ 

MARZIO. 

Is  all 
Quiett 

LDCRITIA. 

I  mix*d  an  opiate  with  his  drink : 
He  sleeps  eo  aoondly— 

RSATRIOI.' 

That  his  deadi  will  be 
But  as  a  dwnge  of  an-chasiising  dreams, 
A  dark  eooiinuance  of  the  Hell  withm  hiai, 
Which  God  extioguishJ  But  ye  are  resolved  ? 
Ye  know  it  is  a  high  and  holy  deed  ? 

OLIMPIO. 

We  are  resolved. 

MARZIO. 

As  to  the  how  lEbk  act 
Be  wamnted,  it  rests  with  you. 

BBATRId. 

WeU,  ibUow ! 

OLIMPIO. 

Hush!  Hark!  What  noise  is  that r 

MARZIO. 

Ha!  some  one  oomasl 

BRATRICE. 

Ye  oonadence-stricken  cravens,  rock  to  rest 
Your  baby  hearts.    It  is  the  iron  gate, 
Which  ye  left  open,  swinging  to  Uie  wind. 
That  enters  whistling  as  in  scorn.   Come,  follow ! 
And  be  your  steps  Hke  mine,  light  quick,  and  bold ! 


SCENE  m. 

An  Apartment  m  the  CaedA 

Elder  Bkatricb  emd  Jjockktia, 

LUGRMTIA* 

They  are  about  it  now. 


Nay,  it  is  done. 

LTORXTIA. 

I  have  not  heard  him  groan. 

BEATRICE. 

He  will  not  groan. 

LUCRETIA. 

Whatsoondisthat? 

BEATRICE. 

List !  'tis  the  tread  of  feet 
About  his  bed. 

UTCRXTIA. 

My  God! 
If  he  be  now  a  cold  stiff  corpse— 

BEATRICE. 

O,  feai  not 
What  may  be  done,  but  what  is  left  undone : 
The  act  seals  alL 

Enter  OuMPio  and  Marzio. 

'  Is  it  aoeompliah*d  f 
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HAllZIO. 


Whatf 


Did  you  not  call  ? 


OUM?IO. 
BEATRICE. 

When? 

OLIMTIO. 

Now. 

BEATRICE. 

I  ask  if  all  is  over? 

OUMPIO. 

We  dare  not  kill  ah  old  and  sleeping  man ; 
His  thin  gray  hair,  his  stem  and  reverent  brow, 
His  reined  hands  cross'd  on  his  heaving  breast, 
And  the  calm  innocent  sleep  in  which  he  lay, 
QueU'd  me.    Indeed,  indeed,  I  cannot  do  it 


IfARZlO. 

But  I  was  bolder ;  for  I  chid  Olimpio, 
And  bade  him  bear  his  wrongs  to  his  own  grave. 
And  leave  me  the  reward.    And  now  my  knife 
Touch'd  die  loose  wrinkled  throat,  whep  the  old  man 
Stiir'd  in  his  sleep,  aiid  said,  **  God !  hear  O,  hear, 
A  fiither's  curse !   What,  art  thou  not  our  &iher  ?*' 
And  then  he  laugh*d.    I  knew  it  was  the  ghost 
Of  my  dead  &ther  speaking  Oirough  his  lips. 
And  could  not  kill  him. 

BEATRICE. 

Miserable  slaves ! 
Where,  if  ye  dare  not  kill  a  sleeping  man, 
Found  ye  die  boldneas  to  return  to  me 
With  such  a  deed  undone  7  Base  palterers  f 
Cowards  and  traitors !  Why,  the  very  conscience 
Which  ye  would  sell  for  gold  and  for  revenge 
Is  an  equivocation :  it  Sleeps  over 
A  thousand  daily  acts  disgrkcing  men : 
And  when  a  deed  where  mercy  insults  Heaven— 
Why  do  I  talk? 

[Snatddng  a  dagger  from  one  of  Ikem  and 
raiting  iL 
Hadst  thou  a  tongue  to  say, 
Btke  murder'd  her  owii  father,  I  must  do  it ! 
But  never  dream  ye  shall  outlive  him  long  I 


Stop,  for  God's  sake ! 


OLIMPIO. 
MARKtO. 

I  will  go  back  and  kill  him. 


OLIMPTO. 

Give  me  the  weapon:  we  must  do  thy  wilL 

BEATRICE. 

Take  it!  Depart!  Return! 

[Exeunt  Olimpio  and  Marzio. 
How  pale  thou  art! 
We  do  but  diat  which  'twere  a  deadly  crime 
To  leave  undone. 

lucretia. 
Would  it  were  done! 

BEATRICE. 

Even  whilst 
That  doubt  is  paning  through  your  mind,  the  world 
Is  conscious  of  a  change.    Darkness  and  hoH 
Have  swallow'd  up  the  vapor  they  sent  forth 
To  blacken  the  sweet  light  of  life.    My  breath 
Comes,  roethinks,  lighter,  and  the  jollied  blood 
Rnns  freely  through  my  veins.    Hark ! 


Enter  Olivpio  and  Marzio. 

Hen— 

OLtllPIO. 

Dead 

HARZIO. 

We  strangled  him,  diat  there  might  be  no  bkiod; 
And  then  we  threw  his  heavy  corpse  i'  the  ganieo 
Under  the  balcony;  'twill  seem  it  fell. 

BEATRICE  (ghoing  them  a  hag  ef  com). 
Here,  take  this  gold,  and  hasten  to  your  homes. 
And,  Marzio,^becauBe  thou  wast  only  awed 
By  that  whidi  made  me  tremble,  wear  thou  this! 

[Ckthet  him  in  a  rick  mandt 
It  was  the  mantle  which  my  grandfather 
Wora  in  his  high  prosperity,  and  men 
Epvied  his  state ;  so  may  they  envy  thine. 
Thou  wert  a  weapon  in  the  hand  of  God 
To  a  just  use.    Long  live  and  thrive !  And,  maik. 
If  thou  hast  crimes,  repent :  this  deed  is  none. 

[Jl  horn  is  mnnM 

'  LUCRETIA. 

Hark,  'tis  the  castle  horn  :  my  God !  it  sounds 
Like  the  last  trump. 

BEATRICE. 

.   Some  tedious  guen  is  coming. 

LUCRETIA. 

The  drawbridge  is  let  down ;  there  is  a  tramp 
Of  horses  in  the  court ;  fly,  hide  yourselves ! 

[Ezeunt  OtUfPio  and  Marzio 

,  BEATRICE. 

Let  us  retire  to  counterfeit  deep  rest ; 

I  scarcely  need  to  counterfeit  it  now  .* 

The  spirit  which  doth  reign  within  these  limbi 

Seems  strangely  undisturbed.    I  could  even  sleep 

Fearless  and  calm :  all  ill  is  surely  past. 

[ 


SCENE  IV. 

Another  apartment  in  the  CattHe. 

Enter  on  one  tide  the  Lrgate  Savella  introduced  5f 
a  Servant,  and  on  the  other  Lucretia  and  Bkl 
naroo. 

BAVEliLA. 

Lady,  my  duty  to  his  Holmess 

Be  my  excuse,  that  thus  Unseasonably 

I  break  upon  your  rest.    I  must  speak  with 

Count  Cenci ;  doth  he  sleep  t 

LUCRETIA  (tn  a  hitrried  and  confuted  mamnei^ 

I  think  he  sleeps. 
Yet  wake  him  iKrt ;  I  prey,  spare  me  awhile, 
He  is  a  wicked  and  a  wrathful  man ; 
Should  he  be  roused  out  of  his  sleep  to^iight. 
Which  is,  I  know,  a  hell  of  angry  dreams. 
It  were  not  well ;  indeed  it  were  not  well 
Wait  till  day-breaks 

{Atidc).  O,  I  am  deadly  sick! 

SAVELLA. 

I  grieve  thus  to  distress  you,  but  the  Count 
Must  answer  cliarges  of  Uie  gravest  impcHt, 
And  suddenly ;  such  my  commtssimi  is. 

LUCRETIA  {vnth  increated  agitation). 
I  dare  not  rouse  him:  I  know  none  who  dare-- 
"T  were  perilous  ^—you  might  as  safely  waken 
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IME  CENCI. 


W 


A  serpent ;  or  a  oorpie  in  which  soiim  fiend 
Wen  liMd  to  ileeii 

8ATKLLA. 

iM&ft  my  momenta  hem 
Are  ooimted.   I  mnit  loiiee  hun  fiom  hi*  deep* 
Since  none  eke  tee* 

LuournA*  (amdey 

O,  tenor!  O,  deipeir! 
v7b  Bbbkakdo.)  Bernardo,  conduct  yon  the  Lotd 

Legate  to 
Toot  &thei^8  chamber. 

[Exeunt  Satilla  and  Bouf  abdo. 

EiUer  Bkatkick 

BBATBICB. 

Tie  a  memenger 
Come  to  arraetthe  cotpiit  who  now  etBiids 
Before  the  throne  of  miappealahle  God. 
Bodi  Earth  and  Heaven,  cooienting  arbiten. 
Acquit  our  deed. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh,  agony  of  fear ! 
Would  that  he  yet  might  live !  Even  now  I  heard 
The  legate's  ioHoweii  whisper  ss  they  pass'd 
Th^  bad  a  warrant  lor  his  instant  death. 
All  was  prepared  by  unlerfaidden  means 
Which  we  most  pay  so  dearly,  having  done* 
Even  now  they  search  the  tower,  and  find  the  body; 
Now  they  suspect  the  truth;  now  they  consult 
Before  they  oome  to  tax  us  with  the  &et ; 
O,  horrible,  'tis  aU  discover'd ! 

BKATUCE. 

Mother 
What  is  done  wisely,  is  done  well.    Be  bold 
Aa  than  aft  just    T  is  like  a  truant  child 
To  fear  that  odieis  know  what  thou  hast  done. 
Even  from  thine  own  strong  consciousness,  and  thus 
Write  on  unsteady  eyes  and  alter'd  cheeks 
All  thou  wouldst  hide.    Be  faithful  to  thyself, 
And  (ear  no  other  wimeas  but  thy  fear. 
For  ii^  as  cannot  be,  some  circumstance 
Should  rise  in  accusation,  we  can  blind 
Suspicion  with  such  cheap  astonishment. 
Or  overbear  it  with  such  guildess  pride. 
As  murderers  cannot  feign.    The  deed  is  done, 
And  what  may  follow  now  regards  not  me. 
I  am  as  univeml  as  the  light ; 
Free  as  the  earth-surrounding  air;  as  firm 
As  the  woi4d*s  centre.    Consequence,  to  me, 
Is  as  (he  wind  which  strikes  the  solid  rock 
But  shakes  it  not 

[A  cry  within  and  timmiL 

BEHNARDO. 

Mulder!  Murder!  Muider! 

Enter  BKHNAano  arid  Savuxa. 

8AVELLA  (to  hiefeUowere). 
Go,  aeardi  the  castle  round ;  sound  the  alarm ; 
Look  to  the  gates  that  none  escape ! 


JBATRICB. 


Whatnoirt 


BERNABDO.  ' 

I  know  not  what  to  say — ^my  fother's  dead. 

BBATBJCB. 

How  dead!  he  only  sleeps ;  you  mistake,  biQlher. 
Bis  sleep  if  venr  calm,  very  like  death ; 


Tis  wonderful  how  well  a  tyrant  sleeps. 
He  is  not  dead  7 

■BBIIABIXK 

Dead;  murdered. 

LUCBBTiA  {wUh  eatreme  ogitafum). 

Ofa,nOkDO, 
He  is  not  murder'd,  though  he  may  be  dead; 
I  have  akme  the  keys  of  those  apartmenti. 

SAVBUJk. 

Ha!  Is  it  so? 

BKATBICX. 

My  lord,  I  pray  excuse  us ; 
We  vnll  retire ;  my  tpother  is  not  weU ; 
Sheaeems  quite  overcome  with  this  strange  horror. 

[Eaeunl  Lbcbbtia  and  Beatbicb 

BAVBIXA. 

Can  yon  suspect  who  may  have  mmder'd  him  f 

BKBNABDO. 

I  know  not  what  to  think. 

SAVBLLA. 

Can  you  name  any 
Who  had  an  interest  in  his  death! 


BKBNABDO. 


Alas! 


I  can  name  none  who  had  not,  and  those  most 
Who  most  lament  that  such  a  deed  is  done ; 
My  mother,  and  my  sister,  and  myself 

SAVBLLA. 

Tis  strange !  There  were  clear  marks  of  violenoOb 
I  found  the  old  man's  body  in  the  moonlight, 
Hanging  beneath  the  window  of  his  chamber 
Among  the  branches  of  a  pine :  he  could  not 
Have  fallen  there,  for  all  his  limbs  lay  heap'd 
And  efibrtless;  'tis  true  there  was  no  bloocU— 
Favor  me,  Six^-it  much  imports  your  house 
That  all  should  be  made  clear-— to  toll  the  ladies 
That  I  request  their  presence. 

[Exit  Bbbzcaboo 

Enter  Qvards^  bringing  tn  Mabzio. 

OUABIX 

We  have  one. 

OFFICBB. 

My  lord,  we  found  this  ruffian  and  another 
Lurking  among  the  rocks;  there  is  no  doubt 
But  that  they  are  the  murderers  of  Count  Cenci : 
Each  had  a  bag  of  coin ;  this  feUow  wore 
A  gold-inwoven  robe,  which,  shining  bright 
Under  the  dark  rocks  to  the  glimmering  moon, 
Betray'd  them  to  our  notice :  the  other  fell 
Desperately  fighting.  • 


SAVBLLA. 

What  does  he  confo 


if 


.    OFFICEB. 

He  keeps  firm  silence ;  but  these  lines  found  on  him 
May  speak. 

SAVBLLA. 

Their  laoguage  is  at  least  sioMva. 

[JRmde 

**  To  THB  LADY  BbATBICB. 

"  That  the  atonement  of  what  my  nature 
Sickens  to  conjecture  may  soon  arrive, 
I  send  thee,  at  ihy  brother's  desire,  tho8» 
Who  will  speak  and  do  more  dum  I  dava 
Write^-Thy  devoted  servant,  Oianroi.^ 
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Enter  Lccretia,  Beatrick,  and  Bsrnahdo. 
Knowest  thou  tfaie  writing)  lady  ? 

BKATRICE. 

No. 

BAVELLA. 

Nor  thouf 

LUCRETIA  (Aer  conduct  Aronghout  the  $cene  it  marked 

by  extreme  agitation). 
Where  was  it  found  7  What  is  it  t  It  should  bd 
Onino*8  hand !  It  speake  of  that  strange  horror 
Which  never  yet  found  utterance,  but  which  made 
Between  that  haplen  child  arid  her  dead  father 
A  gulf  of  obacure  hatred.  ' 

gATBLLA. 

Is  it  sot 
Js  it  true,  lady,  ihat  thy  lather  did 
Such  outrages  as  to  awaken  in  thee 
Unfilial  hale. 

BEATRICE. 

Not  hate,  'twas  more  than  hate ; 
This  ii  most  true,  yet  wherefore  question  me  f 

8AVBIXA. 

"niere  is  a  deed  demanding  question  done ; 
llioa  hast  a  secret  which  will  answer  not. 

BEATRICE. 

What  nyestf  My  lord,  your  words  are  bold  and  rash. 

BAVELLA. 

I  do  arrest  all  present  in  the  name 

Of  the  Pope's  Holiness.    You  must  to  Rome. 

LUCRETTA. 

O,  not  to  Rome !  Indeed  we  are  not  guilty. 

BEATRICE. 

Guilty!  Who  dares  talk  of  guilt?   My  lord, 

I  am  more  innocent  of  parricide 

Than  is  a  child  bom  fatherless — Dear  mother, 

Teur  gentleness  and  patience  are  no  shield 

For  this  keen-judging  world,  this  two-edged  lie, 

Which  seems,  but  is  not    What !  will  humaki  laws, 

Rather  will  ye  who  are  their  ministers. 

Bar  all  access  to  retribution  firsi, 

And  then,  when  Heaven  doih  interpose  to  do 

What  ye  neglect,  arming  familiar  things 

To  tfie  redress  of  an  unwonted  crime, 

Make  ye  the  victims  wlio  demanded  it 

Culprits?  Tis  yo  are  culprits!  That  poor  wretch 

Who  stands  so  pale,  and  trembling,  and  amazed, 

If  it  be  true  he  murdefd  Cenci,  was 

A  sword  in  the  right  hand  of  justest  God. 

Wherefore  should  I  have  wielded  it  ?  unless    - 

T%e  crimes  which  m<Nrtal  tongue  dare  never  name, 

God  therefore  scruples  to  avenge. 


BAVELLA. 


ThMt  you  desired  his  death  ? 


You  own 


BEATRICE. 

It  would  have  been 
A  cmne  no  lea  than  his,  if  for  one  moment 
That  fierce  desire  had  faded  in  my  heart 
1*is  true  I  did  beUeve,  and  hope,  and  pray, 
Ajr,  I  even  knew — for  God  is  wise  and  just 
Tliat  some  strange  sudden  death  hung  over  him. 
'TIS  true  that  this  did  happen,  and  most  true 
lliere  was  no  other  re^i  for  me  on  earth, 
No  other  hope  in  Heaven-— now  what  of  this  ? 


BATKLLA. 

Strange  tfaougfatB  beget  strange  deeds;  and  hftve 

both. 
I  judge  thee  not 


And  yet,  if  you  aneBt  me. 
You  are  the  judge  and  executioner 
Of  that  which  is  the  life  of  life:  the  bnadi 
Of  accusation  kills  an  innocent  name. 
And  leaves  for  lame  acquittal  the  poor  lifo. 
Which  is  a  mask  without  it    Tis  most  false 
That  I  am  guilty  of  foul  parricide ; 
Although  I  must  rejoice,  for  justest  cauae, 
That  other  hands  have  sent  my  father's  soul 
To  asl^  the  mercy  be  denied  to  me. 
Now  leave  us  free :  stain  not  a  noble  home 
^th  vague  surmises  of  rejected  crime ; 
Add  to  our  sufierings  and  your  own  neglect 
No  heavier  sum;  let  them  have  been  "BiKWi^ : 
Leave  us  the  wreck  we  have. 

BAVELLA. 

I  dare  not,  lady. 
I  pray  that  you  prepare  yourselves  for  Rome ; 
There  the  Pope's  further  pleasure  will  be  knowa 

LUCRETIA. 

O,  not  to  Rome !  O,  take  us  not  to  Rome ! 

BEATRICE. 

Why  not  to  Rome,  dear  mother?  There,  m  here, 

Our  innocence  is  as  an  armed  heel 

To  trample  accusation.    God  is  there 

As  here,  and  with  his  shadow  ever  clothes 

The  innocent,  the  injured,  and  the  we«k; 

And  such  are  we.   Cheer  np^  dear  lady,  lean 

On  me ;  collect  your  wandering  thoughts.   My  loid 

As  soon  as  you  have  taken  some  refiBshment, 

And  had  all  such  examinations  made 

Upon  the  spot,  as  may  be  necessary 

To  the  full  undentaniding  of  this  matier. 

We  shall  be  ready.    Mother;  will  you  oooie  ? 

LUCRETIA. 

Ha !  they  will  bind  us  to  the  rack,  and  wrest 
Selfaccusation  from  our  agony  ! 
Will  Giacomo  be  there  ?  Orsino  ?  Marno  ? 
All  present ;  all  confronted ;  all  demanding 
Each  fhmi  Uie  othei^s  countenanoe  the  thing 
Which  is  in  every  heart !   O,  miseiy ! 

[Ske  faints,  and  i$  harm  out 

BAVELLA. 

She  faints :  an  ill  appearance  this. 


Mykvd, 
She  knows  not  yet  the  uses  of  the  world. 
She  fears  that  power  is  as  a  beast  which  grasps 
And  loosens  not :  a  snake  whose  look  tnnmutis 
All  things  to  guilt  which  is  its  nutriment 
She  cannot  know  how  well  the  supine  slaves 
Of  blind  authority  read  the  troth  of  things 
When  written  on  a  brow  of  guileleasness: 
She  sees  not  yet  triumphant  Innocence 
Stand  at  the  judgment-seat  of  mortal  man, 
A  judge  and  an  accuser  of  the  wrong 
Which  drags  it  there.    Prepare  younelC  rav  kmi ' 
Our  Buite  will  join  youn  in  the  court  beWw. 

[£iBnBit 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  1. 

An  Apttrtment  in  Oiswo*fl  Palace. 

Enter  Oksino  and  Gtacomo. 

GIACOMa      ' 

Do  evil  d^eda  thos  quickly  oome  to  end?    . 

O,  that  the  vaia-iemone  which  must  chaatiie 

Oimei  done,  had  hut  aa  loud  a  voice  to  warn 

Am  iti  keen  ating  ia  mortal  to  avenge  f 

O,  that  the  hour  when  preaent  had  caat  off 

The  mantle  of  ita  mystery,  and  ahown 

The  ghaatly  form  with  which  it  now  retuma 

When  iia  acared  game  ia  rOuaed,  cheering  the  hounda 

Of  conacience  to  their  prey !  Ahia !  alaa.' 

It  waa  a  wicked  thought,  a  piteoua  deed* 

To  kill  aa  old  and  hioaiy<4ieaded  &ther. 

OR8INO. 

It  haa  tum'd  out  unluckily,  in  truth. 

OIACOMO. 

T6  violfite  the  Micred  doors  of  sleep ; 
To  cheat  kind  I^atuie.of  the  placid  death 
Which  she  prepares  ibr  over- wearied  age ; 
1\)  drag  from  Heaven  an  unrepentant  aoul, 
Which  might  have  quench'd  in  reconciling  prayers 
A  life  of  homing 


ORamo. 

You  cannot  say 
I  urgi^  you  to  the  de<^ 

OIACOMO. 

O,  had  I  never 
Found  in  thy  smooth  and  ready  countenance 
The  mirror  of  my  daikest  thoughts ;  'hadst  thou 
Never  with  hinia  and  queationa  made  me  look 
Upon  the  monster  of  my  thought,  iptil 
It  grew  ftmiliar  to  desire — 

oaaiNO. 

Tisdius 
Men  caat  the  blame  of  their  unprosperoua  acta 
Upon  the  abettors  of  their  own  resolve. 
Or  any  thing  but  their  weak,  guilty  aelvea. 
And  yet,  confess  the  truth,  it  is  the  peril 
In  which  you  stand  that  gives  you  thia  pale  .aickneas 
Of  penitence ;  oonfeoB,  'tis  fear  disguised 
Ftom  its  own  shame  that  takes  the  mantle  now 
Of  thin  remorse.    What  if  we  yet  were  safe  ? 

OUCOMO. 

How  can  that  be!  Already  JSeatrice, 
Lncretia,  and  the  murderer,  are  in  prison. 
I  doubt  not  officers  are,  whilst  we  apeak, 
Sent  to  arrest  ua. 

oasiNO. 
I  have  all  prepared 
Foi  matant  flight    We  can  eacape  even  now, 
8c  we  take  fleet  occaaion  by  the  hair. 

GIAOOMO. 

Rather  expire  in  tortures,  as  I  may. 
What !  will  jrou  cast  by  self-accusing  flight 
Aasnred  conviction  upon  Beatrice  f 
She,  who  alone  in  this  unnatural  work. 
Standi  like  God's  angel  miniater'd  upon 
By  fienda ;  avenging  such  a  nameless  wrong 
Aa  tarns  black  parricide  to  piety ; 


Whilst  we  fix-  baaeat  enda--I  fear,  Orrino, 
While  I  consider  all  your  words  and  looki, 
Comparing  them  with  your  proposal  now. 
That  you  must  be  a  villaim    For  what  end 
Could  you  engage  in  such  a  perilous  crime, 
Training  me  on  with  hints,  and  signs,  and  smiles 
Even  to  this  gulf?  Thou  art  no  liar :  No, 
Thou  art  a  lie !  treitor  and  murderer! 
Coward  and  slave !  But,  no—defend  thyself;  [Drawii^ 
Let  the  sword  speak  what  the  indignant  tongue 
Diadaina  lo  brand  thee  with. 

0E8IN0. 

Put  up  your  weapon. 
Is  it  the  desperation  of  your  fear 
Makes  you  thus  nuAi  and  sudden  with  your  fiiendt 
Now  ruin'd  for  your  sake  f  If  honest  anger 
Have  moved  you,  know,  that  what  I  just  proposed 
Waa  but  to  try  you.    As  for  me,  t  think* 
Thankless  afiection  led  me  to  this  point, 
From  which,  if  my  firm  temper  could  repent, 
r  cannot  now  recede.    Even  whilst  we  speak. 
The  ministers  of  justice  wait  below :  ' 
They  grant  me  these  brief  moments.    Now,  if  yon 
Kave  any  word  of  melancholy  comfort 
To  speak  lo  your  pale  wife,  'twere  best  to  pass 
Out  at  the  postern,  and  avoid  them  so. 


GIACOMO. 

Oh,  generous  friend !  How  canst  thou  paidon 
Would  that  my  life  could  purchase  thine ! 


OB8INO. 

That  wish 
Now  comes  a  day  too  late.    Haste ;  fare  thee  w^ll ! 
Hear'at  thou  not  steps  along  the  corridor? 

[Exit  GiACOMO 
I  *m  sorry  for  it ;  but  the  guards  are  waiting 
At  hia  awn  gate,  and  stich  was  my  contrivance 
That  I  might  rid  me  both  of  him  and  them. 
I  thought  to  act  a  solemn  comedy 
Upon  the  painted  scene  of  thw  new  worid, 
And  to  attain  my  own  peculiar  ends 
By  some  such  plot  of  mingled  good  and  ill 
As  others  weave ;  but  there  arose  a  Power 
Which  grasp'd  and  snapp'd  the  threads  of  my  device* 
And  tum*d  it  to  a  net  of  ruin — Ha ! 

[A  AoutUheard. 
Is  that  my  name  I  hear  proclaimed  abroad  ? 
But  I  will  pass,  wrapt  in  a  vile  disguise ; 
Rags  on  my  back,  and  a  fidse  innocence 
Upon  my  face,  through  the  misdeeming  crowd 
Which  judges  by  what  seems.    T  is  easy  then 
For  a  new  name  and  for  a  country  new. 
And  a  new  life,  fashion'd  on  old  desires, 
To  change  the  honors  of  abandoned  Rome. 
And  these  must  be  the  maaka  of  that  within. 
Which  must  remain  unalter'd.« — Oh,  I  fear 
That  what  is  paas'd  will  never  let  me  reat ! 
Why,  when  none  elae  is  conacioqa,  but  niyselC 
Of  my  misdeeds,  should  my  own  heart's  contempt 
Trouble  me  ?  Have  I  not  the  power  to  fly 
My  own  reproaches  f  Shall  I  be  the  slave 
Of— what?  A  word  ?  which  those  of  thia  falae  woAfi 
Employ  againat  each  other,  not  themaelvea ; 
As  men  wear  daggers  not  for  aelfofience. 
But  if  I  am  miataken,  where  shall  I 
Ffaid  the  diiguise  to  hide  me  fiom  my^eU, 
Am  now  I  skulk  from  every  other  eye  ?  [Ent 
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SCENE  11. 

A  HaU  rf  Juttice. 

Camtixo,  Jin>6t8,  etc.,  are  diaanerei  teated;  Makzio 

tf  led  ifL 

FIRST  JUDGE. 

Accused,  do,yoa  pernst  in  your  denial  f 

I  ask  yoa,  are  yon  innocenf,  or  guilty  7 

I  denmnd  who  were  the  participatori 

In  your'oflence  ?   Speak  truth,  and  the  whole  troth. 

HABZIC, 

My  God !  I  did  not  kill  him ;  1  know  nothing  i 
Olimpio  sold  the  robe  to  me  from  which 
You  would  infer  my  guilt 

SECOND  JUDGE. 

A  way  with  him! 

FIRST  JUDGE. 

Dare  you,  with  fips  yet  white  from  the  rack*s  kiai, 
Speak  ialBe  f   Is  it  so  eofl  a  questioner. 
That  you  would  bandy  lover's  talk  with  it, 
Till  it  wind  out  your  Ufe  and  soul  ?  Away ! 

MARZIO. 

Spare  ma!  O,  spore!  I  will  coafeas. 

nRST  JUDGE. 

Then  speak. 

MAKZIO. 

I  sCnoigled  faim  in  his  sleep. 

FIRST  JUDGI^ 

Who  urged  yon  to  it  f 

MARZIO. 

His  own  son  Gia<x>mo,  and  the  young  prelate 
Orsino  sent  me  to  Petrella ;  there 
The  ladies  Beatrice  and  Lucretia 
Tempted  me  with  a  thousand  crowns,  and  I 
And  my  companion  forthwith  murder'd  him. 
Novf  let  me  die. 

FIRST  JUDGE. 

This  sounds  as  bad  as  truth.    Guards,  there. 
Lead  forth  the  .prisoneis ! 

Enter  Lucrvtia,  Beatrice,  and  Giacomo,  guarded. 

Look  upon  Ais  man ; 
When  did  you  see  him  last? 

BEATRICE. 

We  never  saw  him. 

OfARZIO. 

You  know  me  too  well.  Lady  Beatrice. 

BEATRICE. 

I  know  thee  I  How  ?  where  7  when  7 

MARZIO. 

You  know  *twas  I 
Whom  ytm  did  urge  with«  menaces  and  bribea 
To  kill  your  fedier.    When  the  thing  was  done, 
You  clothed  me  in  a  robe  of  woven  gold 
And  bade  me  thrive :  how  I  have  thriven,  you  see. 
You,  n^  lord  Giacomo,  Lady  Lucretia, 
Yon  know  that  what  I  speak  is  true. 

[Beatrice  ttdvances  Umarde  km  ,*  he  cmaen  Ue 
face,  and  ekrmka  badu 

Oh,dait 
The  teiriUe  resentment  of  those  eyes    • 
On  the  dread  earth !  Turn  them  away  from  me ! 
Tliey  wound :  t  was  torture  forced  the  tnilh.  My  hmls, 
Hknng  said  this,  let  me  be  led  l»  death. 


BBATRICB. 

Poor  wretch !  I  pity  thee :  yet  stay  awhfle. 

CAMILLO. 

Guards,  lend  him  not  away 

BBATRICB. 

Cardmal  Canino, 
You  have  a  good  repute  for  gentleness 
And  wisdom :  caki  it  be  that  you  sit  here 
To  countenance  a  wicked  force  like  this  t 
When  some  obscure  and  trembling  slave  is  diagg'd 
Fronf  BuflferingB  which  might  shake  tfte  steinest  beaiC 
And  bade  to  answer,  not  as  he  believes. 
But  as  those  may  suspect  or  do  desire, 
Whose  .questioiis  thence  suggest  their  own  reply : 
And  that  in  peril  of  such  hideous  torments 
As  merciful  God  spares  even  the  damn*d.  Speak  now 
The  thing  you  surely  know,  which  is  that  you. 
If  your  fine  frame  were  stretched  upon  that  wheal. 
And  you  were  told.  Confess  that  you  did  poison 
Your  little  nephew :  that  foir  blue-eyed  child 
Who  was  the  load-star  of  your  life ;  and  diough 
All  see,  since  his  most  swift  and  piteous  deadu 
That  day  and  night,  and  heaven  and  earth,  and  tzme 
And  all  things  hoped  for  or  done  therein 
Are  changed  to  you,  through  your  ezoeeding^griaC 
Yet  you  would  say,  I  confess  any  thing — 
And  beg  from  jrour  tormenton,  6ke  dutt  slavtB, 
The  refuge  of  dishonorable  death. 
I  pray  thee,  Cardinal,  that  thou  asrert 
My  innocenoei 

CAMILLO  (siMol  iMoved)* 
What  shall  we  think,  my  lordaf 
Shame  on  these  tears !  I  thought  the  heart  yna  fteea 
Which  is  their  fountain.  •!  would  pledge  aqr  nni 
That  she  is  guiltless. 

JUDO& 

Yet  she  must  be  tortured. 

CAiriLLO. 

I  would  as  soon  have  tortured  mine  own  nephew 
(If  he  now  lived,  he  would  be  just  her  age; 
His  hair,  loo,  was  her  color,  and  hb  eyes 
Like  hers  in  shape,  but  blue,  and  not  so  deep) : 
As  that  most  perfect  image  of  God*s  tove 
That  ever  came  sorrowing  upon  the  earth. 
She  is  as  pure  as  speechless  in&ney! 

JUDQE. 

Well,  be  her  purity  on  your  head,  my  loid,     • 
If  you  forbid  the  rack.    His  Holiness 
Eijoin'd  us  to  pursue  this  monstrous  dime 
By  the  severest  forms  of  law ;  nay  even 
To  stretch  a  point  against  the  crisoinals. 
The  prisoners  stand  accused  pf  parridde. 
Upon  such  evidence  as  justifies 
Torture. 

reatiuob. 
Whatevidenoe?  TUsmaa%f 


JUDGE. 


£V«BM 


REATRIOE  (to  MaRZIO). 

Come  near.    And  who  art  thou,  thus 
Out  of  the  multitude  of  .livii|g  mea 
To  kill  the  innocent  7 


Thyikdier^s 


HARZIpi 

lamMar^ 
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■BATBIOK 

Fix  thine  eyes  od  mine ;  . 
Antwicr  to  what  I  mL  [Turning  to  the  Judget* 

I  prithee  mirk 
Hie  ooontenance :  udlike  bold  calmnny 
Which  sometime!  darai  not  epeak  the  thing  it  looks, 
He  dsren  not  kmk  the  thing  he  speaks,  but  bends 
His  geie  on  the  blind  earth. 

.    (To  MAftna)  What!  mh  thoatty 
That  I  did  muider  my  own  father  t 


MARzro. 


Oh! 


Spare  me !  My  bndn  swims  foond — ^I  cannot  speak — 

It  was  that  horrid  torture  forced  the  truth 

Take  me  away!  Let  her  not  look  on  me ! 

I  am  a  guilty  miserable  wretch  ,* 

I  have  said  all  I  know;  now,  let  me  die ! 

SIATEIOE. 

Bfy  kwds,  if  by  my  nature  I  had  been 

So  stsin,  as  to  have  plann'd  the  crime  alleged, 

Which  your  suspicions  dictate  to  this  slaTe, 

And  the  rack  makes  him  utter,  do  you  think 

I  should  have  lefl  this  two-edged  instnmient 

Of  my  miadeed ;  this  man,  this  bloody  knife 

With  my  own  name  engraven  on  the  belt; 

Ljring  unsheathed  amid  a  world  of  foes. 

For  my  own  death  f   That  with  such  hoirible  need 

For  deepeit  silence,  I  should  haVe  neglected 

So  trivial  a  pracautioni  as  the  making 

His  tomb  the  keeper  of  a  secret  written 

On  a  thiefs  memory  f  What  is  his  poor  life  7 

What  are  a  thousand  lives?  A  parricide 

Had  trampled  them  like  dust;  and  see,  he  lives! 

[Turning  to  Marzto. 
And  thou-* 

MA&ZIO. 

Oh,  spare  me !  Speak  to  me  no  more ! 
That  stem  yet  piteous  look,  those  solemn  tones, 
Wound  worse  than  torture. 

(7b  the  Judgu).  I  have  told  it  all ; 
For  pity's  sake,  lead  me  away  to  death. 

CAHIULO. 

Guards,  lead  him  pearer  the  kdy  Beatrice : 
He  shrinks  from  her  regard  like  autumn's  leaf 
From  the  keen  Iweat^  of  the  serenest  north. 

BEATRICE. 

Oh,  thou  who  tremblest  on  the  giddy  verge 
Of  life  and  death,  pause  ere  thou  answerest  me ; 
So  mayest  thou  answer  God  with  less  dismay : 
What  evil  have  we  done  thee  7  I,  alas ! 
Have  lived  but  on  this  earth  a  few  sad  yean. 
And  so  my  lot  was  order'd  that  a  father 
First  tum'd  the  moments  of  awakening  life 
To  drops,  each  poisoning  youth's  sweet  hope ;  and  then 
Slabb'd  wiib  one  blow  my  everlasting  soul ; 
And  my  untainted  fame ;  and  even  that  peace 
Which  sleeps  within  the  core  of  the  heart's  heart 
But  the  wound  was  not  mortal;  so  my  hate 
Beeame  the  only  worship  I  could  lift 
To  our  great  Father,  who  in  pity  and  love, 
Arm'd  thee,  as  thou  dost  say,  to  cut  him  ofl*;   ' 
And  thus  his  wrong  becomes  my  accusation : 
And  art  thou  the  accuser  7  If  thou  hopest 
Mercy  in  Heaven,  show  justice  upon  earth : 
Worse  than  a  bloody  hand  is  a  hard  heart 
If  thou  hast  done  murders,  made  thy  life's  patl^ 

2Q 


Over  the  trampled  laws  of  God  and  man. 

Rush  not  before  thy  Judge,  and  say :  **  My  Maker, 

I  have  done  thte  and  more ;  fbr  there  was  one 

Who  was  most  pore  and  innocent  on  earth ; 

And  because  she  endured  what  never  any 

Guilty  or  innocent  endured  before ; 

Because  her  wrongs  could  not  be  told,  nor  thought , 

Because  thy  hand  at  length  did  rescue  her ; 

I  with  my  words  kill'd  her  and  all  her  kin.** 

Think,  I  a4jure  you,  what  it  is  to  slay 

The  reverence  living  in  the  minds  of  men 

Towards  our  ancient  house,  and  stainless  fame  I 

Think  what  it  is  to  strangle  in&nt  jnty. 

Cradled  in  the  belief  of  guileless  looks. 

Till  it  become  a  crime  to  sufior.    Think 

What  *tis  to  blot  with  infamy  and  Mood 

All  that  which  shows  like  innocence,  and  is. 

Hear  me,  great  God !  I  swear,  most  innocent, 

So  that  the  world  lose  all  discriminatien 

Between  the  sly,  fierce,  wild  regard  of  guilt, 

And  that  which  now  oompels  thee  to  reply  4f 

To  what  I  ask:  Am  I,  or  am  I  not 

A  parricide  7 

MABZia 

Thou  art  not ! 

jirnai. 

What  is  this? 

HAKZIO. 

I  here  declare  those  whoA  I  did  accuse 
Are^nnocent    Tik  I  alone  am  guilty. 

JUOOE. 

Drag  jiim  away  to  torments ;  let  them  be 
Subtle  and  kmg  drawn  oat,  to  tear  the  folds 
Of  the  heart's  inmost  cell.    Unbind  ^lim  not 
Tin  he  oonfeas. 

MAEZIO. 

Torture  me  as  ye  will : 
A  keener  pain  has  wrung  a  higher  truth 
From  my  last  breath.    She  is  most  innocent ! 
Bloodhounds,  not  men,  glut  yourselves  well  with  me! 
I  will  not  give  you  that  fine  piece  of  nature 
To  rend  and  ruin. 

[Exit  Mabzio,  guarded. 

CAMItLQ. 

What  say  ye  now,  my  lords  t 

JUDGE. 

Let  tortures  strain  the  truth  till  it  be  white 
As  snow  thrice^ifled  by  the  frozen  wind. 

OAIULLO. 

Yet  stain'd  with  blood. 

JUDGE  {to  Beatrice). 

Know  you  this  paper,  lady  ? 

BEATRICE. 

£ntrap  roe  not  with  questions.    Who  stands  here 
As  my  accuser?   Ha!  wilt  thou  be  he. 
Who  art  my  judge  7  Accuser,  witness,  judge. 
What  all  in  one  ?  Here  is  Orsino's  name ; 
Where  is  Orsino  7  Let  his  eye  meet  mine. 
What  means  this  scrawl  7   Alas !  ye  know  not  what 
And  therefore  on  the  chance  that  it  may  be 
Some  evil,  will  ye  kill  us  7 

ETiter  an  Officer* 

orwionu 

Manio's  dead. 
321 
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JDDGK. 

What  did  he  say  f 

OFFICER. 

Nothing.    As  soon  as  we 
Had  bound  him  on  the  wheel,  he  smiled  on  us, 
As  one  who  baffles  a  deep  adversaiy; 
And  holding  his  breath,  died. 

JUDGE. 

There  remains  nothing 
But  to  apply  the  question  to  those  prisoners, 
Who  yet  remain  stubborn. 

CAMJLLO. 

I  overrale 
Further  proceedings,  and  in  the  behalf 
Of  these  most  innooent  and  noble  persons 
Will  use  my  pterest  with  the  Holy  Father. 

JUDGE. 

Let  the  Pope's  pleasure  then  be.  done.    Meanwhile 
Conduct  these  culprits  each  to  separate  cells ; 
#nd  be  the  engines  ready :  for  this  night, 
If  the  Pope's  resolution  be  as  grave, 
Pious  and  just  as  once,  I  '11  wring  the  truth 
Out  of  those  nerves  and  sinews,  groan  by  groan. 

[Exeunt 


SC£NE  HL 

TheCdlof  a  Prwm. 

Bbatbici  u  diaccwred  adeep  on  a  couek. 

Enter  Bernardo. 

BERNARDO. 

How  gently  slumber  rests  upon  her  &ce! 

like  the  liuit  thoughts  of  some  day  sweedy  spent 

Closing  in  night  and  dreams,  and  so  prolong'd. 

Alter  such  torments  as  she  bore  last  night. 

How  light  and  soA  her  breathing  comes !  Ah,  me ! 

Methinks  that  I  shall  never  sleep  again. 

But  I  must  shake  the  heavenly  dew  of  rest 

From  this  sweet  folded  flower,  thus — wake!  awake! 

What,  sister,  canst  thou  sleep? 

BEATRICE  ( awaking). 

I  was  just  dreaming 
That  we  were  all  in  F&radise.    Thou  knowest 
This  cell  seems  like  a  kind  of  Paradise 
After  our  father's  presence. 

BERNARDO. 

Dear,  dear  sister. 
Would  that  thy  dream  were  not  a  dream !  O,  God! 
How  shaU  I  tell  ? 

BEATRICE. 

What  wouldst  thou  tell,  sweet  brother? 

BERNARDO. 

Look  not  so  calm  and  happy,  or,  even  whilst 
I  stand  considering  what  I  have  to  say. 
My  heart  will  break. 

BEATRICE. 

See  now,  thou  makest  me  weep ; 
How  very  friendless  thou  wouldst  be,  dear  child, 
If  I  were  dead !  Say  what  then  hast  to  say. 

BERNARDO. 

They  have  confess'd ;  they  could  endure  no  more 
The  tortures — 

BEATRICE. 

Ha!  What  was  there  to  confess? 
They  must  have  told  some  weak  and  wicked  lie 


To  flatter  their  tormealon.    Have  they  said 
That  they  were  guiliy  t  O  white  InDoc«iioe ! 
That  thou  shouldst  wear  the  mask  of  guilt  to  hide 
Thine  awful  and  serenest  countenance 
Fnim  thoae  who  know  thee  noti 

« 

Enter  Judge  with  Lucretia  and  Giaoomo,  guudei 

Ignoble  heaili! 
For  some  brief  spasms  of  pain,  whidi  are  at  lesst 
As  mortal  as  die  limba  through  which  they  pass, 
Are  centuries  of  hig^  splendor  laid  in  dust  ? . 
And  that  eternal  honor  which  ahould  live 
Sunlike,  above  the  reek  of  mortal  fame,    . 
Changed  to  a  mockery  and  a  byword  ?  What' 
Will  you  give  up  these  bodies  to  be  dragg'd 
At  horses'  heels, -ao  that  our  hair  should  sweep 
The  footsteps  of  the  vain  and  senseless  crowd. 
Who,  that  Uiey  may  make  our  calamity 
Their  worship  and  their  spectacle,  will  leave 
The  churches  and  Ihe  theatres  as  void 
As  their  own  hearts  ?  Shall  the  light  multitude 
Fling,  at  their  choice,  curses  or  faded  pity. 
Sad  funeral  flowers  to  deck  a  Uving  corpse, 
Upon  us  as  we  pass  to  pass  away. 
And  leave — ^what  memory  of  our  having  been? 
Infamy,  blood,  tenor,  despair?  0  thou. 
Who  wert  a  mother  to  the  perenlleas. 
Kill  not  thy  ehild !  Let  not  her  wrongs  kill  Ihee ! 
Brother,  lie  down  with  me  upon  the  jack. 
And  let  us  each  be  silent  as  a  corpse ; 
It  soon  will  be  as  soA  as  any  grave. 
'Tis  but  the  falsehood  it  can  wring  from  fear 
Makes  the  rack  cruel. 

OfACOMO. 

They  will  t^  the  tralh 
Even  from  thee  at  last,  those  cruel  pains : 
For  pity 's  sake,  say  thou  art  guilty  now. 

lucretia. 

O,  speak  the  truth !  Let  us  all  quickly  die ; 
And  afier  death,  God  is  our  judge,  not  they ; 
He  will  have  mercy  on  us. 

BERNARDO. 

'     If  indeed 
It  can  be  true,  say  so,  dear  sitter  mine ; 
And  then  the  Pope  will  surely  pardon  you. 
And  all  be  well 

judge. 

Confess,  or  I  will  warp 
Your  limbs  wi^  such  keen  tortures — 

BEATRICE. 

Toitures'  Tnim 
The  rack  henceforth  into  a  spinning-wheel ! 
Torture  your  dog,  tliat  he  may  tell  when  last 
He  lapp'd  the  blood  his  master  shed — ^not  me ! 
My  pangs  are  of  the  mind,  end  of  die  heart, 
And  of  the  soul ;  ay,  of  the  mmost  soul,     . 
Which  weeps  within  tears  as  of  burning  gall 
To  sec,  in  this  ill  world  where  none  are  true. 
My  kindred  false  to  their  deserted  selves, 
And  with  considering  all  the  v^Tetched  life 
Which  I  have  lived,  and  its  how  wretched  end. 
And  the  small  justice  shown  by  Heaven  snd  Eaitii 
To  me  or  mine ;  and  what  a  tyrant  thou  ait, 
And  what  slaves  these ;  and  what  a  world  we  mak« 
The  oppressor  and  the  oppress'd — such  pangs  compel 
My  answer.   What  is  it  thou  wouldst  with  me  f 
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tvnta. 

AK  thoa  not  guilty  of  thy  father's  death  7 

BEATRIOX. 

Or  wilt  thou  mther.  tax  high-judging  God 

That  he  pemitted  such  an  act  «s  that 

Which  I  have  soflerM,  and  which  he  beheld ; 

Made  it  onatterable,  and  took  from  it 

AU  refuge,  aU  revenge,  all  oonaequence. 

But  that  which  thou  hast  call'd  my  fiiihef's  death  t 

Which  ifl  or  ia  not  what  men  call  a  crim^ 

Which  either  I  have  done,  or  have  not  done  ;- 

Say  what  ye  wilL    I  shall  deny  no  more. 

If  ye  deaire  it  thoii.  thus  let  it  be. 

And  so  an  end  Of  all.    Now  do  your  will ; 

"So  other  paina  shall  force  another  word. 

JUJKtE. 

She  is  convicted,  but  has  not  confflis*d. 

Be  it  enough.    Until  their  final  sentence 

Let  none  have  converse  with  them.  You,  young  lord. 

Linger  not  here ! 

BEATRICS. 

O,  tear  him'  not  avray ! 

JUDOS.     , 

Guaida!  do  your  duty. 

SKRNABDO  (cmAroong-  Bkatkicv). 

Oh !  would  yd  divide 
Body  fiom  soul  I 

oraicER. 
That  is  the  headsman's  busineosi 

tJBceitnf  oS  hui  Lucektia,  BsATiuoiB  and  Giacomo. 

GLACOMO. 

HaTe  I  oonfess'd  ?   Is  it  all  over  now  ? 

No  hope !  No  refuge !  O,  weak,  wicked  tongue 

Which  hiist  destroy^  me,  would  t^at  tliou  hadstbeen 

Cut  out  and  thrown  to  <log8  first!   To  have  kiU'd 

My  fiither  first,  and  then  betrayed  my  sister ; 

Ay,  diee !  the  one  thing  innocent  and  pure 

In  this  black  guilty  world,  to  that  which  I 

So  well  deserve !   My  wife !  my  little  ones ! 

Destitute,  helpless ;  and  I— Father!  God! 

Canst  thou  ibi^ve  even  the  unforgiving. 

When  their  fiiU  hearts  break  thus,  thus! — 

[Covers  ku  face  and  weepg. 

LDCRSTIA. 

O,  my  child ! 
To  what  a  dreadful  end  are  we  all  come ! 
Why  did  I  yield  7   Why  did  I  not  sustain 
Those  torments  7  Oh  !  that  I  were  all  dissolved 
Into  these  fast  and  unavisiling  tears, 
Which  flow  and  feel  not ! 
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BEATRICE. 

What  'twas  weak  to  do, 
*Tis  weaker  to  lament,  once  being  done ; 
Take  cheer!   The  God  who  knew  my  wrong,  and 

made 
Our  speedy  act  the  angel  of  his  wrath. 
Seems,  and  but  seems  to  havn  abandon'd  us. 
Let  us  not  think  that  we  shall  die  for  this. 
Brother,  sit  near  me ;  give  me  your  firm  hand. 
You  had  a  manly  heart    Biear  up !  bear  up ! 
Oh !  dearest  Lady,  put  your  gentle  head 
Upon  m^  lap,  and  try  to  sleep  awhile : 
Your  eyes  look  pale,  hollow,  and  overworn, 
^^h  heaviness  of  watching  and  slow  grief! 
Come,  1  will  sing  you  some  low,  sleepy  tune. 
Not  cheerful,  nor  yet  sad ;  some  dull  old  thing. 
Some  outworn  and  unused  old  monotony. 


Such  as  our  country  gossips  sing  and  spin, 
Till  they  abnost  forget  they  live :  lie  down ! 
So,  that  will  da    Have  I  forgot  the  vi'oids  7 
Faith !  they  are  sadder  than  I  thought  they  were 

.  430NO. 

False  fnend,  wilt  thou  smile  or  weep 
When  my  life  is  laid  asleep  7 
Little  cares  for  a  smile  or  a  tear. 
The  day-cold  corpee  upon  the  bier! 

Farawell!  Heigh  ho! 

What  is  thia  whisper  low  7 
There  is  a  snake  in  thy  smile,  my  dear ; 
And  hitter  poison  within  thy  tear. 

Sweet  Sleep !  were  Death  like  to  thee. 
Or  if  thou  couldst  mortal  be, 
I  would  close  these  eyes  of  pain ; 
When  to  wake  7    Never  again. 

O World!  fiu«weU! 

Listen  to  the  passing  bell! 
It  says,  thou  and  I  most  part, 
With  a  light  and  a  heavy  heart 

[7%e  K^Me  cloiei. 


SCENE  IV, 

A  HaB  of  the  Prisoit, 

Enter  Camillo  and  BERNAano. 

OAKILLa 

The  Pope  is  stem ;  not  to  be  moved  or  bent 

He  look'd  as  c4lm  and  keen  as  is  the  engine 

Which  tortures  and  which  kills,  exempt  itself 

From  aught  that  it  inflicts ;  a  marble  form, 

A  rite,  a  law,  a  custom :  not  a  man. 

He  frown*d,  as  if  to  frown  had  been  the  trick 

Of  his  machinery,  on  the  advocates 

Presenting  the  defences,  which  he  tore 

And  threw  behind,  muttering  with  hoarse,  harsh  voice 

•*  Which  among  ye  defended  their  old  fiither 

Kill'd  in  his  sleep 7"    Then  fo  another:  "Thou 

Dost  this  in  virtue  of  thy  place ;  'tis  well." 

He  tum*d  to  me  then;  looking  deprecation, 

And  said  these  three  words,  coldly :  -  They  must  die.' 

BERNARDO. 

And  yet  3rou  left  him  not  ?   ^ 

CAMILLO. 

I  ui^ged  him  still ; 
Pleading,  as  I  couM  guess,  the  devilish  wnmg 
Which  prompted  your  unnatural  parent's  death: 
And  he  replied,  **  Paolo  Santa  Croce 
Murder'd  his  mother  yester-evening. 
And  he  is  fled.     Parricide  grows  so  rife 
That  soon,  for  some  just  cause  no  doubt,  the  young 
Will  strangle  ue  all,  dozing  in  our  chain. 
Authority,  and  power,  and  hoary  hair 
Are  grown  crimes  capital.     You  are  my  nephew, 
You  come  to  ask  their  pardon ;  stay  a  moment; 
Here  is  their  sentence ;  never  see  me  more 
Till,  to  the  letter,  it  be  all  fulfiU'd.' 


tt 


BERNARDO. 

O,  God,  not  80 !  I  did  believe  indeed 
That  all  you  said  was  but  sad  preparation 
For  happy  news.    O,  there  are  words  and  looks 
To  bend  the  sternest  purpose !  Once  I  knew  them, 
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Now  I  forged  ihem  at  my  dearest  need. 

What  think  you  if  I  seek  him  out,  and  bathe 

Hm  feet  and  robe  with  hot  and  bitter  tears  ? 

Importone  him  with  prayers,  vexir^  his  brain 

With  my  perpetual  criesi  until  in  rage 

He  strike  roe  with  his  pastoral  cross,  and  trample 

Upon  my  prostrate  head,  so  that  my  blood 

May  stain  the  senseless  dust  on  which  he  treads. 

And  remorse  waken  mercy  ?  ,1  will  do  it ! 

O,  wait  till  I  return!  [JZiuAct  cut 

CAUILLO. 

Alas !  poor  boy ! 
A  wreck^devoted  seaman  thus  might  pray 
To  the  deaf  sea. 

^nier  Ldcketia,  BxAtRicK  and  Giacomo,  guarded. 

BEATRICE. 

1  hardly  dare  to  fear 

l*hat  thou  bring'st  other  news  than  a  just  pardon. 

CAHILLO. 

May  God  in  heaven  be  less  inexorable 

To  the  Pope's  prayen,  than  he  has  been  to  mine. 

Here  is  the  sentence  and  the  wamnt' 


BEATRICE  (tOtZtSy). 


Oh, 


My  God !  Can  it  be  possible  I  have 

To  die  so  suddenly !  So  young  to  go 

Under  the  obscure,  cold,  rotting,  wormy  gioond  I 

To  be  nail'd  down  into  a  narrow  place ; 

To  see  no  more  sweet  sunshine ;  hear  no  more 

BUthe  voice  of  living  thing ;  muse  not  again 

Upon  fiimiliar  thoughts,  sad,  yet  thus  lost 

How  fearful !  to  be  nothing !  or  to  be — 

Whal  ?  O^  where  am  I  ?  Let  me  not  go  mad ! 

Sweet  Heaven,  forgive  weak  thoughts !    if  there 

should  be 
No  God,  no  Hea%'en,  no  Earth  in  the  void  world ; 
The  wide,  gray,  lampless,  deep-  unpeopled  world ! 
If  all  things  then  should  be— -my  father's  spirit 
His  eye,  his  voice,  his  touch  surrounding  me ; 
The  atmosphere  and  breath  of  my  dead  Ufe ! 
If  sometimes,  as  a  shape  more  like  himself. 
Even  the  form  which  tortured  me  on  earth, 
Mask'd  in  gray  hairs  and  wrinkles,  he  should  oome 
And  wind  me  in  his  hellish  arms,  and  fix ' 
His  eyes  on  mine,  and  drag  mo  down,  down,  down ! 
For  was  he  not  alone  omnipotent 
On  Earth,  and  ever  present  ?  even  though  dead. 
Does  not  his  spirit  live  in  all  that  breathe, 
And  work  for  me  and  mine  still  the  same  ruin, 
Scorn,  pain,  despair  ?  Who  ever  yet  retum'd 
To  teach  the  laws  of  death's  untrodden  realm  ? 
Ui^ost  perhaps  as  those  which  drive  us  now, 
O,  whither,  wluther  7 

LUCRETIA. 

Trust  in  God's  xweel  love, 
The  tender  promises  of  Christ :  ere  night 
Think  we  shall  bo  in  Paradise. 

BEATRICE. 

Tis  pos^! 
Whatever  comes'  my  heart  shall  sink  no  more. 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  your  words  strike  chill : 
How  tedious,  false  and  cold  seem  all  things.     I 
Have  met  with  much  injustice  in  this  world ; 
No  difference  has  been  made  by  God  or  man. 
Or  any  power  moulding  my  wretched  lot, 
Twixt  good  or  evil,  as  regarded  me. 


I  am  cnt  off  from  the  only  world  I  know, 

From  light,  and  life,  and  love,  in  youth's  sWeet  prima 

You  do  well  telling  me  lo  tnist  in  God, 

I  hope  I  do  trust  in  him.    Iii  whom  else 

Can  any  trust?  'And  yet  my  heart  is  cold. 

[During  the  latter  gpeeches  Giacomo  hat  retuti 

converting  ic^  Cavillo,  who  nimgaea  out 

GiACOVo  ftJixmees. 

GIAOOMO. 

Know  you  not,  Motheiv-^Siiter,  know  ytn  nat  t 
Bernardo  even  now  has  gone  to  implore 
The  Pope  to  grant  our  pardohi. 

LUCKETIA. 

Child,  perfaapa 
It  will  be  grante<}.'    We  may  all  then  live 
To  moke  these  woe6  a  tale  fbr  distant  years : 
O,  what  a  thought !  It  gushes  to  my  he^ 
like  the  warm  Mood. 

BEATRICE. 

Yet  both  will  soon  be  ooM. 
O,  trample  out  that  thought !   Worse  than  despair, 
WorK  than  the  bitterness  of  death,  is  hope : 
It  is  the  only  ill  which  can  find  place 
Upon  the  giddy,  sharp  and  narrow  hoar 
Tottering  beneath  us.    Plead  with  the  swift  frost 
That  it  should  spare  the  eldest  fk>wer  of  spring: 
Plead  widi  awakening  Earthquake,  o'er  whose  coodi 
Even  now  a  city  stands,  stroi^,  fair,  and  free ; 
Now  stench  and  blackness  yawns,  like  death.    O 

plead 
With  famine,  or  wind-walking  Pestilence, 
Blind  lightning,  or  the  deaf  sea,  not  with  man ! 
Cruel,  cold,  formal  man ;  righteous  in  words. 
In  deeds  a  Cain^     No,  mother,  we  must  die : 
Since  such  is  the  reward  of  innocent  lives ; 
Such  The  alleviation  of  woist  wrongs, 
And  whilst  our  murderers  live,  and  hard,  eold  men, 
Snuling  and  slow,  walk  through  a  worid  of  tears 
To  death  as  to  life's  sleep;  'twere  just  the  grave 
Were  some  strange  joy  for  us.  Come,  obscure  Death 
And  wind  me  in  thine  all-embracing  arms ! 
Like  a  fond  mother  hide  me  fai  thy  bosom. 
And  rock  me  to  the  sleep  from  which  none  wake. 
Live  ye,  who  live,  sutgect  to  one 'another 
As  we- were  once,  who  bow — 

Bernardo  ritsAe*  in. 

t 

BERNARDO. 

Oh,  horrible ! 
That  tears,  that  looks,  that  hope  pour'd  forth  in  prayer 
Even  till  the  heart  is  vacant  and  despairs, 
Should  all  be  vain !  The  ministers  of  death 
Are  waiting  round  the  doors..    I  thought  I  saw 
Blood  on  the  face  of  one — what  if  'twere  fancy? 
Soon  the  heart's  blood  of  all  I  love  on  earth 
Will  sprinkle  him,  and  he  will  wipe  it  off 
As  if  'twere  bply  rain.    O,  life !  O,  world! 
Cover  me !  let  roe  be  no  more !  To  see 
That  perfect  mirror  of  pure  innocence 
Wherein  I  gazed,  and  grew  happy  and  good. 
Shiver'd  to  dust!   To  see  thee,  Beatrice, 
Who  made  all  lovely  thou  didst  look  upon — 
Thee,  light  of  life— nlead,  dork!  while  1  say«  su 
To  hear  I  have  no  sister;  and  thou,  mother. 
Whose  love  was  as  a  bond  to  all  our  loi 
Dead !   The  sweet  bond  broken ! 
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Eider  CAtatJja  mid  Ovard$. 

They  codm)  !  Let  me 
Kifls  thofltf  tnum  lipv  before  their  crimBOn  leaves 
Are  blighted — %vliit»— cold.    %y  ierewell,  befiAre 
Death  chokes  that  gentle"  voioe !  O  let  me  hear 
Toa  speak ! 

■KATAfCIC. 

Farewell,  my  tender  Inother.    Thmk 
Of  our  eid  fate  wttii  gehtlenesi,  as  now : 
And  let  mild)  pitying  tbonghts  lighten  for  thee 
Thy  sonow's  loaid.    Err  not  hi  hamh  despair, 
Bat  tean  and  patience.    One  thing  more,  my  child, 
For  thine  own  sake  be  oonirihnt  to  the  love 
Thoa  bearest  as ;  and  to  the  fidih  that  T, 
Though  wmpt  in  a  strange  cloud  of  crime  and 

shame,  ^ 

jived  ever  holy  and  mslain'd.    And  diongh 
111  tongnea  shall  wound  fne».and  our  common  name 
Be  as  a  mark  stampM  on  thine  innocent  brow 


For  men  to  point  at  as  they  pea,  do  thod 
Forbear,  and  never  think  a  thought  unkind 
Of  thoae  who  perhaps  love  thee  in  their  graves. 
So  mayest  ihoa  die  as  I  do ;  fear  and  pain 
Being  subdoed.    Farewell !  Farewell  I  Farewell ! 

BXftlfAADO. 

I  cannot  say  fiiiewell ! 

OAlilLLO. 

O,  Lady  Beatrice ! 

BEAtRICE. 

Crive  younelf  no  unnecesMry  pain,  \ 

My  dear  Lord  Cardinal.    Here,  moUier,  tie 
My  girdle  for  me,  and  bind  up  this  hair  \ 

In  any  simple  knot;  ay,  that  does  well. 
And  yours  I  see  is  coming  down.    How  oflev 
Have  we  done  this  for  one  another !  now       ^ 
We  shall  not  do  it  any  more.    My  Lord, 
We  are  quite  ready.    Well,  'tis  very  weQ. 


Ilrenuthettfii  CStt iHmttTir ; 

A  LYRICAL  DRAMA,  IN  POUR  ACTa 

I 

Audiine  Ium,  Amphiaras,  sab  tsiram  aliditet 


PREFACE. 


Thx  Greek  tragic  writen,  in  selecting  as  their  sufcgect 
any  portion  of  their  naticmal  history  or  mythology, 
employed  in  their  treatment  of  it  a  certain  arbitrary 
discretion.  They  by  no  means  conceived  themselves 
bound  to  adhere  to  the  common  interpretation,  or  to 
imitate  in  story  as  in  title  their  rivals  and  predeces- 
sors. Such  a  system  would  have  amounted  to  a 
resignadon  of  those  claims  to  preference  over  their 
compedtois  which  incited  the  composidon..  The 
Agamemnonion  story  was  exhibited  on  the  Athenian 
theatre  with  as  many  variations  as  dramas. 

I  have  presumed  to  employ  a  similar  license.  The 
**  Prometheus  Unbound'*  of  .^schylus  supposed  the 
reconciliation  of  Jupiter  with  his  victim  as  the  price 
of  the  disclosure  of  the  danger  threatened  to  his 
empire  by  the  consummation  of  ]iis  marriage  with 
Thetis.  Thetis,  according  to  this  view  of  the  subject, 
was  given  in  marriage  to  Peleus,  and  Prometheus, 
by  the  permission  of  Jupiter,  delivered  frem  his  cap- 
tivity by  Hercules.  Had  1  framed  my  story  on  this 
model,  I  should  have  done  no  more  than  have  at- 
tempted to  restore  the  lost  drama  of  iEschylus ;  an 
ambition,  which,  if  my  preference  to  this  mode  of 
treating  the  subject  had  incited  me  to  cherish,  the 
recollection  of  the  high  comparison  such  an  attempt 
would  challenge  might  well  abate.  But,  in  truth,  I 
was  averae  from  a  catastrophe  so  feeble  as  that  of 
reconciling  the  Champion  with  the  Oppreswr  of  roan- 
kind.  The  moml  interest  of  the  fable,  which  is  so 
po^rerfully  sustained  by  the  sufferings  and  endurance 
of  Prometheus,  would  be  annihilated  if  we  could 
conceive  of  him  as  unsaying  his  high  language  and 
quailing  beibre  bis  successful  and  perfidious  adver- 


sary. The  only  imaginary  being  resembling  in  any 
degree  Prometheus,  is  Satan ;  and  Prometheus  is,  in 
my  judgment,  a  more  poetical  character  than  Satan 
because,  in  addition  to  courage,  and  majesty,  and  firm 
and  patient  opposition  to  omnipotent  force,  he  is  sos- 
cepdble  of  being  described  as  exempt  fiom  the  taints 
of  ambition,  envy,  revenge,  and  a  desire  for  person^ 
aggrandisement,  which*  in  the  Hero  of  Paradise  Lost, 
interfere  with  the  interest  The  character  of  Satan 
engenders  in  the  mind  a  pernicious  caaoistry,  which 
leads  us  to  weigh  his  faults  with  his  wrongs,  and  to 
excuse  the  former  because  the  latter  exceed  all  mea- 
sure. In  the  minds  of  those  who  consider  that  raaf^ 
nifioent  fiction  with  a  religious  feeling,  it  engenders 
something  worse.  But  Promedieus  is,  as  it  were, 
the  type  of  the  highest  perfection  of  moral  and  intel- 
lectual nature,  impelled  by  the  purest  and  the  truest 
motives  to  the  best  and  noblest  ends. 

This  Poem  was  chiefly  written  upon  the  mountain 
ous  ruins  of  the  Baths  of  Caraealla,  among  Ihd 
flowery  glades,  and  tiiickets  of  odoriferous  bloswm- 
ing  trees,  which  are  extended  in  ever>windhig  laby- 
rinths upon  its  immense  platforms  and  dizzy  arehes 
suspended  in  the  air.  The  bright  blue  sky  of  Rome, 
and  the  efilect  of  the  vigorous  awakening  spring  in 
that  divinest  climate,  and  the  new  life  with  which  it 
douches  the  spirits  even  to  intoxication,  were  the 
inspiration  of  this  drama. 

The  imagery^  which  I  have  employed  Will  btt 
found,  in  many  instances,  to  have  been  drawn  fiom 
the  operations  of  the  human  mind,  cur  fhim  those  Ok 
temal  actions  by  which  they  are  expressed.  This  is 
unusual  in  modem  poetry,  although  Dante  and  Shak- 
speare  are  full  of  instances  of  the  same  kind  .*  Dante 
indeed  more  than  any  other  poet,  and  with  greater 
success.  But  the  Greek  poets,  as  writers  to  whom  no 
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TMource  of  awakening  tho  sympathy  of  their  oon- 
temporaries  was  unknown,  were  in  the  habitual  use 
of  this  power ;  and  it  is  the  study  of  their  works 
(since  a  higher  merit  would  probably  be  denied  me), 
to  which  I  am  willing  that  my  readers  should  impatp 
this  singularity. 

One  word  is  due  in  candor  to  the  degree  in  which 
the  study  of  contemporary  writings  may  have  tinged 
my  composition,  for  such  has  been  a  topic  of  censure 
with  regaid  to  poems  fiu*  more  popular,  and  indeed 
more  deservedly  popular,  than  mine.  It  is  impossible 
that  any  one  who  inhabits  the  same  age  with  such 
writers  as  those  who  stand  in  the  foremost  ranks  of 
our  own,  can  conscientiously  assure  himself  that  his 
language  and  tone  of  thought  may  not  have  been 
modified  by  the  study  of  the  productions  of  those  ex- 
traordinary intellects.  It  is  true,  that,  not  the  spirit 
of  their  genius,  but  the  forms  in  which  it  has  mani- 
fested itself,  are  due  less  to  the  peculiarities  of  their 
own  minds  than  to  the  peculiarity  of  the  moral  and 
intellectual  condition  of  the  minds  among  which  they 
have  been  produced.  Thus  a  number  of  winters 
possess  the  form,  whilst  they  want  the  spirit  of  thoe^ 
whom,  it  is  alleged,  they  imitate ;  because  the  former 
is  the  endowment  of  the  age  in  which  they  live,  and 
the  latter  must  be  the  unoommunicated  lightning  of 
dieir  own  mind. 

The  peculiar  style  of  intense  and  comprehensive 
imagery  which  distinguishes  the  modem  literature 
of  England,  has  not  been,  as  a  general  power,  the 
product  of  the  imitation'  of  ahy  particolar  writer. 
The  mass  of  capabilities  remains  at  every  period 
materially  the  same ;  the  circumstances  which  awaken 
it  to  action  pei)>etually  change.  If  England  were 
divided  into  for^  tepubUcs,  each  equal  in  population 
and  extent  to  Athens,  there  is  no  reason  to  suppose 
but  that,  under  institutions  not  more  perfect  than 
those  of  Athens,  each  would  produce  philosophers 
and  poets  equal  to  those  who  (if  we  except  Shak- 
•peare)  have  never  been  surpassed.  We  owe  the 
great  writers  of  the  golden  age  of  our  literature  to 
that  fervid  awakening  of  the  public  mind  which 
•hook  to  dust  the  oldest  and  most  oppressive  form  of 
the  Christian  religion.  We  owe  Milton  to  the  pro- 
grew  and  development  of  the  same  spirit:  the  sacred 
Afilton  was,  let  it  ever  be  remembered,  a  republican, 
and  a  bold  inquirer  into  morals  and  religion.  The 
great  writers  of  our  own  age  are,  we  have  reason 
to  suppose,  the  companions  and  forerunners  of  some 
unimagined  change  in  our  social  condition  or  the 
opinions  which  cement  it'  The  cloud  of  mind  is 
discharging  its  collected  lightning,  and  the  equiUb- 
rium  between  institutions  and  opinions  is  now  re- 
storing, or  is  about  to  be  restored. 

As  to  imitation,  poetry  is  a  mimetic  art.  It  creates, 
but  it  creates  by  oombinatioh  and  representation. 
Poetical  abstractions  are  beautiful  and  new,  not  be- 
cause the  portbns  of  which  they  are  composed  had 
no  previous  existence  in  the  mind  of  man  or  in  nature, 
but  because  the  whole  produced  by  their  combination 
has  some  intelligible  and  beautiful  analogy  with  tii^ 
sources  of  emotion  and  thought,  and  with  the  con- 
temporary condition  of  them  t  one  great  poet  is  a 
masterpiece  of  nature,  which  another  not  only  ought 
to  study  bat  most  study.  He  might  as  wisely  and  as 
easily  detwmina  that  his  mind  should  no  longer  be 


the  mirror  of  all  that  is  lovely  in  the  viable  uni  verse, 
as  exclude  from  his  contemplation  (he  beautiful  which 
exists  in  the  writings  of  a  great  oontemponzy.  The 
pretence  of  doing  it  would  b6  a  presompcioia  in  ai^ 
but  the  greatest;  the  effect,  even  in  him,  would  be 
strained,  unnatural,  and  ineflfectuaL  A  poet  is  the 
combined  product  of  such  internal  povrers  as  Btiodify 
the  nature  of  others;  and  of  such  external  influencei 
as  excite  and  sustain  these  poweis ;  he  is  not  ooe, 
but  both.  Every  man*s  mind  is,  in  this  rennet, 
modified  by  all  the  olg^ts  of  nature  and  art  ;•  by 
every  word  and  every  suggestion  which  he  ever  ad- 
mined  to  act  upon  his  consciousness;  it  is  tbe  nnnor 
upon  which  all  forms  are*  reflected,  and  in  which 
they  compose  one  form.  Poets,  not  otherwise  than 
philosophers,  painters,  sculptors,  and  masicians,  are. 
in  one  sense,  the  creators,  and  in  another,  the  cre> 
ations,  of  their  age.  From  this  sulgection  the  loftiesi 
do  not  escape.  There  is  a  similari^  between  Homer 
and  Hesiod,  between  iEschylus  aiod  Euripides,  be* 
tween  Virgil  and  Horace,  between  Daaie  and  Pe- 
trarch, between  Shakspeare  and  Fletcher,  between 
Dryden  and  Pope ;  each  has  a  gNieric  resemUanoe 
under  which  their  specific  distinctions  are  arranged. 
If  this  similarity  be  the  result  of  imit^oo,  I  am  will- 
ing to  coniess  that  I  have  imitBted, 

Let  this  opportunity  be  conceded  to  me  of  ac- 
knowledging that  I  have^  what  a  Scotch  philosopher 
characteristically  terms,  **  a  passion  for  reforming  the 
world  :**  what  passion  incited  him  to  write  and  pub- 
lish his  book,  he  omiti  to  explain.  For  my  pan,  I 
had  rather  be  damned  with  Plato  and  Lord  Bacon, 
thaii  go  to  Heaven  with  Paley  aiid.MalthusL  But  it 
is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that  I  dedicate  my  poetical 
compositions  solely  to  the  direct  enforcement  of  re- 
form, or  that  I  consider  them  in  any  degree  as  ooo- 
taining  a  reasoned  system  on  the  theory  of  human 
Ufo.  Didactic  poetry  is  my  abhorrence ;  noihir^  can 
be  equally  well  expressed  in  prose  that  is  not  ledioos 
and  supererogatory  in  verse.  My  purpose  has  hitheno 
been  dimply  to  fhmiliarize  the  highly  refined  imagi- 
nation of  die  more  select  classes  of  poetical  readen 
with  beautiful  idealisms  of  Bioral  excellence ;  aware 
that  imtil  the  mind  can  love,  and  admire,  and  trms, 
and  hope,  and  endure,  reasoned  principles  of  moral 
conduct  are  seeds  cast  upon  the  highway  of  lift, 
which  the  uncomcious  passenger  tram^es  into  dust, 
although  diey  would  beer  the  harvest  of  his  bsppi- 
nesSf  Should  I  live  to  accomplish  what  I  purpose 
that  is,  produce  a  systematical  history  of  what  ap> 
pear  to  me  to  be  the  genuine  elements  of  human  ao> 
ciety,  let  not  the  advocates  of  injustice  and  super- 
stition flatter  themsdves  that  I  should  take  JBechyloi 
rather  than  Plato  as  ray  model. 

The  having  spoken  of  myself  with  unaflfected  free- 
dom will  need  little  apology  with  the  candid ;  and 
let  the  uncandid  consider  that  they  injure  me  less 
than  their  own  hearts  and  minds  by  misrepcesenta- 
tion.  Whatever  talents  a  person  may  poosea  to 
amuse  and  instruct  others,  be  they  ever  so  inconsider- 
able, he  is  yet  bound  to  exert  them :  if  hb  attempt 
be  inefiectual,  let  the  punbhment  of  an  utiacccm- 
plished  purpose  have  been  suflScieot;  let  nohe  trouble 
themselves  to  heap  the  dust  of  oblivion  upon  his 
efibrts;  the  pile  they  raise  will  betray  his  grave, 
which  might  otherwise  have  been  unkxiowiu 
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PROMETHETJS  UNBOUND. 


ACT  I. 

ScKWE,  a  Rmine  vf  Icf  RaAs  in  Hie  JMian  Caum^ 
Proksthkos  u  ditcenered  bound  to  the  Prod' 
Pamthxa  and  Ionk  are  aeaUd  al  kit  feet 
Tune,  i>^At   Jhaing  tfte  iSceiie»  Morning  dowly 
hFeake. 

.  rROMKTHZUS. 

MoN akch  of  Goda  and  I>eiiioiu,  and  aU  Spirito 
But  One,  who  throng  thote  bright  and  rolling  worida 
Which  Thoa  and  I  ajone  of  Uving  thinga 
Behold  with  sleepleas  eyea !  regard  thia  Earth, 
Made  multitudinoua  with  thy  alavea,  whom  thou 
Requiteat  lor  knee-worahip,  pi^yer,  and  praiae» 
And  toil,  and  hecatomba  of  broken  hearts. 
With  fear  and  aeliHSontempt  and  banen  hope. 
Whilst  me,  who  am  thy  fiie,  eyeleaa  in  hate, 
Haat  thou  made  reign  and  triumph,  to.  Ihy  acom, « 
O'er  mine  own  miaery  and  thy  vain  revenge. 
Three  thouaaiid  yeara  of  aleep'Unshelter'd  houra, 
And  noomenla  aye  divided  by  keen  panga 
Till  they  aeem*d  yean,  torturo  and  aolitude, 
Scom  and  despair, — theae  are  mine  empire, 
More  glorious  far  than  that  which  thou  aurveyeet 
From  thine  unenvied  throne,  O,  Mighty  God ! 
Almighty,  had  I  deign'd  to  share  the  shame 
Of  ihine  ill  tyranny,  and  hung  not  here 
NailM  t»  this  wall  of  eagle-baffling  mountam, 
Black,  wintry,  dead,  unmeasured ;  without  herb. 
Insect,  or  h&uA,  or  shape  or  sound  of  life. 
Ah  me,  alas !  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever ! 

No  change,  no  pause,  no  hope  I    Yet  I  endure. 
1  ask  the  Earth,  have  not  the  mountains  felt  f 
I  ask  yon  Heaven,  the  all-beholding  Sun, 
Has  it  not  seen  !   The  Sea,  in  storm  or  calm. 
Heaven's  evep«hanging  Shadow,  spread  below, 
Have  its  deaf  waves  not  heard  my  agony  ? 
Ah  me !  alas,  pain,  pain  ever,  lor  ever ! 

ITie  crawling  glaciers  pierce  me  with  the  spears 
Of  their  mooo-fieezing  crystals ;  the  bry^ht  chains 


Eat  with  their  burning  cold  inta  n^  bones. 
Heaven's  winged  hound,  polluting  fiom  thy  lipa 
His  beak  in  pcnson  not  his  own,  teara  up 
My  he^;  and  shapeless  sights  come  wandering  by^ 
Tba^ghaatly  people  of  the  realm  of  dream, 
MooUng  me:  and  the  Earthquake-fiends  are  charged 
To  wrench  the  rivets  from  my  quivering  wounds 
When  the  rocks  split  and  close  again  behind : 
While  from  their  loud  abyases  howling  throng 
The  genii  of  the  storm,  urging  the  rage 
Of  whirlwind,  and  afflict  me  with  keen  haiL 
And  yet  to  ine  welcome  is  day  and  night, 
Whether  one  breaks  the  hoar  frost  of  the  mom. 
Or  starry,  dim,  and  slow,  the  other  climbs 
The  leaden-color'd  east ;,  for  then  they  lead 
The  wingless,  crawling  houn^  one  among  whom 
— ^As  soBie  dark  Priest  hales  the  reluctant  victim- 
Shall  drag  thee,  cruel  King,  lo  kiss  the  blood 
From  theae  pale  feet,  which  then  mi^^t  trample  tha^ 
If  they  diadain'd  not  auch  a  prostnte  alave. 
Disdain!  Ah  no!  I  pity  thee.    What  ruin 
Will  himt  thee  undefended  through  the  wide  Heaven! 
How  will  thy  soul,  cloven  to  its  depth  with  terror. 
Gape  like  a  heU  within !  I  apeak  in  griel^ 
Not  exultation,  for  I  hate  no  more 
Aa  then,  ere  misery  made  me  wise.    The  cnno 
Onae  breathed  on  thee  I  would  recall.  Ye  Mountains 
Whose  many-voiced  Echoes,  duoogh  die  mist 
Of  cataracts,  flung  the  thunder  of  that  spell ! 
Ye  icy  Springs,  stagnant  with  wrinkling  frocrt. 
Which  vibrated  to  hear  me,  and  then  crept 
Shuddering  through  India !  Thou  serenest  Air, 
Through  which  the  Sun  walks  burning  without  beaina! 
And  ye  swifl  Whirlwinds,  who  on  poised  wings 
Hung  mute  and  moveless  o*er  yon  hush'd  abyia, 
As  thimder,  louder  than  your  own,  maSe  rock 
The  orbed  world !  If  then  my  words  had  power^ 
Though  I  am  changed  so  that  aught  evil  wiah 
Is  dead  within ;  although  no  memory  be 
Of  what  is  hate,  let  them  not  lose  it  now ! 
What  was  that  curse?  for  ye  all  heard  me  speak. 

FIRST  VOICE  :  FROM  THE  MOUNTAINS. 

Thrice  three  hundred  thousand  years 
O'er  the  Earthquake's  couch  we  stood : 

Oft,  as  men  convulsed  with  fears, 
We  trembled  in  our  multitude. 

SBCONU  VOICE:  FROM  THB  tPRINOfl. 

Thunderbolts  had  parch'd  our  water. 
We  had  been  stain'd  with  bitter  blood  . 

And  had  run  mute,  'mid  shrieks  of  alaughter, 
Through  a  city  and  a  aolitude. 

THIRD  VOICE :  FROM  THE  AIR. 

1  had  clothed,  aince  Earth  uprose. 
Its  wastes  in  colors  not  their  own ; 

And  ofl  had  my  serene  repose 
Been  cloven  by  many  a  rending  groan. 

FotniTH  VOICE :  from  the  whirlwinds. 

We  had  soar'd  beneath  these  mountaim 
Unrasting  agea ;  nor  had  thundei. 

Nor  yon  volcano'a  flaming  fountains^ 
Nor  any  power  above  or  under 
Ever  made  us  mute  with  wander. 
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fnurr  ^tmcA 

Bat  never  boW*d  our  nowy  ciert 
Am  at'  the  voice  of  thine  unrest. 


StCOND  VOIOI. 

'  Never  iuch  a  sound  before 
To  the  Indian  waves  we  bore. 
A  pilot  asleep  on  the  howling  sea 
Leap'd  up  from  the  deck  in  agony, 
And  heard,  and  cried,  **  Ah,  woe  is  me  !'* 
And  died  as  mad  as  the  wild  waves  be. 

THUD  VOICE. 

Bf  SQ^  dned  wofdft  iWmi  £ardi  to  Heaven 
Mf  still  reaJm  was  never  riven : 
When  iii  wound  was  clesed,  there  stood 
DsgfcnesB  «'er  the  day  like  blood. 

FOUKTB  VOICK. 

And  we  shrank  baek«  ibr  dreams  of  niiit 
To  fioaaa  caves  our  flight  pursuing 
Made  us  keep  ailenoe— thus— and  lhni^« 
Thougli  silence  is  a  hell  to  us. 

THBXAmTH. 

The  toogueless  Caverns  of  the  craggy  bills 
Cried,  "  Miseiy  !**  then ;  the  hollow  Heaven  replied, 
** Misery!*'  And  the  Ocean's  purple  waves. 
Climbing  the  land,  bowl'd  to  the  lashing  winds. 
And  the  pale  nations  heard  it,  **  Mise/y !" 

PaOMBTHXUS. 

I  hear  a  sound  of  voices :  not  the  voice 
Which  I  gave  forth.    Mother,  thy  sons  and  thou 
Scorn  him,  without  whose  all-enduring  will 
Beneath  the  fierce  omnipotence  of  Jove, 
Both  they  and  thou  had  vanish*d,  like  thin  mist 
Unrolled  on  the  morning  wind.    Know  ye  not  me, 
The  Titan  ?    He  who  made  his  agony 
The  barrier  to  your  else  all-conquering  foe  7 
Oh,  rock-embosom*d  lawns,  and  snow-ied  streams. 
Now  seen  athwart  fiore  vapon,  deep  below. 
Through  whose  o'ershadowing  woods  I  wander'd  once 
With  Asia,  drinking  life  from  her  k)ved  eyes ; 
Why  scorns  the  spirit  which  informs  ye,  now 
To  commune  with  me  ?  me  alone,  who  check'd, 
As  one  who  checks  a  fiend-drawn  charioteer, 
The  &lsebood  and  the  force  of  him  who  reigps 
Supreme,  and  with  the  groans  of  pining  slaves 
Fills  ytmr  dim  glens  and  liquid  wildemeaws : 
Why  answer  ye  not,  still  ?  Brethren ! 

TBK  EARTH. 

They  dare  not 

FR0MBTHBU8. 

Who  dares  ?  for  I  would  hear  that  curse  again. 

Ha !  what  an  awful  whisper  rises  up  \ 

'Tis  scarce  like  sound :  it  tingles  through  the  frame 

As  lightning  tingles,  hovering  ere  it  strike. 

Speak,  SfHrit !  from  thine  inorganic  voice 

I  only  know  that  thou  art  moving  near 

And  love.    How  cursed  I  him  f 

THE  EARTH. 

How  cansft  thou  hear, 
Who  knoweat  not  the  langnage  of  dM  dead  f 

PKOMETHEOB. 

Thou  art  a  living  spirit;  Bpea|L  as  the^^ 


I  dare  not  speak  like  life,  lest  Heaven's  lell  King 
Should  hear,  and  link  me  to  some  wheel  of  pain 
More  torturing  than  the  one  w4iereon  I  rotL 
Subtle  thou  ^  and  good ;  and  thoog^  the  Gods 
Hear  not  this  voice,  yet  thou  art  more  than  Ood, 
Beixig  wise  and  kind :  eamMy  iiealken  now. 

FROMSTHSnS. 

Obieurely  through  my  brain^  like  shadows  dim. 
Sweep  avrful  thoughts,  rapid  and  thick.    I  feel 
Faint,  like  one  mingled  in  entwinii^  lave ; 
Tet  *tis  not  pleasura. 

THE  eaIltb. 

No;  Aou  canst  not  hear : 
Thou  art  imillnM;  and  this  tongne  is  known 
Only  to  those  who  die.' 

FB0HSTHEU8. 

And  what  art  tfaoo. 
O,  melancholy  Votee  f 

THE  EARTH. 

. '  I  am  tiie  Eaalh, 

Thy  mother :  she  vrithin  whose  stony  vems. 
To  the  last  fibre  of  die  loftiest  tree 
Whose  thin  leaves  trembled  in  the  fioaen  air, 
Joy  ran,  as  blood  within  a  living  frame, 
)^en  thou  didst  from  her  bosom,  like  a  doud 
Of  glory;  arise,  a  spirit  of  Iseett  joy ! 
And  at  thy  voice  her  pining  sons  upiiftad 
Their  prostnte  brows  from  the  poHatiiig  dust. 
And  our  almighty  lyranr  with  fierce  dread 
Grew  pale,  until  his  diunder  chained  thee  here. 
Then,  see  those  million  worlds  which  bum  and  roD 
Around  us :  their  inhabitants  beheld 
My  sphered  light  wane  in  wide  Heaven ;  die  sea 
Was'Ufted  by  strange  tempest,  and  new  fire 
From  earthquake-rifted  mountains  of  bright  snow 
Shook  its  portentous  hair  beneadi  Heaven's  frown 
lightning  and  Inundation  vex'd  the  plains  ; 
Blue  thistles  bloom'd  in  cities ;  foodless  toads 
Within  voluptuous  chambers  panting  crawVd ; 
When  Plague  lAd  fidlen  on  man,  and  beast,  and  wonn 
And  Famine ;  and  black  blight  on  herb  and  tree; 
And  in  die  com,  and  vines,  and  meadow-grais, 
Teem'd  ineradicable  poisonous  weeds 
Draimng  their  growth,  for  my  wan  breast  was  diy 
With  grief;  and  die  thin  air,  my  brflath,  was  stained 
With  the  contSLgion  of  a  motiier*s  hate 
Breadied  on  her  child's  destroyer;  aye,  I  heard 
Thycurse,  the  which,  if  thou  remembereat  not, 
Tet  iny  innumerable  seas  and  streams^ 
Mountains,  and  caves,  and  winds,  and  yon  wide  sir, 
And  the  inartictflate  people  of  the  dead. 
Preserve,  a  treasured  spell.    We  meditate 
In  secret  joy  and.  hope  those  dreadfid  words. 
But  dare  not  speak  them. 

PROMXTHEUB. 

Venerable  mother ! 
All  else  who  live  and  sufler  take  from  thee 
Some  comfort ;  flowers,  and  fruiti,  and  happy  sooodi 
And  love,  though  fleeting ;  these  may  not  be  mins* 
But  mine  own  words,  I  pray,  deny  me  not 

THE  EARTH. 

They  shall  be  told.    Ere  Babyhm  wia  dual. 
The  Magus  Zoroaster,  my  dead  child. 
Met  his  own  image  waHong  in  the  gardeiL 
That  raparitioB,  sole  -of  man,  he  saw. 
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For  know  thOT»  wM  two  wortdt  of  Ufy  and  death : 
One  that  whiefatbon  beholdort;  but  the  other 
b  underneath  the  grave,  where  do  iniiabii 
The  shadows  of  all  fbrma  ftat  think  and  live 
TUl  death  unite  them  and  they  part  no  moie ; 
DreaoH  and  the  light  imagjningi  of  man. 
And  all  that  fiuth  creates  or  love  desires, 
Te^ble,  strange,  sablime  and  beaateomi  shapes. 
There  thoii  art,  and  dost  hang,  a'  writhiilg  shade, 
'Mid  whirlwind-peopled  niouniains;  all  the  gods 
Are  there,  and  all  the  powers  of  naqielea  worlds, 
Vast,  sceptred  phantoms ;  heroes,  men,  and  beasts ; 
And  Demogorgon,  a  trenendoufe  gloom ; 
And  he,  th«  snpieme  Tyrant,  on  his  throne 
or  burning  gold.    floBt  one  of  thflM  shall  nttar 
The  corse  which  all  remember.    Call  at  will ' 
Thine  own  ghost,  or  the  ghost  of  Jupiter, 
Hades  or  Typhon,  or  what  mightier  Gods 
From  all-prohfic  Evil,  since  thy  rain 
Have  sprung,  and  trampled  on  my  prostrate  sons. 
Ask,  and  they  mnst  rejdy :  so  the  revenge 
Of  the  Supreme  may  sweep  through  vacant  shades, 
As  rainy  wind  through  the  abandoned  gate 
Of  s  fallen  palace. 

noiiETHKns. 
Mother,  let  net  aught 
Of  that  which  may  be  evil,  pass  again 
My  lips,  or  those  of  aught  resembling  me. 
Phantasm  of  Jupiter,  arise,  appear! 

IOK& 

My  wings  are  folded  o*er  lidne  ears : 

Mf  wings' aito  crowed  o'er  mine  eyes : 
Tet  through  their  silver  shade  appears, 

And  ,thn>ugh  their  lulling  plumes  arise, 
A  Shape,  a  throng  of  sounds ; 

May  it  be  no  ill  Id  thee, 
O  tlou  of  many  wounds ! 
Nsar  whom,  for  our  sweet  sister's  sake. 
Ever  ibua  we  watch  and  wake. 

tANTHKA. 

The  sound  is  of  whirlwind  undeigronnd, 

.'Earthquake,  and  fire,  and  mountains  cloven ; 
The  shape  is  awful  like  the  sound,  . 

Clothed  in  dark  purple,  starjnwoven. 
A  sceptre  of  pale  gold 

To  stay  steps  proud,  o'er  the  slow  cloud 
Ss  veined  hand  doth  hold. 
Cruel  he  looks,  but  calm  and  Strang, 
Like  one  who  does,  not  suflers  wrong. 

rflAMTAOi  OF  jurrrsB. 
yfhy  have  the  secret  powen  of  this  strange  woifd 
Driven  me,  a  trail  and  empty  phantom,  hither 
On  direst  siorms  7  What  nnaccQstom'd  sounds 
Are  hovering  on  my  lips,  unlike  the  voice 
^Vith  which  our  pallid  race  hold  ghastly  talk 
In  darknemf  And,  proud  sufferer,  who  art  thou  ? 

PROMETRBITS. 

1*renendous  Image .'  as  thou  art  must  be 
He  whom  Ihou  shadowest  forth,    t  am  his  foe, 
"^  Titan.    Speak  the  words  which  I  would  hear, 
Although  no  thought  inform  thine  empty  voice. 

TUC  BAftTR. 

^tm !  And  though  your  echoes  most  be  mote, 
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Omy  meuntains,  and  old  woods,  and  haimted  spna^i, 
Pmphetie  oava%  and  iale^urrounding  streams, 
Rigoictt  to  hear  what  yet  ye  cannot  sitoak. 

FBANTASIf. 

A  spirit  semes  me  and  speaks  within : 
It  teen  me  aa  fire  tears  a  thuddeivcloud. 

PANTHS^ 

See,  how  be  lifis  his  mighty  looks,  the  Heayap 
Darkens  above. 

lie  speaka !  O  ahtkir  ma ! 


moinrrBxva. 
I  see  die  cune  on  gestures  proud  and  cold. 
And  looks  of  firm  defiance*  and  calm  hate. 
And  such  despair  as  mocks  itself  with  amilei^ 
Written  as  OD  a  scroll:  yet  speak:  Oh,  speak! 

niANTABIf. 

Fiend,  I  defy  thee!  with  a  calm,  fix'd  mind. 
All  that  thou  oanst  hifliet  I  hid  Uiee  do  ,- 

FoiU  Tyrant  both  of  Gods  and  HwaMm4rf>d< 
6ne  only  being  shalt  thou  not  auhdoe. 

Rain  then  thy  plagues  upon  me  have. 

Ghastly  disaasai  and  fimiiytng  fmt; 

And  let  altemate  fnmt  and  file 

Eat  into  me,  and  be  thine  ire 
lighming,  and  cutting  hail,  and  legmn'^ 
Of  furies,  driving  by  upon  the  worading. 

Ay,  do  thy  worst   Thou  art  omnipotent 
O'er  all  things  but  thyself  I  gave  thee  power. 

And  my  own  wilL    Be  thy  swift  mischieis  sent 
To  Uast  mankind,  from  yon  elliereal  KRVHir* 

Let  thy  malignant  spirit  move     • 

In  daiimess  over  those  I  love : 

On  me  and  mine  I  imprecale  . 

ITie  utmost  torture  of  thy  hatei ; 
And  thus  devote  to  sleepless  agooy, 
This  undeclining  head  while  thou  mutt  rs^on  ] 


But  thou,  who  art  the  God  and  Lord:  O,  fiiaa. 
Who  fillest  with  thy  soul  this  virorld  of  woe. 

To  whom  all  things  of  Earth  and  HeaVen  do  bow 
In  foar  and  worship:  all-prevailing  foe! 

I  curse  thee !  let  a  suflerer's  curse 

Clasp  thee,  his  torturer,  like  remofse; 

Till  thine  Infinity  shall  be 

A  robe  of  envenom*d  agony ; 
And  thine  Omnipotence  a  crown  of  pain. 
To  ding  like  burning  gold  round  thy  dissolving  bnin. 

Heap  on  thy  soul,  by  virtue  of  this  Cuipa, 

111  deeds,  then  be  thou  damn*d,  beholding  good ; 
Both  infinite  as  is  the  universe, 

And  thou,  and  thy  self-torturing  soUtwdy. 
An  awful  image  of  calm  power 
Though  now  thou  sittest,  let  the  hour 
Come,  when  thou  must  appear  to  be 
That  which  thou  art  internally. 
And  after  many  a  false  and  fmitlem  criipe. 
Scorn  tBBOk  ihy  lagging  fidi  through  boundleos  wp^/pf 
and  time. 


Weie  these  ny  wMds.  O  Fhrent4 
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THB  SAITH. 

They  were  diine. 

FR0MITRBU8. 

It  doth  repent  me :  Tvords  are  quick  and  yaia : 
Grief  Ibr  awhile  ia  blind,  Aid  bo  was  mine. 
I  wish  no  living  thing  to  sofier  pain. 

THE  EARTH. 

ftCflery,  Oh  i&iflery  to  me. 
That  Jove  at  length  should  vanquish  thee^ 
Wail,  howl  aloud,  Land  and  Seo» 
The  Hearth's  rent  heart  shall  answer  ye. 
Howl.  Spirits  of  the  living  and  the  dead, 
Your  refuge,  your  defence  lies  &]len  and  vaiih 
quiished. 

Fiiurr  ECHO. 
liei  fidlen  and  vanquished ! 

BBOOND  ECHO. 

Fallen  and  vanquished ! 

<  lONE. 

Fear 'not :  t  is  but  some  passing  spasm. 

The  Titan  is  unvanquish'd  still. 
But  see,  where  through  the  axnre  chasm 

Of  yoD  fork'd  and  snowy  hill 
Trampling  the  dant  winds  on  high 

With  golden-sandall'd  feet,  that  glow 
Under  plumes  of  purple  dye, 
like  roae^nsanguined  ivoiy, 

A  Shape  comes  now. 
Stretching  on  high  finom  his  right  hand 
A  serpentKnnctured  wand. 

PANTHEA. 

Tis  Jove's  worid-wandering  herald.  Mercury. 

lONE. 

And  who  are  diose  with  hydra  trosses 
And  iron  wings  that  climb  the  wind,- 

Whom  the  frowning  God  reprosaca 
like  vapors  steaming  up  behind, 

Clanging*  loud,  an  endless  crowd — 

These  are  Jove's  tempest-walking  hooiida, 
Whom  he  gluts  with  groans  and  blood. 
When  charioted  on  sulphurous  dimd 

He  bursts  Heaven's  bounds. 

lONE.. 

Are  they  now  led,  fiom  the  thin  dead 
On  new  pangs  to  be  &d  f 

PANTHEA. 

The  Titan  looks  as  ever,  firm,  not  proud. 


Ha!  I  scent  life. 


FIRST  FORT. 
SECONP  FORT. 

Let  me  but  look  into  his  eyes  I 


THIRD  FURT. 

Hie  hope  of  torturing  him  smells  like  a  heap 
Of  corpses,  to  a  death-bird  after  battle. 

FIRST  F17RY. 

Dwest  thou  delay,  O  Herald!  take  cheer,  Hoondf 


Of  HeU:  what  if  the  Son  of 

Should  make  us  food  and  sport— who  can  pleaae  kog 

Ilie  Omnipotent  t 

MERCURT* 

Beck  to  yocdr  towers  of  iron. 
And  gnash  betfde  the  streams  of  fire,  and  wail 
Your  fiwdlesa  teeth.    Geiyon,  arise !  and  Goigoo, 
Chimnra,  and  thou  Sphinx,  subtlest  of  fiends. 
Who  minister'd  to  Thebei  Heaven's  poison*d  wine. 
Unnatural  love,  and  more  unnatural  hate  : 
Theae  shall  perform  your  task. 


We  die  with  our 


FIRST  FURY. 

Oh,  mercy!  meiey 
:  diiva  OS  not  back! 


MEROITRY. 


Crouch  then  in  silence. 

Awful  Snfierer! . 
To  thee  unwilling,  most  unwillingly 
I  come,  by  the  great  Failier's  will  driven  down. 
To  execute  ajdoom  of  new  revenge. 
Alas!  I  pity  thee,  and  hate  myself 
That  I  can  do  no  more :  aye  from  thy  sight 
Returning,  for  a  season,  Heaven  seems  hell, 
So  thy  worn  form  pursues  me  night  and  day. 
Smiling  reproach.    Wise  art  thou,  firm  and  good. 
But  vidnly  wouldst  stand  forth  alobe  in  strife 
Against  the  Omnipotent;  as  yon  clear  lamps 
That  measure  and  divide  the  weaiy  years 
From  which  there  is  no  refuge,  long  have  ^ug^t 
And  long  must  teach.    Even  now  thy  Torturer  anoi 
With  the  strange  might  of  unimagined  pains 
The  powers  who  scheme  slow  agonies  in  Hell, 
And  my  commission  is  to  lead  them  here. 
Or  what  more  subde,  ^ul,  or  savage  fiends 
People  .the  abyss,  and  leave  them  to  their  task. 
Be  it  not  so !  there  is  a  secret  known 
Td  thee,  and  to  none  else  of  living  thinf^ 
Which  may  transfer  the  sceptre  oC  wide  Heaven, 
The  fear  of  which  perplexes  the  Sapreme : 
Cloibe  it  in  words,  and  bid  it  clasp  his  throne 
In  interoesskm;  bend  thy  soul  in  prayer. 
And  like  a  suppliant  in  some  gorgeous  fene. 
Let  the  will  kxieel  within  thy  haughty  heart: 
For  benefits  and^meek  submission  tame 
The  ^ercest  and  the  mightiest. 

PROMETHEUa 

Evil  minds 
Chaitge  good  to  ifaeir  own  nature.   I  gRve  all 
He  has ;  and  in  return  he  chains  me  here 
Years,  ages,  night  and  day :  whether  the  Son 
Split  my  parch*d  drin,  or  m  the  moony  night 
The  crystal-winged  snow  ding  round  my  hair 
Whilst  my  beloved  race  is  trampled  down 
By  his  tfaought«zecutiiig  ministers. 
Such  is  the  tyrant's  recompense:  'tis  just: 
He  who  is  evil  can  receive  no  good ; 
And  ibr  a  world  bestow'd,  or  a  friend  lost. 
He  can  feel  hate,  fear,  shame;  not  gratitude. 
He  but  requites  me  for  his  own  misdeed. 
Kindness  to  such  is  keen  reproach,  which  faraaki 
With  bitter  stings  the  light  sleep  of  Revenge. 
Submission,  thou  dost  know  I  cannot  try : 
For  what  submission  but  that  fetal  woid, 
The  death-seal  of  mankind's  captivity, 
like  the  Sicilian's  hair^uspended  sword. 
Which  trembles  o*er  his  crown,  would  he  accept 
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Or  could  I  yield  t   Which  y«t  I  ^vill  noi  yield. 
Let  othen  flatter  Crime,  where.it  ailB  throoed  • 
In  bief  Onmipotence :  secure  are  they : 
For  Justice,  when  triumphant,  will  weep  down 
Pity  not  poniahment,  on  her  own  wrongs. 
Too  aiQch  avenged  by  those  who  err.    I  wait. 
Enduring  thus,  the  retribntive  hour 
Which  since  we  spake  is  even  nearer  now. 
But  hark,  the  hell-hounds  clamor :  (ear  delay : 
Behold !  Heaven  ioweis  under  thy  Father's  frown. 

mRci7RT.  ; 
Oh,  that  we  might  be  spared.    I  to  inflict, 
And  thou  to  sufier    Once  more  answ^  me : ' 
TImni  imoweat  not  thie  period  of  Jove's  power? 

raOMVTHEOS. 

I  know  but  this,  that  it  must  come. 


MERCUKY. 


Alai! 


Thou  canst  not  oount  thy  years  to  oome  of  pain  ? 

PROHKTBCnS. 

They  lastMiile  Jove  must  reign  i  nor  won  nor  less 
Do  ll^esir^r  fear. 

UERCURT. 

Yet  pause,  and  plunge 
Into  Eternity,  where  recorded  time, 
Even  all  that  we  imagine,,age  on  age. 
Seems  but  a  point,  and  the  rehxctant  mind 
TiagB  wearily  in  its  unending  flight,  v 
Till  it  sink,  dizzy,  blind,  lost,  shelterless ; 
Perchance  it  has  not  nomber'd  the  slow  years   . 
^Miich  thou  most  spend  in  torture,  unreprieved  f 

ntoiornixufl. 

Perchance  no  thought  can  count  them,  yet  they  pass. 

mncuRY. 
If  thou  nagfat'st  dwell  among  the  Gods  the  while, 
I^pp'd  in  volnptuouft  joy  f 

FROHBTHEOS. 

I  would  not  quit 
This  bleak  mvine,  these  unrepentant  pains. 

MERCURY. 

Alas !  I  wonder  at,  yet  pity  thee. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Pity  the  selMespising  slaves  of  Heaven, 
Not  me,  within  whose  mind  sits  peace  serene. 
As  light  in  the  sun,  throned :   how  vain'  is  talk ! 
Can  up  the  fiends. 

lONE. 

O,  sister,  look!   White  fiie 
Has  eleven  to  the  roots  yon  huge  snow-loaded  cedar; 
Row  fearfully  God's  thunder  howls  behind ! 

MERCURY. 

I  mint  obey  his  words  and  thine :  alas ! 
Most  heavily  remorae  hangs  at  my  heart ! 

PANTHEA. 

See  where  the  child  of  Heaven,  with  winged  feet, 
Runs  down  the  slanted  sunlight  of  the  dawn. 

lONE. 

Dear  sister,  close  thy  plumes  over  thine  eyes,. 
Lest  thou  behdd  and  die :  they  oome :  they  come, 
Blackenmg  the  birth  of  day  with  countless  wings. 
And  hoUow  underneath,  like  death. 


Immortal  llian! 


FIRiT  PURY. 


BBOOND  FURY. 


Phymethens! 


THIRD  FURY* 

Champion  of  Heaven's  slaves! 

PROMETHEUS. 

He  whom  some  dreadful  voice  invokes  ia  here, 
Piometheos,  the  chain'd  Titan..  Horrible  ibrms, 
What  and  who  are  ye  7   Never  yet  there  came 
FhaAlasma  so  foul  through  monsteMeeming  Hell 
From^the  all-miacreative  brain  of  Jove ; 
Whilst  I  behold  such  execrable  duipes, 
Methinks  I  grow  like  what  I  contemplate, 
And  laugh  and  stare  in  lothesome  sympathy. 

Pnn  FURY. 
We  are  thb  ministerB  of^poin  and  fear, 
And  disappointment,  and  raiatruat,  and  hate. 
And  clinging  crime ;  and  as  lean  dogs  puraae 
Through  wood  and  lake  some  struck  and  sobbing  fewn 
We  track  all  things  that  weep,  and  bleed,  and  live. 
When  the  great  King  betrays  them  to  our  viiU, 

PROMETHEUS. 

Oh !  many  fearful  natures  in  one  name, 
I  know  ye ;  and  these  lakes  and  echoes  know 
The  darkness  and  the  clangor  of  your  wings. 
But  why  more  hideous  than  your  lothed  selves 
Gather  ye  up  in  legions  from  the  deep  T 

SECOND  FURY. 

We  knew  not  that :  Sisters,  rejoice,  rqjoice ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Can  aught  exult  in  its  deibmiiiy  f 

flECOND  FURY. 

The  beanty  of  delight  makes  loveia  glad. 

Gazing  on  one  another :  so  are  we. 

As  from  the  rose  which  the  pe3e  priestess  kneels 

To  gather  ibr  her  festal  crown  of  flowers 

The  aerial  crimson  feUs,  flushing  her  cheek, 

So  from  our  victims'  destined  agony 

The  sha^e  which  is  our  form  invests  ua  round, 

Else  we  are  shapeless  as  our  mother  Night 

PROMETHEUS. 

I  laugh  your  power,  and  his  who  sent  you  here, 
To  lowest  soom.    Pour  forth  the  cup  of  pain. 

FIRST  I'URY. 

Thon  thinkest  we  will  rend  thee  bone  from  Ixvie 
And  nerve  from  nerve  j  working  like  fire  within  f 

PROMETHElTa. 

P^  is  my  element,  as  hate  is  thine ; 
Ye  rend  mo  now :  I  care  not. 

SECOND  FI7RT. 

Dost  imagine 
We  will  bat  langfa  into  thy  lidleas eyea? 

PROMETHEUS. 

I  weigh  not  what  ye  do,  but  what  ye  sufibr. 
Being  evil.-  Cruel  was  the  power  which  caill'd 
You,  or  aught  else  A>  wretched,  into  light, 

THIRD  F^RY. 

11x>a  think'st  we  will  live  through  Aee,  one  by  one, 
Uke  animal  life,  and  though  we  can  obscure  not 
The  soiil  which  bums  within,  that  we  will  dwell 
Beside  it,  like  a  vam  loud  multitude 
Vexing  the  selfk^ntent  of  wisest  men : 
That  ^e  will  be  dread  thought  beneath  thy  brain. 
And  foul  desire  round  thine  astonish'd  hearty 
And  blood  within  thy  labyrinthine  vems, 
Crawling  like  agony. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Why  ye  are  thus  now ; 
Yet  am  I  king  over  myself,  and  rule 
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Tlie  torturiiig  and  conflictiq^  throngi  ^itfiin, 
Ai  Jove  rales  you  when  Hell  grow*  mHtinocH. 

.CHORUS  OF  FURIlSi 

Fiom  the  ends  of  the  earth,  from  the  emla  oiC  the 

earth. 
Where  the  night  hv  its  grave  and  the  moniing  iti 
birth. 

Come,  come,  come! 
Ob,  ye  Tvho  thake  hills  with  the  ecream  of  your  mirth, 
When  cities  sink  howling  in  ruin ;  and  ye 
Who  with  wingless  footsteps  tnynple  the  sea,   - 
And  close  upon  Shipwreck  and  Famine's  track, 
Sit  chattenng  with  jqy  on  the  fixxiless  wreck  : 
.Come,  come,  come ! 
Leave  the  bed,  low,  oa]d,  and  red, 
Strew'd  beneath  a  nation  dead ; 
l£ave  the  hatred,  as  in  ashes 

Fire  is  left  for  future  burning ; 
It  will  burst  in  bloodier  flashes 

When  ye  stir  it,  soon  returning : 
Leave  the  self-contempt  implanted 
In  young  spirits,  sense-enchanted, 

Misery*s  yet  unkindied  fuel : 
Leave  Hell's  secrets  half  unchanted. 

To  the  maniac  dreamer ;  cruel 
More  than  ye  can  be  with  hate 
Is  he  with  fear. 

Come,  oome,  come! 
We  are  steaming  up  from  Hell's  wide  gate. 
And  we  burthen  the  bluta  of  the  atmosphere, 
But  vainly  we  toil  till  ye  oome  here^ 

lONK. 

Sister,  I  hear  the  thunder  of  new  wings. 

rANTHKA. 

These  solid  mountains  quiver  with  the  sound 
Even  as  the  tremulous  air :  their  shadows  make 
The  space  within  my  plume*  more  black  than  night 


FIB8T  FURY. 

Your  call  was  as  a  winged  car, 
Driven  on  whirlwinds  (hst  and  far : 
It  wrapt  us  from  red  gulfi  of  war. 

SKOOND  FfVRY. 

From  wide  cities,  ftmine-wasled ; 

THIRD  FURY. 

Groans  half  heard,  and  blood  ualasled ; 

FOURTH  FURY. 

Kingly  conclaves,  stem  and  cold, 

Where  blood  with  gold  is  bought  and  sold ; 

FIFTH  FURY. 

Tnm  the  furnace,  white  and  hot. 
In  which — 

A  FURY. 

Speak  not ;  whisper  not : 
I  know  all  that  ye  would  tell. 
But  to  speak  might  break  the  spell         * 
Which  must  bend  the  Invincible, 

The  stem  of  thought ; 
He  yet  defies  the  deepest  power  of  Hell 


AKOTBKR  FtniT. 

It  is  torn. 

.     0HORU8. 

The  pale  atan  of  die 
Shine  on  a  misery  to  be  borne. 
Dost  thou  faint,  mighty  Tiian  ?  We  laugh  thee  to  i 
Dost  thou  boast  the  clear  knowledge  thou  wakeo'dst 

for  man? 
Hien  was  kindled  within  him  a  thint  wliicfa  outran 
Those  perishing  iivaters ;  a  thint  of  6eroe  lever, 
Hope,  love,  doubt,  desire,  which  oonsume  him  ibr  eve^ 
One  came  forth  of  gentle  wocih. 
Smiling  on  the  sanguine  earth ; 
His  words  outlived  him,  like  swift  poiaon 

Withering  up  truth,  peace,  and  pity. 
Look !  where  round  the  wide  horiaon 

Many  a  million-peopled  city 
Vomits  smoke  in  the  bright  air. 
Mark  that  outcry  of  despair! 
Tis  hu  mild  and  gentle  ghost 

Wailing  Ibr  the  faith  he  kindled^ 
Look  again !  the  flames  almost  # 

lb  a  glow-worm's  hirop  hove  dwindled: 
The  siirvivois  round  the  emben 
Gather  in  dread. 

Joy.  Joy.  joy' 

Past  ages  crowd  on  thee,  but  each  one  rememben . 
And  the  future  is  dork,  and  the  present  is  spread 
Like  a  pillow  of  thorns  for  thy  slumberless  head. 

aSMlCHORUS  I. 

Drops  of  bloody  agony  flow 

From  his  white  and  quivering  biow. 

Grant  a  little  respite  now  ; 

See !  a  disenchanted  nation 

Springs  like  day  from  desolatioa; 

To  Tmth  its  state  is  dedicate, 

And  Freedom  leads  it  forth,  her  male ; 

A  legion*d  band  of  linked  brothers. 

Whom  Love  calls  children^— 

aSMICHORUS  II. 

'TIS  another's 

See  how  kimlred  murder  kin ! 
Tis  the  vintage-time  for  death  ami  sin. 
Blood,  like  new  wine,  bubbles  within : 
Till  deiipair  smothers 
The  struggling  world,  which  slaves  and  tymnts  wm 

[All  the  FuRiKS  vttnUk,  txctpL  m^ 

lONE. 

Hark,  sister !  what  a  low  yet  dreadful  groan 
Quite  unsuppress'd  is  tearing  up  the  heart 
Of  the  good  11  Ion,  as  storms  tear  the  deep, 
And  beaxts  hear  the  sea  moan  in  inland  cavva. 
Darest  thou  observe  how  tho  fiends  torture  him  I 
1 

PANTIISA. 

Alas !  I  hK>k*d  forth  twice,  but  will  no  mora. 


Tear  the  veil  f 


FtniY. 


What  didst  thou  see  ? 


lOIffK. 


FANTineA. 

A  woful  sight .  a  youth 
With  patient  looks  naiFd  to  a  crucifix. 


What  next! 


IONS. 


S3S 


PROMETHEUS  UNBOUND. 
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PAMTHEA. 

Tbe  heaven  ■roond,  the  earth  below 
Was  peopled  with  thick  Bhapett>f  hrniian  death. 
All  horrible,  and  wrought  by  htunah  hands. 
And  some  appear'd  the  work  of  human  hearts. 
For  men  were  alowly  kill*d  by  frowns  and  smiles: 
And  other  nghts  too  fiwl  to  speak  and  live 
Were  wandering  by.    Let  us  not  tempt  worM  fear 
By  lopking  forth:  these  groans  are  grief  enough. 

furV. 
Behold  an  emblem  i.  those  who  do  endure 
Deep  wrongs  for  man,  and  scorn,  and  chains,  but 


TbonsBDdibld  tonn^t  on  themselves  and  him. 

PROMKTHKUS. 

Remit  die  anguish  of  that  lighted  stare ; 

Close  those  wan  lips ;  let  that  thorn-wounded  brow 

Stream  not  with  blood ;  it  mingles  with  thy  tears ! 

Fix,  fix  those  tortured  orbs  in  peace  and  death, 

So  thy  sick  throes  shake  not  that  crucifix. 

So  thoB|fceli&  fingers  play  not  with  thy  gore. 

O^^onroRi !  Thy  name  I  i^ill  not  speak, 

It  hath  become  a  curse.     I  see,  I  see 

The  wise,  the  mild,  the  loOy,  and  the  just,.  . 

Whom  thy  slaves  hate  for  fafeing  like  to  thee, 

Some  hunted  by  foul  lies  from  their  hearl's  home, 

An  early-chosen,  late-lamented  home ; 

As  hooded  ounces  cling  to  the  driven  hind ; 

Some  link*d  to  corpses  in  unwholesome  cells: 

Some— Hear  I  not  the  multitude  laugh  loud  ? — 

Impaled  in  lingering  fire :  and  mighty  realms 

Float  by  my  feet,  like  sea-uprooted  isle:?. 

Whose  sotis  are  kneaded  down  in  common  blood 

By  the  red  light  of  their  own  burning  homes. 

FURT. 

Blood  thou  canst  see,  anj  fire ;  and  canst  hear  groans 
Worse  things  unheard,  unseen,  remain  behind. 


PROMETHSUS. 


Wofie? 


FURY. 

In  each  human  heart  terror  survives 
The  ruin  it  has  gorged :  the  loAiest  fear 
All  that  they  would  disdain  to  think  were  true : 
Hypocrisy  wad  custom  make  their  minds    . 
The  ianes  of  many  a  worship,  now  outwom. 
They  dare  not  devise  good  for  man's. estate. 
And  yet  they  know  not  that  they  do  not  dare. 
The  good  want  power,  but  to  weep  barren  tean. 
The  powerful  goodness  want :  worse  need  for  them. 
The  wise  want  love;,  and  those  who  love,  want 

wisdom ; 
And  all  best  things  are  thus  confused  to  ill. 
Many  are  strong  and  rich,  and  would  be  just, 
But  live  among  their  suflering  fellow-men  • 
As  if  none  felt :  they  know  not  what  they  do. 

FROMBTHKUS. 

Thy  words  are  like  a  cloud  of  winged  snakes; 
And  yet  I  pity  those  they  torture  not 

PURV. 

Thou  pitiest  them ?  I  speak  no  more !        [VanUhes. 

PROIfSTHKUa. 

Ah  woe! 
Ah  woei  Alas!  pain,  pain  ever,  for  ever! 
I  cUmo  my  tearless  eyes,  but  see  more  clear 
Thy  works  within  my  woe-illumined  mind, 
Thou  subtle  tyrant!  Peace  is  in  the  grave. 
The  grave  hides  all  things  beautiful  and  good : 
1  am  a  God,  and  cannot  find  it  there, 


Nor  would  I  seek  it :  fov,  though  dread  revenge. 
This  is  defeat,  fieroe  king !  not  vieioiy. 
The  sights  with  which  thou  torturest,  gird  ray  soul 
With  new  endurance,  till  the  hour  arrives 
When  they  shall  be  no  types  of  thinga  which  an 

PANTHKA. 

Alas !  what  sawest  thou  T 

FROMVrilBITa. 

There  are  two  woes ; 
To  speak  aAd  to  behold ;  thou  spare  me  one. 
Names  artf  there,  Nature-'s  sacred  wateh-words,  they 
Were  borne  aloft  in  bright  emblazonry ; 
The  naticms  throng'd  around,  and  cried  aloud, 
As  with  one  voice,  Truth,  liberty,  and  love ! 
Suddenly  fierce  ronfusicm  fell  from  heaven 
Among  them :  there  was  strifo,  deceit,  and  foari 
Tyrants  nish'd  in,  and  did  divide  the  spoil. 
This  was  the  shadow  of  the  truth  I  saw. 

THS  KAKtm. 

I  felt  thy  torture,  sen,  with  such  mix'd  jqy 
As  pain  and  virtue  give.    To  eheer  thy  state 
I  bid  ascend  those  subtle  and  fair  spirite. 
Whose  homes  ate  ihc  dim  caves  of  hunian  thought, 
And  who  inhabit,  as  birds  'Ming  the  wind. 
Its  world-surrousding  ether :  they  behold 
Beyond  that  twilight  realm,  as  in  a  glass, 
The  future :  may  Aey  speak  comfort  to  thee ! 

PANTJIEA. 

Look,  sister,  where  a  troop  of  spirits  gather, 

Like  fiocks  of  clouds  in  spring's  delightful  weather 

Thronging  in  the  blue  air ! 

lONB. 

And  see !  mora  oome. 
Like  fountain  vapora  when  the  winds  are  dumb* 
That  climb  up  the  ravine  in  scatter'd  lines. 
And,  hark  ?  is  it  the  music  of  the  pines  f 
Is  it  the  lake  7  Is  it  the  waterfall  ? 

PANTHEA. 

Tis  something  sadder,  sweeter  for  than  alL 

CHORUS  OF  SPIRITS. 

{    From  unreraember'd  ages  we 
Gentle  guides  and  guardians  be 
Of  heaven-eppress'd  mortality ; 
And  we  breathe,  and  sicken  not. 
The  atmosphere  of  human  thought : 
Be  it  dim,  and  dank,  and  gray. 
Like  a  storm-extinguish 'd  day, 
Travell'd  o'er  by  dying  gleams; 

Be  it  bright  as  all  l)etween 
Cloudless  fiicies  and  windless  streams, 

Silent,  liquid,  and  serene ; 
As  the  birds  within  the  wind. 

As  the  fis^  within  the  wave 
As  the  thoughts  of  man's  own  mind 

Float  through  all  above  the  grave , 
•We  make  these  our  liquid  lair. 
Voyaging  cloudiike  and  unpent 
Through  the  boundless  element : 
Thence  we  bear  the  prophecy 
Which  begins  and  ends  in  thee !  . 

lOIffK. 

More  yet  oome,  one  by  one :  the  air  anrand 
Looks  radiant  as  the  air  aroond  a  star. 
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FIMT  'SPIRIT. 

On  a  battleOrumpet'B  Uact 
I  fled  hither,  &Mtf  fiwt,  fiMt, 
'Mid  the  dvknefls  upwaid  cut  ^ 

From  die  dust  of  creeds  oatwDlii« 
From  the  tyrant's  banner  torn, 
Gathering  round  me,  onward  borne. 
There  was  mingled  manjr  a  cry — 
Freedom!  Hope!  Death!  Victory! 
Till  they  faded  through  the  sky; 
And  eoe  Mund  above,  around, 
Om  aaund  beneath,  arouod,  above, 
Wairi  moving ;  ''(was  the  soul  of  love; 
'Twas  the  hepe,  the  prophecy, 
Whidi  begins  and  eiida  in  thee. 

BBCOND  aniiiT. 

A  ninbow*s  arch  stood  on  the  sea. 
Which  roekM  beneath,  iiftmovably; 
And  the  triumphant  stem  did  flee, 
like  a  conqueror,  swift  and  proud, 
Between  with  many  a  captive  cloud 
A  shapeless,  dark  and  rapid  crowd, 
£ach  l)y  lightning  riven  in  half: 
I  he^  the  thunder  hoarsely  laugh : 
Mighty  fleets  were  strewn  like  chaff 
And  spread  beneath  a.  hell  of  death 
0*«r  the  white  watess.    I  alit 
On  a  great  ship  lightniag-split. 
And  speeded  hither  on  the  sigh 
Of  one  who  gave'  an  enemy 
His  pfamk,  then  plunged  aside  to  die. 

THIRD  8URIT. 

Imi  beside  a-aage's  bed. 

Aad  the  lamp  was  burning  red 

Ifear  the  book  where  he  had  fed, 

When  a  Dream. with  plumes  of  flame. 

To  his  piUow  hovering  came, 

And  I  knew  it  was  the  same 

Which  had  kindled  long  ago 

Pity,  «loquence,  and  woe ; 

And  the  world  awhile  below 

Wore  the  shade  i^  lustre  made. 

It  has  beme  me  here  as  fleet  « 

As  Desire's  lightning  feet : 

I  must  ride  ii  back  ere  morrow. 

Or  the  sage  will  wake  in  sorrow. 

FOURTH  -SnRIT. 

On  a  poet* s  lips  I  slepi. 

Dreaming  Kke  a  love^ept 

In  the  sound  his  breathing  kept ; 

Nor  seeks  nor  finds  he  mortal  blisses. 

But  feeds  on  the  aerial  kisses 

Of  shapes  that  haunt  thought's  vi-ildeinesses. 

He  wiU  watch  from  dawn  lo  gleom 

The  lake-reflected  sun  illume 

The  yeltow  bees  in  the  iv^-bloom. 

Nor  heed  nor  see,  what  things  they  he.; 

But  from  these  create  he  can 

FeniH  more  real  than  living  man. 

Nurslings  of  immortality !  ^ 

One  of  these  awaken'd  me. 

And  1  sped  to  succor  thee. 


and 


IONS. 

Behald'st  Ikum  not  two  shapes  fioin  tho 
Come,  as  two  doves  to  one  beloved  nest, 
Twin  nunlings  of  the  all«ustaining  air 
On  swift  still  wings  glide~down  the 
And,  hark!  their  sweet,  sad  voices!  'tis 
Mingled  with  love  and  then  dissolved  in 


PANTIOEA. 

Canst  thoo  speak,  iister?  all  nqr  wads  are  diown'd. 

lONE.. 

Their  beauty  gives  fi|e  voioe.    See  how  they  float 
On  their  eustaining  wings -of  skiey  grain. 
Orange  and  azure  deepening  into  gold : 
Their  soft  smiles  ^ght  the  air  like  a  star's  fire. 

CHORUS  OF  SPnUTB. 

Hast  thou  beheld  the  ibnn  of  Lovef 

FIFTH  SPIRfT. 

As  over  wide  dominions 
I  sped,  like  some  swift  cloud  that  wixigi 

air's  wildemeasea. 
That  planel^rested  riiape  swept  by  on  lighHung^ 

braided  pinions. 
Scattering  the  liquid  joy  of  life  frem  his 


t 


His  footsteps  paved  the  world  with  light;  hot  as  I 

pess'd  't  was  fading. 
And  hollow  Ruin  yawn'd  behind :  great  s^on  bound 

in  madness. 
And  headless  patriots,  and  pale  youtfaa  who  peiish'd. 

unupbraiding. 
.Gleam'd  in  the  night.    I  wander'd  -o'er,  tOl  tfnoo,  O 

King  of  sadness, 
Tum'd  by  thy  smile  the  worst  I  sacw  to  recoDectad 

gladness. 

SIXTH  BPntrr. 
Ah,  sister!  Desolation  is  a  delicate  Aing: 
It  walks  not  (m  the  earth,  it  floato  not  on  the  air, 
'But  treads  with  silent  fiiotatep,  and  &ns  with  sileot 

wing 
The  tender  hopes  which  in  their  hearts  die  beat  and 

gentlest  bear ; 
^Who,  soothed*  to  false  repose  by  die  finning  plomeo 

above. 
And  the  mnsioatirring  motion  of  its  soft  and  hosy  feat. 
Dream  visiensef  aerial  joy,  and  caU  theoionsler,  Ii»ve 
And  .wake  and  find  the  shadow  Psin,  as  he  whona 

now  we  greet 

CHOROB. 

Though  Ruin,  now  Love's  diadaw  ha» 
:Following  him,  destroyingiy. 

On  Death's  white  and.wkiged  atoed, 
Which  the  fleetest  cannot  flee. 

Trampling  down  both  flower  and 
Man  and  beast,  and  foul  and  fair, 
.like  a  tempest  dirough  the  air.; 
Thou  shalt  quell  this  horseman  gna^ 
WoundlesB  though  in  heart,  or  limb. 

FR0METRSI7S. 

-Spirits !  how  know  ye  this  shall  he  t 


OHOROBb 

In  die  atmosphere  we  breatkni 
Aa  buds  grow  red  when  the  Bnownowm 
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Fram  ipring  gatheriqg  up  boneath, 
'Whoie  mild  winds  ihake  tba  elder  bnlie,. 
And  the  wandecuig  herdsmen  know 
That  thfr.  white-thern  seon  will  blow : 
Wisdom,  Jusdcot  Love,  end  Peace, 
Whenrthey  viruggle  to  increase. 
An  u»  us  as  soA  winds  be 
T^k  shepherd  boys,  the  prophecy 
Which  begins  and  ends  in  thee« 

lomt. 
Wh^rraie  the  spirits  fled? 

9ANTHK4. 

Only  a  sense 
Itemaim  of  them,  like  the  omnipotence 
Of  music,  when  the  in^nred  voice  and  late 
Languidi,  ere- yet  the  responses  are  mute-. 
Which  through  th«  deep  and  labyrinthine  soul, 
like  echoes  thaooi^  long  cavens,  windaMl  roll. 

imoMimim. 
Hew  taix  these  aii^bome  shapes !  and  yet  I  feel 
Most  vain  all  hope  but  love ;  and  thou  act  iar, 
Asia !  whe,  when  my  being  overflow*d, 
Wert  like  a  golden  chalice  to  bright  wine 
Which  else  had  sunk  into  the  thirsty  dust 
All  things  are  still:  alas!  hqw  heavily 
This  quiac  moiaing  weighs  upon  my  heart ; 
Though  I  should  dream  I  could  even  sleep  .with  gzie^ 
li  slumber  were  denied  not    I  would  iiun 
Be  what  it  is  my  destiny  to  be, 
The  savior  and  the  stiength  of  sufiering  man. 
Or  smk  int»  the  original  gulf  of  things  '^ 
There  is  no  agony,  and  no  solace  lefl; 
Eanh  caa  codsole.  Heaven  can  torment  n»  more. 

PANTHKA. 

Hast  thott  forgotten  one  whe^  watches  thee 
The  cold  dark  night,  and  never  sleeps  but  when 
The  iiiadow  of  thy  spirit  falls  on  her  ? 

PBOMKTHKOS. 

I  ssid  all  hope  was  vain  but  love :  thou  West 

ia;it«a. 
Defply,  in  troth ;  but  the  eastern  star  looha  while, 
And  AsiM  wails  in  that  fiur  Indian  vale 
The  scene  oS  her  sad  exile  ;  nigged  oniM^ 
And  desolate  and  froeen*  like  this  ravine ; 
But  now  invested  with  fiiir  fleevers  and  hafbs. 
And  haunted  by  sweet  ain  and  soundly  which  flofw 
Among  the  woods  and  waters,  from  the  ether 
Of  her  ttanalerming  presence,  which  would  &de 
If  it  were  mingled  not  with  thine.    Farewell ! 


ACT  IL 

SCEIVE  L 
Mfindng,    A  lenely  Vaie  t»  Ae  Xndhn  Qmodntt^ 

Asia,  afsna. 

ASIA. 

From  all  the  blasts  of  heaven  then  hast  descended 
Yes,  like  a  spirit,  like  a  thought,,  whif  h  makes 
Unwonted  tears  throng  to  the  hetny  eyea, 
And  beatingB  imvd  the  desolated  heart. 


Which  should  have  l^amt  repoaa :  thoo  hmt  desoeiQ^- 

ed 
Cmdled  in  tempests ;  thou  dost  wake,  0  Spring! 
O  child  of  many  winds !  As  suddenly 
Thou  comest  as  the  memory  of  a  dceam. 
Which  now  is  sad  because  it  hath  been  eweet! 
like  genius,  oc  like  joy  which  riseth  up 
As  from  the  earth,  clothing  with  golden  clouds 
The  desert  of  our  life. 
This  is  the  season,  this  the  day,  the  hour ; 
At  sunrise  theu  sheuldst  cemo^  sweet  sister.  min^» 
Too  long  desired,  too  long  delaying,  come! 
How  like  death-woms  the  wingless  moments  cr^oil! 
The  point  of  one  White  star  is^quivering  alill 
Deep  in  the  orange  light^of  widening  mom 
Beyond  the  purple, mountains :  through  a  cham 
Of  wind'divided  mist  the  darker  lake 
Reflects  it :  new  it  wanes :  it,g]/»ams  again 
As  the  waves  fade,  and  as  the  burning  threads 
Of  woven  cloud  unravel  in  pale  air ; 
T  is  lost !  and  thsough  yon  peaks  of  clondlike  mow 
The  roseate' sunlight  quivers:  hear  I  net 
llie  iEolian  music  of  her  seargreen  plumes 
Winnowing  the  crimson  dawn? 

Fanthka  eiUert. 

I  feel,.  I  see 
Those  eyes  whidi  bum  through,  smilee  that  fade  in 

tears, 
Uke  Stan  half  qoeneh*d  in  mistaef  silver  dew. 
Beloved  and  meet  beautiful,  who  weareet 
The  shsdow  of  that  soul  by  which  I  live. 
How  late  thou  art !  the  sphered  sun  had  climb^ 
The  sea;  my  heart  was. sick  vnth  hope,  beftn 
The  printless  air  felt  th|r  belated|pl«mca 

nw^TBEA. 

PBudon,.great  Sister!  hot  my  wdngs-weee  Aint 
With  the  delight  of  a  remember'd  dream. 
As  are  the  noontide  plumes  oC  summer  winds 
Satiate*  with  sweet  Aowen.    I  waa  vrant  ts 
Peacefully,  and  awake  refrssh'd  and  calm 
Beibr»  the  sacred  Titan*s  &U,  and  thy 
Unhappy  love,  had  msde^  through  use  and  pi^* 
Both  love  and  wofr&miliar  to  my  heart 
As  they  had  grown  to-  thine :   ere  while  Islep* 
Under  the  glaucous  caverns  of  old  Oceaa 
Wilhin  dim  bowers  of  green  and  purple  moss, 
Our  young  lone's  soft  and  milky  aims 
Leck'd  then,  as  now,  behind  my  daik*>mflist  Mb 
While  my  shut  eyea  and  cheek  wore  pressM  within 
The  folded  depth  of  her  life-breaihing  bosom ; 
But  not  as  now,  since  T  am  made  the  wind 
Which  ftils  beneath  the  music  that  I  bear 
Of  thy  most  wordless  convene  ^  since  dissolved 
Into  the  sense  with  which  iova  talks,  my  rest 
Was  troubled  and  yet  sweet ;  my  waking  hou9 
Toa  f\iU  of  care  and  pain^ 

ASIA.. 

Lift  0^  thine  eye% 
And  let  me  read;  thy  dlneam. 

PANTHEA. 

-  As  I  have  said 
With  our  sea-sister  at  his  feet  I  slept 
The  mooatain  misis,  eendanaing  at  our  vaioa 
Under  the  moon,  had  spread  their  enofwy  Aakei^ 
From  tbe  keen  ice  shielding  our  linked  rieefw 
Then  iwo  drenma  omne.    One*  I  mraendMr 
But  in  the  other  his  pale  wound-wom  limbo 
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Prometheus  it  vt  thine  I  depart  not  yet ! 
Say  not  those  smiles  that  we  shall  meet  agam 
Within  that  bright  pavilion  Which  their  beams 
Shall  baild  on  the  wrate  world  f  T^e  dream  is  told 
What  shape  is  that  between  ns  7  Its  mde  hair  J 
iRoughens  the  wind  that  liite  it,  its  regard 
Is  wild^  and  quick,  yet  *tiB  a  thing  of  air. 
For  through  its  gray  robe  gleams  the  golden  dew 
Whose  stars  the  noon  has  quench*d  not. 


Fell  from  Prometheus,  and  tUa  azure  night 

Grew  radiant  with  the  gloiy  of  that  form 

Which  lives  unchanged  within,  arid  his  voice  fell 

like  music  which  makes  giddy  the  dim  braiii, 

Faint  with  intoxication  of  keen  joy : 

"  Sister  of  her  whose  (botsteps  pave  the  world 

With  loveliness — more  &ir  dian  aught  but  lier. 

Whose  iihadow  thou  art — UH  thine  eyes  on  me/* 

I  lifted  them:  the  overpowering  light 

Of  that  immortal  shape  was  shadow'd  o*er 

By  love ;  which,  from  his  soft  and  flowing  limbs, 

And  passion-parted  lips,  and  keen,  feint  eyes, 

Steam'd  forth  like  vaporous  fire ;  an  atmosphere 

Which  "wrapt  me  in  its  ali-dissolving  power. 

At  die  warm  ether  of  the  morning  sun 

Wraps  ere  it  drinks  some  cloud  of  wandering  devc 

I  saw  not,  heard  not,  moved  -not,  only  felt 

His  presence  flow  and  mingle  through  my  blood 

"nil  it  became  his  life,  and  his  grew  mine. 

And  I  was  thus  cbsorb'd,  until  it  past. 

And  like  the  vapon  when  the  sun  sinks  down 

Gathering  again  in  drops  upon  the  pines. 

And  tremulous  as  they,  in  the  deep  night 

My  being  was  condens^ ;  and  as  the  rays 

Of  thought  were  slowly  gather*d,  I  could  hear 

His  voice,  whose  accents  lingerM  ere  they  died 

like  footsteps  of  weak  melody :  'thy  name 

Among  the  many  sounds  alone  I  heard 

Of  what  might  be  articulate ;  though  still 

I  lisien'4  thioagh  the  night  when  sound  waa  none. 

lone  waken*d  then,  and  said  to  me : 

«•  Canst  thou  divine  what  troubles  me  to-night  ? 

I  always  knew  what  I  desired  before, 

Nor  ever  found  delight  to  wish  in  vain. 

But  now  I  oanoot  tell  thee  what  I  seek ; 

I  know  not ;  somethmg  sweet,  since  it  is  sweet 

Even  to  desire;  it  is  thy  sport,  false  sister; 

Thou  hast  diaoover'd  some  enchantment  old. 

Whose  spalla  have  stolen  my  spirit  as  I  slept 

And  mingled  it  with  thine :  for  when  just  now 

We  kiss'd,  I  felt  witidn  thy  parted  lips 

The  sweet  air  that  sustained  me,  and  the  warmth 

Of  the  life-blood,  for  Ipsa  of  which  I  faint. 

Quivered  between  our  intertwining  arms." 

I  answer'd  not,  for  the  Eastern  star  gnew  pale. 

Bat  fled  to  thee. 

ASIA. 

Thou  speakest,  but  thy  words 
Are  as  the  air :  I  feel  them  not :  Oh,  lift 
Thine  eyes,  that  I  may  read  his  written  soul ! 

rANTHEA. 

I  lift  them,  though  they  drop  beneath  die  load 
Of  that  they  would  express :  what  canst  thou  aee 
But  thine  own  fairest  shadow  imaged  there  t 

ASIA. 

Thine  eyee  are  like  the  deep-blue,  bounAess  heaven 
Contracted  to  two  circles  underneath 
Their  long,  fine  lashes ;  dark,  far,  measureless, 
Orb  within  orb,  and  line  through  line  inwoven. 

PANTHCA. 

Why  lookest  thou  as  if  a  spirit  past  f 

ASIA. 

There  is  a  change :  beyond  their  inmost  depth 
I  see  a  shade,  a  shape :  'tis  He,  array'd 
In  the  soft  light  of  his  own  smiles,  which  spread 
like  ladianoe  from  the  cloud-sonuunded  mom. 


FoUow!  Follow! 

rANTHEA. 

It  is  mine  other  dream. 

ASIA. 

It  disappear!. 

•    PANTHEA. 

ft  passes  now  hito  my  mind.    Metfaooght 
As  we  aate  here,  the  flower-infolding  bade 
Burst  oh  yon  lightning-blasted  almond-tree. 
When  svidft  from  the  white  Scythian  wild^ness 
A  wind  swept  forth  wrinkling  the  Earth  with  fint 
I  took'd,  and  all  the  blossoms  were  blown  down ; 
But  on  each  leaf  was  stamp'd,  as  the  bine  beUs 
Of  Hyacinth  tell  ApoHo*s  written  grieC 
O,  follow,  follow .' 

ABIAm 

As  you  speak,  your  words 
Fill,  pause  by  pause,  my  own  forgotten  sleep 
With  shapes.    Methought  among  the  lawns  togedier 
We  wander'd,  underneath  the  young  gray  dawn. 
And  multitudes.of  dense  white  fleecy  douds 
Were  wandering  in  thick  flocks  along  the  moantBin 
Shepherded  by  the  slow,  unwilling  wind ; 
And  the  white  dew  on  the  new-bladed  grass, 
Just  piercing  the  dark  earth,  hung  silently ; 
And  there  was  more  which  I  remember  not : 
But  on  the  shadows  of  the  morning  clouds, 
Athwart  the  purple  mountain  slope,  was  written. 
Follow,  O,  follow  !    As  they  vanished  by. 
And  on  each  herb,  from  which  Heaven's  dew  had 

fallen, 
The  like  was  stamped,  as  with  a  withering  fira. 
A  wind  arose  among  the  pines :  it  shook 
T\ie  clinging  music  from  their  bov^ihs,  and  dien 
Low,  sweet,  foim  sounds,  like  the  fiuewell  of  gfaoiiik 
Were  heard :  Oh,  follow,  follow,  follow  me! 
And  then  I  said ;  **  Plsnthea,  look  on  me.** 
But  in  the  depth  of  those  beloved  eyee 
Still  I  saw,  follow.  foUow! 

Iecho. 

FoUow,  follow! 

PANTHEA 

The  cngs,  this  dear  spring  morning,  mock  oor 

vmces, 
As  they  were  spirit-tongued. 


Aroimd  the  crags. 


ASIA. 

It  is  some  beiog 
What  fine  clear  aouids!  0,  firt 


ECHOES  (i 

Echoes  we:  listen! 

We  cannot  slay : 
As  dew-stars  glkten 

Hien  fade  away — 
Child  of  Ocean! 
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ASIA. 

Hark  *  Spirits,  «peak.    The  liquid  iwboomb 
Of  thoir  ai»ri«l  tonguet  yet  idund. 


rANTHEA. 


ECHOES. 


I  hear. 


O,  follow,  follow, 

As  our  voice  recedeth 

Through  the  cavema  hollow, 
Where  die  forest  spreadeth ; 

(More  dittatU.) 

O,  follow,  follow ! 

Through  the  caveniB  hoUow, 
A<  t^e  song  iloatfl  thou  pursue, 
WDore  the  wild  bee  never  flew. 
Through  the  noontide  darknesH  deep, 
By  tho  pdorbreathing  sleep 
Of  faint  night*A>wen,  and  the  waves 
At  the  fountain-lighted  caves. 
While  our  music,  wild  and  sweet, 
Mocks  thy  gently  fSilling  feet, 
Child  of  Ocean! 

ASIA' 

ifli^U  we  pursue  the  sound  f  It  grows  more  famt 
And  distant 

PANTHKA. 

Lut.'  the  strain  fbats  nearer  now 

ECHOES. 

In  the  world  unknown 
Sleeps  a  voice  unspoken ; 

By  thy  step  alone 
Can  its  rest  be  broken ; 
Child  of  Ocean! 

ASIA. 

How  the  notes  sink  upon  the  ebbing  wind ! 

ECHOES. 

O,  follow,  follow ! 

Through  the  caverns  hollow, 
As  the  song  floats  thou  pursue. 
By  the  woodland  noontide  .dew; 
By  the  forests,  lakesi  and  fountains. 
Through  the  many-folded  mountains  ,* 
To  the  rents,  and  gulfs,  and  chasms. 
Where  the  Earth  reposed  from  spasms. 
On  the  day  when  He  and  thou 
Parted,  to  commingle  now ; 
Child  of  Ocean! 

ASIA. 

Come,  sweet  Pantheo,  link  thy  hand  in  mine. 
And  follow,  ere  the  voices  fade  away. 


SCENE  n. 


A  Foretty  intermingled  with  Rockt  and  Cavenuu  Asia 
and  Panthea  pcus  into  it  Two  young  Faun*  art 
utdng  on  a  Rock,  listening 

SEMICHOaOS  I.  OP  SriRITB. 

The  path  through  which  that  lovely  twain 
Have  past,  by  cedar,  pine,  and  yew, 
And  each  dark  tree  thai  ever  grew, 
Is  curtained  out  from  Heaven's  wide  blue  { 
2S 
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Nor  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  wind,  nor  rain. 
Can  pierce  its  interwoven  bowers, 
.  Nor  aught,  save  where  some  cloud  of  ddw, 
Drifted  along  the  earth-creeping  breeze, 
Between  the  trunks  of  the  hoar  trees, 

Hangs  each  a  pearl  in  the  pale  flowers 
Of  the  g^n  laurel,  blown  anew ; 
And  bends,  and  then  &de8  silently. 
One  frail  and  fair  anemone: 
Or  when  some  star  of  many  a  one 
That  climbs  and  wanders  dirough  steep  night. 
Has  found  the  cleA  through  which  alone 
Beams  fall  from  high  those  depths  upon 
Ere  it  is  borne  away,  away. 
By  the  swifl  Heavens  that  cannot  stay. 
It  scatters  drops  of  golden  light. 
Like  lilies  of  rain  that  ne'er  unite : 
And  the  gloom  divine  is  all  around ; 
And  underneath  is  the  mossy  ground. 

BSMICH0RD9  Ui 

There  the  votnptuous  nightingales. 

Are  awake  through  all  the  broad  noonday, 

Wh^n  one  with  bliss  or  sadness  &ils. 

And  through  the  windless  ivy-boughs. 
Sick  with  sweet  love,  droops  dying  away 

On  its  mate's  music-panting  bosom ; 

Another  from  the  swinging  blossom. 

Watching  to  catch  the  languid  close 
Of  the  last  strain,  then  lifb  on  high 
The  wings  of  the  weak  melody. 

Till  some  new  strain  of  feeling  bear 
The  song,  and  all  the  woods  are  mute ; 

When  there  is  heard  through  the  dim  air 

The  rush  of  wings,  and  rising  there 
like  many  a  lake-surrounding  flute. 

Sounds  overflow  the  listener's  bnin 

So  sweet,  that  joy  is  almost  pain. 

SEMlCHORlTff  I. 

There  those  enchanted  eddies  play 
Of  echoes,  musio^tongued,  which  draw, ' 
By  Demogorgon's  mighty  law. 
With  melting  rapture,  or  sweet  awe,  ^^ 

All  spirits  on  that  secret  way; 

As  inland  boats  are  driven  to  Ocean 

Down  streams  made  strong  with  mountain-thaw 
And  first  there  comes  a  gentle  sound 
To  those  ill  talk  or  slumber  bound. 
And  wak^  the  destined  soft  emotiiHi, 

Attracts,  impels  them :  those  who  saw 
Say  from  the  breathing  earth  behind 
There  streams  a  plume-uplifUng  wind 

Which  drives  ihem  on  their  path,  whUe  they 
Believe  their  Own  swifl  wings  and  feet  .^ 

The  sweet  desires  within  obey: 

And  80  they  float  upon  their  way. 

Until,  still  sweet,  but  loud  and  strong, 

The  storm  of  soun^  is  driven  along, 
Suck'd  up  and  hurrying  as  they  fleet 
Behind,  its  gathering  billows  meet. 

And  to  (he  fatal  mountain  bear 

Like  clouds  amid  the  yielding  air. 

PIRST  PAUN. 

Canst  thou  imagine  where  those  spirits  live 
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Which  make  tuch  delicate  music  in  the  woods  f 
We  haunt  within  the  least  frequented  caves 
And  cloeest  coverts,  and  we  know  these  viilds, 
Tet  never  meet  them,  though  we  hear  thera  oil : 
Where  may  they  hide  themselves  ?  . 

SECOND  FAUN. 

Tis  hard  to  tell: 
I  have  heard  those  more  skiH'd  in  spirits  say, 
The  bubbles,  which  enchantment  of  the  aun 
Sucks  from  the  pale  faint  water-flowers  that  p%ve 
The  oozy  bottom  of  clear  lakes  and  pools, 
Arr  the  pavilions  wher6  such  dwell  and  float 
Under  the  green  and  golden  atmosphere 
Which  noontide  kindles  through  the  woven  leaves; 
And  when  these  burst,  and  the  thin  flery  air, 
The  which  they  breathed  within  those  lucent  domea, 
Ascends  to  flow  like  meteors  through  the  night, 
They  ride  on  them,  and  rein  their  headlong  speed. 
And  bqW  their  burning  crests,  and  glide  in  fire 
Under  the  vratoEs  af  the  earth  again. 

FIRST    FAUN. 

If  such  live  thus,  have  ethers  other  lives. 
Under  pink  blessoms  or  within  the  bells 
Of  meadow  flowers,  or  folded  violets  deep, 
Or  OD  their  dying  odors,  when  they  die, 
Or  on  the  sunlight  ef  the  sphered  dew  T 

iBECONV  FAUN. 

Ay,  many  more  which  we  may  well  divine. 
But  should  we  stay  to  speak,  noontide  would  come, 
And  thwart  Silenus  find  his  goats  undrawn. 
And  grudge  lo  sing  these  wise  and  levely  songs 
Of  fiite,  and  chance,  and  God,  and  Chaos  old. 
And  Love,  and  the  chain  d  Titan's  weful  dooms. 
And  how  he  shall  be  loeaed,  and  make  the  earth 
One  brotheHiood :  delightful  strains  which  cheer 
Our  solitary  twilights,  and  which  oharm 
To  iilenoe  the  unenvying  nightingales. 


SCENE  m. 


A,  PvnuuU  of  Roek  mumg  Momkum.  Aiu  and 

Panthka. 

PANTHEA. 

Ifitfaer  the  sound  has  borne  us— to  the  realm 

Of  Demogorgon,  and  the  mighty  portal, 

like  a  volcano's  meteor-broa  thing  chasm. 

Whence  the  oracular  \vapor  ^  hurlM  up 

Which  lonely  men  drink  wandering  in  their  youth. 

And  call  trufli,  virtue,  love,  genius,  or  joy. 

That  maddening  wine  of  life,  whose  dregs  they  drain 

To  deep  intoxication ;  and  uplift, 

like  Mnnads  who  cry  loud,  Evoe!  Evoe! 

The  voice  which  is  contagion  to  the  world. 

ASIA. 

Fit  throne  for  such  a  Power!  Magnificent f 
How  glorious  art  thou,  Earth '  And  if  thou  bo 
The  shadow  of  some  spirit  lovelier  stiU, 
Though  evil  stain  its  work«  and  it  should  be 
like  its  creation,  weak  yet  beautiful, 
I  could  fidl  down  and  worsliip  that  and  thee. 
Even  new  my  heart  adoreth :  Wonderful ! 
Look,  sister,  ere  the  vapor  dim  thy  brain  : 
Beneath  is  a  wide  plain  of  billowy  mist. 
As  a  lake,  paving  in  the  morning  sky. 
With  asuro  waves  which  buiat  in  silver  light, 
Some  Indian  vale.    Behold  it,  rolling  on 


Under  the  eurdUng;  winds,  and  islanding 
The  peak  whffoon  we  stand,  midvt«y,~aioittid, 
Encinctured  by  the  dark  add  bhioaiing  IbtoolB, 
Dim  twilightplawns,  and  stream-illumined  oaves. 
And  wind-enchanted  shapes  of  wandering  mist; 
And  &r  on  high  the  keen  sky^cleaving  m/nHOtiDM 
From  iby  spires  of  sunlike  radianco  fling 
The  dawn,  as  lifted  Ocean's  daszling  spray, 
From  Borao  Atlantic  islet  scattered  up, 
Spangles  the  wind  with  lamp-like  watordrops. 
The  vale  is  girdled  with  their  walls,  a  howl 
Of  cataracts  from  their  thaw-cloven  ravines 
Satiates  the  listening  wind,  continuous,  vast. 
Awful  as  silence.    Hark!  the  rusUng  snow! 
The  sun-awaken*d  avalanche !  whose  mass. 
Thrice  siAed  by  the  storm,  had  gather*d  t^re 
Flake  after  flake,  in  Heaven-defying  minds 
As  thought  by  thought  is  piled,  till  some  great  truth 
Is  loosen'd,  and  the  nations  echo  round. 
Shaken  to  their  roots,  as  do  the  mountains  now. 

FANTHBA. 

Look  how  the  gusty  sea  of  mist  is  breaking 
In  crimson  foam,  even  at  our  feet!  it  riaea 
As  Ocean  at  the  enchantment  of  the  moon 
Round  fbodless  men  wreck'd  on  some  ooiy  isLa. 

ASIA.  '    ^ 

The  fiagmonts  of  the  cloud  are  scalterM  up ; 
The  vnnd  that  lifls  them  disentwines  my  hair; 
Its  billows  now  sweep  o'er  mine  eyes ;  ray  braiii 
Grows  diizy ;  I  see  thin  shapes  within  the  mist 

fAnthea. 
A  countenanoe  with  beckoning  smiles :  there  boms 
An  azure  fire  within  its  golden  locks ! 
Another  and  another:  hark!  they  speak! 

■ORG  OF  SFUUTI. 

To  the  deep,  to  the  deep, 

Down,  down ! 
Through  the  shade  of  sleep, 
ThiDugh  the  cloudy  strife 
Of  Death  and  of  Life ; 
Through  the  veil  and  the  bar 
Of  things  which  seem  aiid  are, 
Even  to  the  steps  of  the  remotest  thraoe, 

Down,  down! 

WhUe  the  sound 'whirls  around, 

Down,  down! 
As  the  fawn  draws  the  hound. 
As  the  lightning  the  vapor. 
As  a  weak  moth  the  taper ; 
Death,  despair;  love,  sorrow; 
Time  both ;  to-day,  to-morrow ; 
As  steel  obeys  the  spirit  of  the  stonOk 

Down,  down! 

Through  the  gray,  void  abysm, 

Down,  down ! 
Where  the  air  is  no  prism. 
And  the  moon  and  stars  are  not. 
And  the  cavem-craga  wear  not 
The  radiance  of  Heaven, 
Nor  the  gloom  to  Earth  given. 
Where  there  is  one  pervading,  one  ahmo 

Down,  down! 
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In  tbe  d«plh  of  th*  dMp 

Down,  down! 
like  Tett*d  Ifghlning  ailee]!, 
like  the  spark  nofeed  in  emben, 
The  last  look  Love  lememben, 
like  a  dianKmd,  which  shines 
On  the  duk  wealth  of  mines, 
A  spell  is  treasured  bat  ibr  thee  akNia. 

Down,  down! 

We  haye  bound  thee, ym  gnide  tbee: 

Down,  down ! 
With  the  bright  form  beside  thee ; 
Resbt  not  the  Weakness, 
Such  strength  is  in  meekness 
That  the  Eternal,  the  Immor^, 
Most  unloose  through  life's  portal 
The  snake-like  Doom  coil'd  ^underneath 
throne 

BytbatakNM. 


his 


SCENE  IV. 


Tke  (Jam  ^  Dkmoqoroon,  Abia  otid  Pantbsa. 
What  vailed  form  sits  on  that  .ebon  throne  f 


Tb   veil  has  fidlen. 


ABIA. 


PANTHEA. 


I  see  a  mighty  darkness 
Fillii^  dke  seat  of  power,  and  rays  of  gloom 
Dart  roand,  as  light  irom  the  meridian  sun, 
Ungazed  upon  and  shapeless ;  neither  limb, 
Nor  i&rm,  nor  outline ;  yet  we  feel  it  is 
A  living  Spirit 

DEMOODRGON. 

Ask  what  thou  wouldsjt  know. 

ASIA. 

What  canst  thou  tell  7 

DKMOGORGON. 

All  thmgs  thou  darest  demand. 

ASIA. 

Who  made  tfie  living  world  T 

DEMOGORGON. 

God. 

ABIA. 

Who  made  all 
That  it  contains?  thought,  passion,  reason*  will. 
Imagination? 

DEMOGORGON. 

God :  Almighty  God. 

ASIA. 

Who  made  that  sense  which,  when  the  winds  of  spring 

In  rarest  visitati<m,^r  the  voice 

Of  one  beloved  heord  in  youth  alone. 

Fills  the  faint  eyes  With  &lling  tears  which  dim 

The  radiaut  looka  of  junbei^ailing  flowen, 

And  leaves  this  peopled  earth  a  solitude 

When  it  returns  zio  more  ? 

DEMOGORGON. 

Merciful  God. 

ASIA. 

And  who  made  terror,  madnefls,  crime,  remorse, 
Which  from  the  links  df  the  great  chain  of  things, 
To  every  thought  within  the  mind  of  man 


Sway  and  dng  hewilyrand  each  one  reels 
Under  the  load  towards  the  pit  oi  death ; 
Abandon'd  hope,  and  kwe  that  turns  to  hate; 
And  self-contempt,  bitterer  to  drink  than  blood  s 
Pain,  .whose  unheeding  and  fiuaihar  speech 
Is  howling,  and  keen  shrieks,  day  afler  day  f 
And  Helli  or 'the  sharp  ftar  of  Hell  t 


DEMOGORGON. 


ASIA. 


He  reigns. 


Utter  his  name :  a  world  pining  in  pain 

Asks  but  his  name :  cur^s  shall  drag  him  dowa 


He  reigns. 


DEMOOORGOW. 
ASIA.' 

I  feel,  I  know  it :  who? 

DEMOGORGON. 


He  reigm. 


Who  reigiwf  iTliere  was  the  Heaven  and  Earth  at 

And  light  and  Love ;  then  Saturn,  from  whose  throne 
Time  feU,  an  envious  shadow :  such  the  slate 
Of  the  earth's  primal  spirits  beneath  his  sway. 
As  the  calm  joy  of  flowers  and  living  leaves 
Beibro  the  wind  or  stm  has  wither'd  them 
And  semi-vital  worms ;  but  he  refused 
The  birthright  of  their  being,  knowledge,  power» 
The  skill  Whioh  wields  the  elements,  the  thought 
Which  pierces  the  dim  univeiae  like  light, 
Self^mpire,  and  the  fluuesty  of  love  ;■ 
For  thirst  of  which  they  fainted.   Then  Promefliaiis 
Gave  wisdom,  which  is  strengih,  to  JutMte):. 
And  with  this  law  alone,  "  Let  man  be  free,'* 
Clothed  him  with  the  dominion  of  wide  Heaven. 
To  know  nor  faith,  nor  love,  nor  law ;  to  be 
Omnipotent  but  fritodless^  is  to  reign  ; 
And  Jove  now  reign'd ;  for  on  the  race  of  man 
First  ftmine  and  then  toil,  and  then  disease. 
Strife,  wounds,  and  ghastly  death  unseen  before, 
Fell ;  and  the  unseasonable  Seasons  drove. 
With  alternating  shafls  of  frost  and  fire. 
Their  shelterless,  pale  tribes  to  mountain  caves : 
And  in  their  desert  hearti  fierce  wauls  he  sent. 
And  mad  disquietudes,  and  shadows  idle 
Of  unreal  good,  which  levied  mutual  war, 
So  ruining  the  lair  wherein  they  raged. 
Prometheus  saw,  and  waked  tbe  legion'd  hopes 
Which  sleep  within  folded  Elysian  flowers* 
Nepenthe,  Moly,  Amaranth,  fadeless  blooms,  \ 

That  they  might  hide  with  thin  and  rainbow  wingi  . 
The  shape  of  Death ;  and  Love  he  sent  to  bind 
The  disunited  tendrils  of  that  vine 
Which  bears  the  wine  of  life,  the  human  heart  \ 
And  he  tamed  fire,  which,  like  some  beast  of  pray. 
Most  terrible,  but  lovely,  play'd  beneath 
The  frown  of  man ;  and  tortured  to  his  will        "^ 
Iron  and  gold,  the  slaves  and  signs  of  power. 
And  gems  and  poisonfi,  and  all  subtlest  forms 
Hidden  beneath  the  mountains  and  the  waves. 
He  gave  man  speech,  and  speech  created  thought. 
Which  is  the  measure  of  the  univene ; 
And  Science  struck  the  thronesof  earth  and  heaven. 
Which  shook  but  fell  not ;  and  the  harmonious  mind 
Pouyd  itself  forth  in  all-prophetic  song-; 
And  music  Kfled  up  the  listening  spirit 
Until  it  vTalk'd,  exempt  from  mortal  care, 
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Godlike,  o*er  the  clear  billowi  of  sweet  sowid ; 
And  human  hands  first  mixnick'd  and  ihen  niock*d. 
With  mookled  limbs  more  lovely  than  its  own. 
The  human  ibnn,  till  marble  grew  divine ; 
And  mothers,  gazing,  drank  the  loveinen  see 
Reflected  in  their  race,  behold,  and  perish. 
He  told  the  hidden  power  of  herbs  and  springs. 
And  Disease  drank  and  slept  Death  grew  like  sleep. 
He  taught  the  implicated  orbits  woven 
Of  the  wide-wandering  stars;  and  hqw  the  sun 
Changes  his  lair,  and  by  what  secret  spell 
The  pale  moon  is  inmsfbrmM,  when  her  broad  eye 
,   Gazes  not  on  'the  interlunar  sea : 
He  taught  to  rule,  as  life  directs  the  limbs,' 
The  tempest-winged  chariots  of  the  Ocean, 
And  the  Celt  knew  the  Indian.    Cities  then 
Were  built,  and  through  their  snow-like  columns  flow'd 
The  warm  winds,  and  the  azure  ether  shone, 
And  the  blue  sea  and  shadowy  hills  were  seen. 
Such,  the -alleviations  of  his  state, 
Prdmetheus  gave  to  man,  for  which  he  hangs 
Withering  in  destined  pain :  but  who  rains  down 
Evil,  the  immedicable  plague,  which,  while    ' 
Men  looks  on  his  creation  like  a  God 
And  sees  that  it  is  glorious,  drives  him  on 
The  wreck  of  his  own  will,  the  soorn  of  earth, 
The  outcast,  the  abandoned,  the  alone  ? 
Not  Jove :  while  yet  his  frown  shook  heaven,  aye 

when 
Hk  adversary  fiom  adamantine  chains 
Ciuwd  him,  he  trembled  like  a  slave.    Declare 
Who  is  his  master  ?    Is  he  too  a  slavef 


/ 


DESIOOOXGON. 

All  spirits  are  enslaved  which  serve  things  evil : 
Thou  knowest  if  Jupiter  be  such  or  no. 

ASIA. 

Whom  called*8t  thou  God  7 

■DBMOOOAjSON. 

I  spoke  bnt  as  ye  speak. 
For  Jove  is  the  suprame  of  living  things. 

ASIA. 

Who  is  the  juaster^f  the  slave  T 

'VKMOaoaaoN. 

If  die  abysm 
CtMild  vomit  forth  its  secrets-^Bat  a  voice 
Is  wanting,  the  deep  truth  is  imageless ; 
For  what  would  it  avail  to  bid  thee  gaze 
On  the  revolving  world  !   What  to  bid  speak 
Fate,  Time,  Occasion,  Chance  and  Change  ?  To  these 
All  things  are  subject  but  eternal  Love. 

ASIA. 

So  much  I  ask'd  before,  and  my  heart  gave 
The  response  thou  hast  given ;  and  of  such  truths 
Each  to  itself  must  be  the  oracle. 
One  more  demand^  and  do  thou  answer  me 
Ar  my  own  soul  would  answer,  did  it  know 
That  which  I  ask.    Prometheus  shall  arise 
Henceforth  the  sun  of  this  rejoicing  world : 
When  shall  the  destined  hour  arrive? 


JIBMOOORGON. 


ASIA. 


Behold! 


The  rocks  are  cloven,  and  through  the  purple  night 
I  see  cars  drawn  by  rainbow-winged  steeds 
Which  trample  the  dim  winds :  in  each  there  stands 
A  wild-ejred  charioteer  urging  their  flight. 
Some  look  behind,  as  fiends  pursued  them  there. 


And  yet  I  see  no  shapes  but  the  keen  man' 
Othen,  with  burning  eyes,  lean  forth,  and  drink 
With  -eager  lips  the  wind  of  .their  own  speed* 
As  if  the  thing  they  loved  fled  oiv  before. 
And  now,  even  now,  they  clasp'd  it.   Tlieir  bright 

locks 
Stream  like  a  comet's  flashing  hair:  they  all 
Sweep  onward.. 

OEMOPORGON. 

These  are  the  immortal  Hoon, 
Of  whom  thon  didst  demand.   One  wmis  for  Ihee. 

ASIA. 

A  spirit  with  a  dreadfhl  countenance 

Checks  its  dark  chariot  by  the  craggy  gulf 

Unlike  thy  brethren,  ghastly  (Charioteer, 

Who  art  thou  ?  Whither  wouldst  thou  bear  me  ?  Speak! 

SPIRIT. 

I  am  the  shadow  of  a  destiny 
More  dread  than  is  my  aspect :  ere  yon  planet 
Has  set,  the  darkness  which  ascends  with  me 
Shall  wrap  in  lasting  night  heaven's  kingless  thrana 


AIIA. 


What 


thoat 


PANTHSA. 

That  terrible  shadow  fioali 
Up  from  its  throne,  as  may  the  luiid  smoke    . 
Of  earthquake-rain'd  cities  o'er  the  sea. 
Lo !  it  ascends  the  car ;  the  coursers  flly 
Terrified :  vratch  its  path  among  the  stars 
Blackening  the  night ! 

ASIA. 

Thus  I  am  answer^):  struage! 

PANTHKA. 

See,  near  the  verge,  another  chariot  stays ; 
An  ivory  shell  inlaid  >%ith  crimson  fire, 
Which  comes  and  goes  within  its  sculptured  rim 
Of  delicate  strange  tracery ;  the  young  spirit 
That  guides  it  has  the  dove-like  eyes  of  hope ; 
How  its  soft  smiles  attmct  the  soul !  as  tight 
Lures  winged  insects  through  the  lampless  air. 


SPIRIT. 

My  courseri  are  fed  with  the  lightning. 
They  drink  of  the  whiriwind's  stream. 

And  when  the  red  morning  is  bright'ning 
They  bathe  in  the  fresh  sunbeam ; 
They  have  strength  for  their  swiftness  I  deem, 

Then  ascend  with  me,  daughter  of  Ocean. 

I  desire :.  and  their  speed  makes  night  kindle; 
I  fear :  they  outstrip  the  Typhoon ; 

Ere  the  cloud  piled  on  Adas  can  dwindle 
We  encircle  the  earth  and  the  moon : 
We  shall  rest  from  long  labors  at  noon : 

Then  ascend  with  me,  daughter  of  Ocean. 


SCENE  V. 


TV  Car  pau$e$  mthin  a  CUmi  on  lAs  Thp  tfa  moib^ 
Mountain.  Asia,  Panthea,  and  Ihe  SnRir  or  tBS 
Hour. 

Bpmrr. 
On  the  brink  of  the  night  and  the  momiag 

My  coursers  are  ^vont  to  respire ; 
But  the  Earth  has  Just  whisper'd  a  vnron^ 
That  their  flight  must  be  swifter  than  fire: 
They  shall  drink  the  hot  speed  of  desire ! 
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ASIA. 


Thov  breBtheit  on  their  Doitrih,  bat  my  breath 
Would  give  thorn  swififlr  ■peed; 


srauT. 


Alai!  it  could  not 


KANTHKA. 

Oh  Spirit !  pauM,  and  tell  whence  is  the  light 
Which  fills  the  cloud  f  the  nun  it  yet  wnrifn^. 

smiT. 
The  flun  will  rise  not  until  noon.     Apollo 
Is  held  in  heaven  by  iptander ;  and  the  light 
Which  fills  tbifl  vapor,  as  the  aerial  hue 
Of  ibantain-gaad^g  roses  fills  the  water, 
nowB  from  thy  mighty  sister. 

YAHnEBA. 

Yes,  I  feel^ 

V  ASIA. 

What  is  it  with  tliee,  sistar  ?  Thou  art  pale. 

FANTflSA. 

How  thou  art  changed !  J  dare  not  look  on  thee ; 

I  feel  but  see  thee  not    I  scarce*endure 

The  radiance' of  thy  beauty,    Some  good  change 

Is  working  in  the  elements,  whiqh  sufiler 

Thy  presence  thus  unveil'd.    The  Nereids  tell 

That  on  the  day  when  the  clear  hyalinjo   i 

Was  cloven  at  thy  uprise,  and  thou  didst  stand 

Within  a  veined  shell,  which  floated  on 

Over  the  calm  fidor  of  the  crystal  sea. 

Among  the  f^ean  bles,  and  by  the  shores 

Which  bear  thy  name ;  love,  like  the  atmosphere    , 

Of  the  sun's  fire  filling  the  living  world. 

Burst  from  thee,  and  illumined  earth  and  heaven 

And  the  deep  ocean  and  the  sunless  caves 

And  all  that  dwells  within  them ;  till  grief  cast 

Eclipse  upon  the  soul  from  which  it  came  : 

Such  art  thou  now ;  nor  is  it  I  alone, 

Thy  sister,  thy  companion,  thine  own  chosen  one, 

But  the  whole  worid  which  seeks  thy  sympathy. 

Ueareat  thou  not  sounds  i*  the  air  which  speak  the  love 

Of  ail  articulate  beings  ?  Feelest  thou  not 

The  inanimate  winds  enamor'd  qf  thee  ?  List ! 

[Musk. 

ASIA. 

Thy  wofds  are  sweeter  than  aught  else  but  his 
Whose  echoes  they  are ;  yet  all  love  is  sweet, 
Given  or  returned.    Common  as  light  is  love. 
And  its  fiimiliar  voice  wearies  not  ever, 
like  the  wide  heaven,  the  all-susiainihg  air, 
It  makes  the  reptile  equal  to  the  God : 
They  who  inspire  it  most  are  fortunate, 
As  I  am  now ;  bat  those  who  feel  it  most 
Are  happier  still,. after  long  sufibrings. 
As  I  shaJl  soon  become. 

PANTHEA. 

List !  Spirits,  speak. 

VOICE  (tn  the  air,  tinging), 

USb  of  Life !  thy  lips  enkindle 

With  their  love  the  breath  between  them ; 
And  thy  smiles  before  they  dwindle 

Make  the  cold  air  fire ;  then  screen  them 


In  those  looks,  where  whoso  gazes 
Faints,  entangled  in  their  mazes. 


Child  of  Light !  thy  lips  are  burning 

Through  the  vest  which  sdems  to  hide  them ; 

As  the  radiant  lines  of  morning 
Through  the  clouds  ere  they  divide  them ; 

And  this  atmosphere  divinest 

Shrouds  thee  wheresoe'er  thou  shinest 

Fair  are  others ;  none  beholds  thee» 
But  thy  voice  sounds  low  and  tender 

like  the  fairest  for  it  folds  thee 
From  the  sight  that  liquid  splendor, , 

And  all  feel,  yet  see  thee  never, 

As  I  feel  now,  kst  for  ever! 


Lamp  of  Earth !  where'er  thou  movest 
Its  dim  shapes  are  clad  with  brightn 

And  the  souls  of  whom  thou  lovest 
Walk  upon  the  winds  with  lightneaSp 
m  they  fail,  as  I  am  fiuling, 
Dizzy,  lost  yet  unbewailing^I 


ASIA. 

My  soul  is  an  enchanted  boat, 
Wliich,  like  a  sleisping  swan>  doth  float 
,  Upon  the  silver  waves  of  thyvweet  singing; 
And  thine  doth  like  an  angel  ait 
Beside  the  hehn  conducting  it. 
Whilst  all  the  winds  with  melody  are  ringing 
I^  seems  to  float  ever,  for  ever,  • 
Upon  that  many-winding  river, 
Between  mountains,  woods,  abysses, 
A  paradise  of  wildemesses ! 
Till*  Uke  one  in  slumber  bound. 
Borne  to  the  ocean,  I  float  down,  around. 
Into  a  sea  profound,  of  overspreading* sound : 
Meanwhile  thy  spirit  lifts  its  pinions 
In  music's  most  serene  dominions ; 
Catching  the  winds  that  fan  that  happy  heaven- 
And  we  sail  on,  away,  afar, 
Without  a  course,  without  a  star, 
But  hy  the  instinct  of  sweet  music  driven ; 
Till  through  Elysian  garden  islets  \ 
By  thee,  most  beautiful  of  pilots. 
Where  never  mortal  pinnace  glided,  \ 
The  boat  of  my  desire  is  guided : 
Jlealms  where  the  air  we  breathe  is  love, 
Which  in  the  winds  on  the  waves  doth  move. 
Harmonizing  this  earth  with  what  we  feel  above. 

We  have  pass'd  Age's  icy  caves, 

And  Manhood's  dark  and  tossing  waves. 
And  Youth's  smooth  ocean,  smiling  to  betray : 

Beyond  the  glassy  gulfs  we  flee 

Of  shadow-peopled  Infancy, 
Through  Death  and  Birth,  to  a  diviner  day : 

A  paradise  of  vaulted  bowera 

Lit  by  downward-gazing  flowers. 

And  watery  patlis  that  wind  between 

Wildemesses  calm  and  green. 
Peopled  by  shapes  too  bright  to  see, 
And  rest  having  beheld ;  somewhat  like  thee , 
Which  walk  upon  the  sea,  and  chant  melodiously ' 
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ACT  IIL 

SCENE  L 

Heaven.    Jupitek  on  his  Throne ;  Thxtib  arid  the 
other  Dddee  asteoMed,  . 

JUPITHII. 

Ye  ooi^pr^&ied  powers  of  heaven,  who  ■hare 

The- glory  and  the  streqgth  of  him  ye  serve, 

Rejoice  I  hencelbrth  I  am  omnipotent 

All  else  had  beeA  tubdued  to  me ;  alone 

The  floiil  of  man,  like  an  unextingiiiiah'd  fira, 

Tet  bums  tofvaids  heaven  with  fierce  reproach,  and 

•    doubt, 
And  lamentation,  and  reluctant  prayer. 
Hurling  up  insurrection,  which  might  make 
Our  antique  empire  insecure,  though  built 
On  eklest  faith,  and  heirs  coeval,  fear'; 

Lnd  though  my  cunes  through  the  pendulous  air, 
\B  snow  on  herbless  peaks,  fall  flake  by  flake, 

ind  cling  to  it ;  though  under  my  wrath's  might 
[t  elimb  the  crags  of  life,  step  aAer  step, 
Which  wound  it,  as  ice  wounds  unsandallM  feet, 
It  yet  ren^ins  supreme  o*er  misery. 
Aspiring,  unrepress*d,  yet  soon  to  fallt 
Even  now  have  I  begotten  a  strange  wonder, 
That  &tal  child,  the  terror  of  (he  earth. 
Who  waits  but  till  the  distant  hour  arrive. 
Bearing  from  Demogorgon's  vacant  throne 
The  dreadful  might  of  ever-living  limbs 
Which  clothed  that  awAil  spirit  unbeheld, 
To  redescend,  and  trample  out  the  spark. 
Four  forth  heaven's  wine,  Idcean  Clanymede, 
And  let  it  fiU  the  .'Dedal  cups  Uke  fiie. 
And  from,  the  flower-inwoven  soil  divine 
Ye  all-triumphant  harmonies  arise, 
As  dew  from  earth  under  the  twilight  stars: 
Drink .'  be  the  nectar  circling  through  your  veins 
The  soul  of  joy,  ye  ever-living  Gods, 
Till  exultation  burst  in  one  wide  voice 
Like  music  fiom  Elyiian  winda 

And  ihou 
Ascend  beside  roe,  veiled  in  the  light 
Of  the  desira  which  makes  thee  one  with  me, 
Thetis,  bright  image  of  eternity ! 
When  thou  didst  cry,  "  Ini^ufllerable  might  \ 
God !  Spare  roe!  I  sustain  not  the  quick  flames. 
The  penetrating  preaen<te ;  all  my  being. 
Like  hira  whom  die  Numidian  seps  did  tliaw 
Into  a  dew  with  poison,  is  dissolved. 
Sinking  throogh  its  foundations :"  even  then 
Two  mighty  spirits,  mingling,  made  a  third 
Mightier  than  either,  which,  unbodied  now. 
Between  us  floats,  felt,  although  unbeheld. 
Waiting  the  incarnation,  which  ascends, 
(Hear  ye  the  thunder  of  the  fiery  wheels 
Griding  the  winds  T)  from  Demogorgon's  throne. 
Victory !  victory !  Feel'st  thou  not,  O  world !  ' 

The  earthquake  of  his  chariot  thundering  up 
Olympus  ? 

[The  Car  of  iXe  Hour  arrives.     Demogorgon  de- 
ecends,  and  moves  towards  the  Throne  of  Jupiter. 
Awful  shape,  what  art  thou  ?  Speak ! 


\ 


DEMOGORGON. 


I  am  thy  child,  as  thou  wen  Satum'i  child ; 
Mightier  than  theis :  and*  we  must  dwell  together 
Henceforth  in  darkness.    LiA  thy  lightninga  not 
The  tyranny  of  heaven  none  may  retain. 
Or  reassuroe,  or  hold,  succeeding  thee : 
Yet  if  thOB  wilt,  as  't  is  the  destiny 
Of  trodden  wonns  to  writhe  till  they  are  deed, 
Pat  forth  thy  might 

^  JDTITER. 

Detested  prodigy  f 
Even  thus  beneath  the  deep  1^18080  priaooi 
I  trample  thee !  thou  liogereet  I 

Mercy]  meicj! 
No  pity,  no  release,  no  respite!  Oh, 
That  thou  wouldst  make  mine  eneoiy  my  judge, 
Even  where  he  hangs,  sear'd  by  my  long  icveags 
On  Caucasus !  he  would  not  domn  me  thus. 
Gentle,  and  just,  and  dieadlen,  is  he  not 
The  monarch  of  the  world  ?  What  art  thoa  f 
No  refuge !  no  appeal ! 

Sink  with  me  then. 
We  two  win  sink  on  the  wide  wavea  of  rain, 
Eveq  as  a  vulture  and  a  snake  oatapent 
Drop,  twisted  in  inextricable  fight, 
Into  a  shoreless  sea.    Let  hell  unlock 
Its  mounded  oceans  of  tempestuous  fire. 
And  whelm  on  them  into  the  bottomless  void 
This  desolated  world,  and  thee,  and  me. 
The  conqueror  and  (he  conquer'd,  and  the  wrc<^ 
Of  that  for  which  they  combated. 

Ai! 
The  elements  obey  me  not    I  sink 
Dizzily  down,  ever,ibr  ever,  down. 
And,  like  a  cloud,  mine  enemy  above 
Darkens  my  fall  with  victory !  Ai^  Ai ! 


Ai! 


Elenntj.    Demand  no  direr  name. 
Deaoend,  and  follow  me  down  the  abyss. 


SCENE  n. 

The  Mouth  of  a  great  river  in  tie  Jdaad  AjUambs^ 
Ocean  is  discovered  reclining  near  Ike  Short, 
AroLLO,  stands  beside  Aim 

OCEAN. 

He  fell,  thou  say  est,  beneath  his  eonqaeiurs  fiowB? 

APOLLO. 

iAye,  when  the  rtrife  was  ended  which  made  dim 
The  orb  I  rule,  and  shook  the  solid  stars. 
The  terrors  of  his  eye  illumined  heaven 
With  sanguine  light,  through  the  thick  ragged  skuti 
Of  the  victorious  darkness,  as  he  fell : 
Like  the  last  glare  of  day's  red  agony. 
Which,  from  a  rent  among  the  fiery  cloudy 
Bums  &r  along  the  tempest-wrinkled  deep.  \ 

OCEAN. 

He  sunk  to  the  abyss  ?  To  the  dark  void  f 

APOLLO. 

An  eagle  so  caught  in  some  bursting  cload 
On  Caucasus,  his  thunder-baffled  wings 
Entangled  in  the  whirlwind,  and  his  eyes 
Which  gazed  on  the  uadazzliilg  sun,  now  blinded 
By  the  white  Hghtning,  while  the  ponderous  hail 
Beats  on  his  struggling  fbnn,  which  sinks  at  lei^ih 
Prone,  and  the  aerial  ice  clings  over  it 

OCEAN. 

Henceforth  the  fields  of  Hcaven-reflecti&g  aea 
Which  are  my  realm,  will  heave,  unstain'd  will 

blood. 
Beneath  the  ujJifUng  winds,  like  plains  of  com 
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Sway'd  by  the  Mimnier  air ;  my  fltreonw  wUl  flow 
Round  many  peopled  oonlinenti,  and  rojuid 
Fortunate  utles ;  and  from  their  gla«y  threnea 
Blue  Proieut  and  hia  huinid  nympha  ehaU  mark 
The  ihadoiy  of  fiur  ahipi,  aa  mortab  o^ 
The  floating  bark  of  the  light-laden  mooft 
With  thai  while  star,  ita  sightles  pilot's  creat, 
Borne  down  the  rapid  sunset's  ebbing  sea ; 
Trscking  their  path  no  more  by  blood  and  graani. 
And  doMlatioti,  and  the  mingled  voice 
Of  slaveiy  and  comhiand ;  but  by  the  light 
Of  wave-reflected  floweis,  and  floating  odors, 
And  music  soft,  and  mild,  free,  gentle  voicea. 
That  sweetest  music,  such  as, spirits  love. 

APOI4LO. 
And  I  shall  gaaa  not  on  the  deeds  which  Hake 
My  mind  obsnire  with  sorrow,  as  edipse 
Dsrkens  the  sphere  I  guide;  but  Uai»  I  hear 
The  mall,  clear,  silver  lute  of  the  yoang  Spirit 
That  sits  ou  the  ONniuig  star. 

eCKAN. 

Thoa  must  away; 
Thy  steeds' will  pause  at  even,  till  when  farewell: 
The  loud  deep  calls  me  home  eii^en  new  to  ieecl  it 
With  azure  calm  out  of  the  emerald  urns 
Which  stand  for  ever  full  beside  my  threne. 
Behold  the  Nereids  under  the  green  sea, 
llieir  wavering  limbs  borne  on  the  \%ind-Uke  stream. 
Their  white  arms  lifted  o'er  their  streaitiing  hair 
Wirh^  garlands  pied  and  starry  sea-flower  crowns, 
Hsstening  to  grace  their  mighty  sister's  joy. 

[A  icund  of  waves  is  heard. 
It  is  the  unpastiired  sea  hungering  for  calm. 
Peace,  monater ;  I  come  now.    Farewell. 


ATOLLO. 


FareweU. 


SCENE  m. 

Cawoasus.  Promcthkos,  Hcrculks,  Ionk,  the  Earth, 
Snam,  Asia,  and  Panthea,  6onie  in  the  Car  with 
the  Srurr  or  the  Houk. 

HncuLEa  unibinis  Phometiibitb,  who  descends, 

HERCULES. 

Mou  glorious  among  spirits !  thus  doth  strength 
To  wisdom,  courage,  and  long-suflering  love. 
And  thee,  who  art  the  form  they  animate, 
Minisier  like  a  slave. 

PR0METHEI78. 

Thy  gentle  words 
Are  sweeter  even  than  freedom  longxlesired 
And  long  delay'd. 

Asia,  thou  light  of  life, 
,  Shadow  of  beauty  unbeheld :  ond  ye, 
Fair  sister  nymphs,  who  made  long  yean  of  pain 
Sweet  to  remember,  through  your  love  and  care : 
Henceforth  we  will  not  part.    There  is  a  cove, 
All  overgrown  with  trailing  odomus  plants, 
Which  curtain  out  the  day  with  lefves  ond  flowera, 
Apd  paved  with  veined  emerald,  and  a  fountain 
I^aps  in  the  midst  with  an  awakening  sound. 
From  its  curved  roof  the  mountain's  frozen  tears 
like  snoH',  or  silver,  or  long  diamond  spires, 
Hang  downward,  raining  forth  a  doubtful  l^ht: 
And  thero  is  heard  the  ever-moving  air. 


Whispering  without  flom  tree  to  tree,  and  faird% 

And  bees;  and  all  around  are  npssy  seata, 

And  the  rough  walls  are  ck>thed  with  long  soft  gnsi( . 

A  simple  dwelling,  which  shall  be  our  own ; 

Where  we  will  sit  and  talk  of  time  and  change. 

As  the  world  ebbs  and  flows,  ourselves  unchanged 

What  can  hide  man  flom  mnlahility  Y  ^ 

And  if  ye  idgfa,  then  I  will^smile;  and  thou, 

lene,  shalt  chant  fragmevti  of  sea-music. 

Until  I  weep»  when  ye  shall  anile  away 

The  tears  she  brought,  which  yet  were  eweet  to  shed 

We  will  entangle  bods  aad  flowers  end  beams  ( 

Which  twinkle  on  the  fountain's  fariro,  and  nmk0 

Strange  combinations  aut  of  eoamien  things,  1 

like  human  babes  in  their  brief  innoeence ; 

And  we  will  search,  with  looka  and  words  of  lore 

For  hidden  thoughts,  each  lovelier  than  the  last. 

Our  uneihausted  spirits ;  and  like  luiei 

Touch'd  by  the  skill  of  the  enamor'd  wind, 

Weave  harmonies  divine,  yet  ever  new. 

From  diflerenoe  sweelk  where  discord  cannot  be ;    ' 

And  hither  come,  sped  en  the  charmed  winds. 

Which  meet  from  all  the  points  of  Heaven,  as  beet 

From  every  flower  afe'rial  Enna  feeds, 

At  their  known  island-hemes  in  Himenu 

The  echoes  of  the  human  worid,  which  tell 

Of  the  low  voice  of  love,  almost  unheard. 

And  dove>eyed  pity's  muimur'd  pain,'  and  mqsie. 

Itself  the  echo  of  the  heart,  and  idl 

That  tempers  or  improves  man's  lifo,  now  free ; 

And  lovely  apparitions,  dim  at  first. 

Then  radiant,  as  the  mind,  arising  bright 

From  the  embrace  of  beaut|r,  whence  the  forms 

Of  which  these  are  the  {Aantoiqs,  casly  on  theoi 

The  galher'd  rays  which  are  reality,. 

Shall  visit  us,  the  progeny  immortal 

Of  Painting,  Sculpture,  and  wrapt  Poesy, 

And  arts,  though  unimagined,  yet  to  be. 

The  wandering  voices  and  the  shadows  these 

Of  all  that  man  becomes,  the  roediaion 

Of  that  best  worBhiplove,  fay  him  and  us 

Given  and  retum'd;  svrift  shapes  and  sounds,  whidi 

grow 
More  fiiir  and  soft  as  man  grows  wise  and  kind, 
And  veil  by  veil,  evil  and  error  foil : 
Such  virtue  has  the  oave  and  place  around. 

[TSiming  to  the  SriRrr  of  the  Hbva 
For  thee,  foir  Spirit,  one  tail  remainsk    lone. 
Give  her  that  curved  shell,  which  Proteus  old 
Made  Asia's  nuptial  boon,  breathing  within  it 
A  voice  to  be  accomplish'd,  and  which  thou 
Didst  hide  in  grass  under  the  hollow  rock. 

lONE. 

Thou  most  desired  Hour,  more  loved  and  lovely 
Than  all  thy  sisters,  this  is  the  mystic  shell; 
See  the  pale  asure  fading  into  silver 
Lining  it  with  a  soft  yet  gbwing  light :  / 

Looks  it  not  like  lull'd  music  sleeping  there'  < 

SPIRIT. 

Tt  seems  in  truth  the  foireet  shell  of  Ocean  t 

Its  sound  must  be  at  once  both  sweet  and  stranga. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Go,  borne  over  the  cities  of  muntfnd 
On  whirlwind-footed  counwrs :  once  agwn 
Outspeed  the  sun  around  the  orbed  worid ; 
And  as  thy  chariot  cleaves  the  kindling  air, 
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ThoQ  breathe  into  ttie  maay^iblded  shell, 
Loosening  its  migh^  music ;  it  shall  be 
As  thunder  mingled  with  clear  echoes:  then 
Betum ;  and  thou  shah  dwell  beside  our  cave. 
And  thou,  O,  Mother  Earth ! — 

TKB  BAKTK. 

I  hear»  I  feel ; 
Thy  lips  are  on  me,  and  thy  timch  runs  down 
Even  to  the  adamontiiie  central  gloom 
Along  these  marble  nerves;  *tis  life,  *tis  joy. 
And  through  my  wither*d,  old,  and  icy  frame 
The  warmth  of  an  immortal  youth  shoots  down 
Circling.    Hencefordi  the  many  children  fair 
Folded  in  my-sustaining  arms ;  all  plants. 
And  creeping  forms,  and  insects  rainbow-wing'd, 
And  birds,  and  beasts,  and  fidi,  and  human  shapes. 
Which  drew  disease  and  pain  from  my  wan  boeom. 
Draining  the  poison  of  despair,  shall  take 
And  interchange  swe^  nutriment ;  to  me 
Shall  they  become  like  sister«ntelopes 
By  one  feir  dam.  snow-while  and  swift  as  wind, 
Nuned  among  lilies  near  a  bnmming  stream. 
The  dew-mists  of  my  sunless  sleep  shall  float 
Under  the  stars  like  balm :  night-folded  flowers 
Shall  suck  unwitting  hues  in  their  repose : 
And  men  and  beasts  in  happy  dreams  shall  gather 
,  Strength  for  the  o(Hning  day,  and  all  its  joy : 
;  And  death  shall  be  the  last  embrace  of  her 
I  Who  takes  the  life  she  gave,  even  as  a  mother 
(Folding  her  child,  says,  *«  Leave  roe  not  again." 

ASIA. 

(Ml,  mother !  wherefore  speak  (he  name  of  death  f 
Cease  they  to  love,  and  move,  and  breathe,  and  speak, 
Who  die? 

THE  KAJITU. 

It  would  avail  not  to  reply: 
Thou  art  immortal,  and  this  tongue  is  kiwwn 
But  to  the  unoommunicaiing  dead. 
Death  is  the^  veil  which  those  who  live  call  life : 
They  sleep,  and  it  is  lifted :  and  meanwhile 
In  mild  variety  the  seasons  mild 
With  rainbow-skirted  showen,  and  odorous  windS) 
And  long  blue  meteois  cleansing  the  dull  night, 
And  the  life-kindling  shafts  of  the  keen  sun's 
All-piercing  bow,  and  the  dew-mingled  rain 
Of  tfie  calm  moonbeams,  a  soft  influence  mild, 
Shall  clothe  the  forests  and  the  fields,  ay,  even . 
The  crag4>uilt  deserts  of  the  barren  deep. 
With  ever-living  leaves,  and  fiiiitSr  and  flowen. 
And  thou !  There  is  a  cavern  where  my  spirit 
Was  panted  forth  in  anguish  whilst  thy  pain 
Made  my  heart  mad,  and  those  that  did  inhale  it 
Became  mad  too,  and  built  a  temple  there. 
And  spoke,  and  were  oracular;  and  lured 
The  erring  nations  round  to  mutual  war. 
And  feilhlesB  faith,  such  as  Jove  kept  with  thee ; 
Which  breath  now  rises,  as  amongst  tall  weeds 
A  violet's  exhalation,  and  it  fills 
With  a  serener  light  and  crimson  air 
Intense,  yet  soft,  the  rocks  and  woods  around ; 
It  feeds  the  quick  growth  of  the  serpent  vine. 
And  the  dark-link*d  ivy  tangling  wild. 
And  budding,  blown,  or  odor-fedcd  blooms 
Which  star  the  winds  with  points  of  oolor'd  light. 
As  thev  rsin  through  them,  and  bright  golden  globes 
Of  fruit,  soapended  in  their  own  green  Heaven, 


And  ftuoQgfa  the^  veined  leaves  and  amber  stems 
The  flowers  whose  purple  and  tiansludd  bowb 
Stand  ever  mantling  with  aerial  dew. 
The  drink  «f  spirits :  and  it  circles  round, 
like  the  soft  waving  wings  of  noonday  dreams^ 
Inspiring  calm  and  happy  thoughts,  like  miBe, 
Now  thou  art  thus  restored.    This  cav^  is  thine. 
Arise!  Appear! 

[A  Spuut  njM  in  Ihe  Ukene$»  of  a  wngtd  chJU 
'tbk  is  my  torch-bearer; 
Who  let  his  lamp  out  in  old  time  with  gazing 
On  eyes  from  which  he  kindled  it  anew 
With  love,  which  a  as  fire,  sweet  daughter  mine. 
For  such  is  that  within  thine  own.    Run,  waywani. 
And  guide  this  company  beyond  die  peak 
Of  Bacchi<i  Nysa,  Mrtnad-haunted  moonlain. 
And  beyond  Indus  and  its  tribute  rivma. 
Trampling  the  torrent  streams  and  glassy  lakes 
With  feet  unwet,  nnweaiiet^,  undel^fing. 
And  up  the  green  mvine,  across  the  vale^ 
Beside  the  windless  and  ciystalline  pool. 
Where  ever  lies,  on  unerasing  waves. 
The  image  of  a  temple,  built  above. 
Distinct  with  column,  arch,  and,  architrave. 
And  palm-like  capital,  and  over-wrought. 
And  populous  most  with  living  imageiy, 
Prazitelean  shapes,  whose  marble  smiles 
Fill  the  hush'd  air  with  everlasting  love. 
It  is  deserted  now,  but  once  it  bore 
Thy  name,  Prometheus ;  there  the  emulous  youths 
Bore  to  thy  honor  through  the  divine  gloom 
The  lamp  which  waa  thine  emblem ;  even  aa  those 
Who  bear  the  untran^mitted  torch  of  hope 
Into  the  grave,  across  the  night  of  life. 
As  thou  hast  home  it  most  tritimphantly 
To  this  &r  goal  of  Time.    Depart,  farewelL 
Beside  that  temple  is  the  destined  cave. 


SCENE  IV. 


A  FontL  In  the  hadc-grmatd  a  Ckne.  PwoiarvEXX, 
Asia,  Panthea,  Ion^  ami  the  Snirr  of  tu 
Earth. 

lOJfE. 

Sister,  it  is  not  eaithly :  how  it  glides 
Under  the  leaves !  how  on  its  head  there  bonis 
A  light,  like  a  green  star,  whose  emerald  beans 
Are  twined  with  its  fair  hair !  how,  as  it  move^ 
The  splendor  drops  in  flakes. upon  the  grass! 
Knoweet  thou  it  Y 

f  PANTHEA. 

It  is  the  delicate  spirU 
That  guides  the  earth  through  Heaven.    From  afer 
The  populous  constellations  call  that  light 
The  loveliest  of  the  planets ;  and  sometiiLes 
It  floats  along  the  spray  of  the  salt  sea. 
Or  makes  its  chariot  of  a  foggy  cloud. 
Or  walks  through  fields  or  cities  while  men  sleep. 
Or  o'er  the  momilain-tops,  or  down  the  rivers. 
Or  through  the  green  waste  wilderness,  as  now 
Wondering  at  all  it  sees.   Before  Jove  reign'd. 
It  loved  our  sister  Asia,  and  it  came 
Each  leisure  hour  to  drink  the  liquid  light 
Out  of  her  eyes,  for  which  it  said  it  thiisted 
As  one  bit  by  a  dipsas,  and  with  her 
It  made  its  childish  confidence,  and  told  her 
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All  it  had  loMiwn  or  Men,  for  it  taw  much. 
Yet  idly  reaaon'd  what  it  saw ;  and  call'd  her. 
For  whence  it  epning  it  knew  not,  nor  do  I, 
Mother,  dear  mother. 

THX  IFIUT  OF  .THE  EARTH  (rUlUIIII^  lO  ABIA). 

Mother,  dearest  mother ; 
May  I  then  talk  with  thee'aa  I  waa  wont? 
Bfay  I  then  hide  my  eyes  in  thy  soft  arms. 
After  thy  looks  have  made  them  tired  of  joy  f 
May  I  then  play  beside  thee  the  long  noons, 
Wl^en  work  is  none  in  the  bright  silent  air  ? 

AM  A. 

I  love  thee,  gentlest  being !  and  henceforth 
Can  cherish  thee  uneniried :  speakv  I  pray : 
l^y  simple  talk  once  solaced,  now  delights. 

spiarr  of  the  earth.     - 

Mother,  I  am  groiihi  wiser,  though  a  child 
Cannot  be  wise  like  thee,  wiihin  this  day ; 
And  happier  too ;  happier  and  wiser  both. 
Thuu  tmiowest  that  toads,  and  snakes,  and  lothely 


And  thinning  one  bright  bunch  of  amber  hemes. 
With  quick  long  beaks,  and  in  the  deep  theie  lay 
Those  lovely  forms  imaged  as  in  a  sky ; 
So  with  my  thoughts  full  of  these  happy  changes, 
We.  meet  again,  the  happiest  cliange  of  alL 


ASIA. 

And  never  will  we  part,  till  thy  chaste  sister 
Who  guides  the  fnnen  and  inconstant  moon 
Will  look  on  thy  more  warm  and  equal  light 
Till  her  heart  thaw  like  flakes  of  April  snow 
And  love  thee. 

BHRIT  OF  THE  EARTH. 

What!  as  Asia  loves  Psomedieuat 

ABIA. 

Peace,  wanton :  thou  art  yet  not  old  enoogli. 
Think  ye  by  gaxing  on  each  other's  eyes 
To  multiply  your  lovely  selves^  and  fill 
With  sphered  fires  the  interlunar  airf 

SPIRIT  OF  THE  EARTH. 

Nay,  mother,  while  my  sister  trioM  her  lamp^ 
Tis  hard  I  should  go  darlding. 


And  venomous  and  malicious  beasts,  and  boughs 

That  boro  ill  berries  in  the  woods,  were  ever 

A  hindrance  to  my  w&lks  o'er  the  green  world : 

And  that,  among  the  haunts  of  human-kind, 

Hard-featured  men,  or  with  proud,  angry  looks. 

Or  cold,  staid  gait,  or  false  and  hollow  smiles, 

Or  the  doll  sneer  of  self-loved  ignorance. 

Or  other  such  Ibul  masks,  with  which  ill  thoughts 

Hide  that  fiur  being  whom  we  spirits  call  man ; 

And  women  too,  ugliest  of  oil  things  evil 

(Though  lair,  even  in  a  world  where  thou  art  fair, 

When  good  and  kind,  free  and  sincere  like  thee), 

When  iiilse  or  frowning  made  me  sick  at  heart 

To  pass  them,  though  they  slept,  and  I  unieen. 

Well,  my  path  lately  lay  through  a  great  city 

Into  the  woody  hills  surrounding  it : 

A  seniinel  was  sleeping  at  the  gate : 

When  there  was  hcaird  a  sound,  so  loud,  it  sho(^ 

The  towers  amid  the  moonlight,  yet  more  sweet 

lluin  any  voice  but  thine,  sweetest  of  all ; 

A  long,  long  sojnd,  as  it  would  never  end  : 

And  all  the  inhabitants  leapt  suddenly 

Out  of  their  rest,  and  gather'd  in  the  streets. 

Looking  in  wonder  up  to  Heaven,  while  yet 

The  music  peal'd  along.     1  hid  ro}'8elf 

Within  a  fountain  in  the  public  squsire. 

Where  I  by  like  the  reflex  of  the  moon 

Seen  in  a  wave  under  green  leaves :  and  soon 

Those  ugly  human  shapes  and  visages 

Of  which  1  spoke  as  having  wrought  me  pain, 

PiBst  floating  through  the  air,  and  fading  still 

Into  the  winds  that  scatter'd  them ;  and  those 

From  whom  they  peal  secm*d  mild  and  lovely  forms 

After  some  foul  disguise  had  fallen,  and  all 

Were  somewhat  changed,  and  after  brief  surprise 

And  greetings  of  delighted  wonder,  all 

Wem  to  their  sleep  again ;  and  when  the  dawn 

Came,  wouldst  thou  think  that  toads,  and  snakes,  and 

efts.  . 
Could  e'er  be  beautiful  7  yet  so  they  were, 
And  that  with  little  change  of  shape  or  hue : 
All  things  had  put  their  evil  nature  off: 
i  cannot  tell  my  j<^,  when  o'er  a  lake 
Upon  a  drooping  bough  with  nightshade  twined, 
I  law  X^tfo  azure  halcyims  clinging  downward 

aT 


ABIA. 

listen;  look! 
THb  Spirit  of  the  Hour  enfert. 

PROMETHEUS. 

We  feel  what  thou  hast  heard  and  seen :  yet  speak. 

BPIRIT  OF  THE  HOUR. 

Soon  as  the  sound  had  ceased  whose  thunder  fill'd 
The  abysses  of  the  sky  and  the  wide  eafth, 
There  was  a  change :  the  impalpable  thin  air 
And  the  all-circling  sunlight  were  tmnsfoim'd. 
As  if  the  sense  of  love  dissolved  in  them 
Had  folded  itself  round  the  sphered  world. 
My  vision  then  grew  clear,  ajMl  I  could  see 
Into  the  mysteries  of  the  universe : 
Dizzy.as  with  delight  1  floated  down, 
Winnowing  the  lightsome  air  with  languid  pAoHMt 
My  coursers  sought  their  birth-place  in  the  son. 
Where  they  henceforth  wiU  live  exempt  from  toil 
Pasturing  flowers  of  vegetable  fire. 
And  where  my  nnoonlike  car  wiM  stand  within 
A  temple,  gazed  upon  by  Phidian  forms 
Of  thee,  and  Asia,  and  the  Earth,  and  me. 
And  you  foir  nymphs  kwking  the  love  we  foel ; 
In  memory  of  the  tidings  it  has  borne; 
Beneath  a  dome  fretted  with  graven  flowers, 
Poised  on  twelve  columns  of  resplendent  stone. 
And  open  to  the  bright  and  liquid  sky. 
Yoked  to  it  by  an  amphisbenic  snake,     \ 
The  likeness  of  those  winged  steeds  will  mock 
The  light  from  which  they  find  repose.    Alas, 
Whither  has  wonder'd  now  my  pariial  tongue 
When  all  remains  untold  which  ye  would  hear  f 
As  I  have  said,  I  floated  to  the  earth » 
It  was,  as  it  is  8till,^the  pain  of  bliss 
To  move,  to  iMvathe,  to  be ;  I  wandering  went 
Among  the  haunts  and  dwellings  of  mankind. 
And  flnt  was  disappointed  not  to  see 
Such  mighty  change  as  I  had  felt  within 
£xpress'd  in  outward  things ;  but  soon  I  look*d, 
And  behold,  thrones  were  kingless,  and  men  walk'd 
One  with  the  other  even  as  spirits  da 
None  fown'd,  nqne  trampled ;  hate,  disdain,  or  foar, 
Self>h>ve  or  self-contempt,  on  human  brows 
No  more  inscribed,  as  o'er  the  gate  of  hell, 
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•*  All  bope  abaiidoik  ye  who  «nter  hero  ;" 

^ooe  frowii'd,  none  trembled,  none  with^eoger  fear 

Gaxed  on  another's  eye  of  cold  command. 

Until  the  tut^t  of  a  tyrant's  will 

Became,  worn  iate,  the  »lgect  of  hia  own, 

Which  spun-'d  him>  like  an  outspent  hone,  to  death. 

None  wrought  his  lips  in  trqth-entangling  lines 

Which  smded  the  lie  his  tongue  disdained  to  speak; 

None,  with  firm  sneer,  trod  out  in  his  own  heart 

The  sparks  x>f  lov6  and  hope  dll  there  ramain'd 

Those  bitter  ashes,  a  soul  self^consumed,    , 

And  the  wretch  crept  a  vampire  among  men. 

Infecting  all  with  hb  own  hideous  ill ; 

None  talk'd  that  common,  false,  cold,  hollow  talk 

Which  makes  the  heart  deny  the  ye$  it  breathes. 

Yet  question  that  unatsant  hypoerisy 

With  such  a  sell^nistrust  as  has  no  name. 

And  women,  uxh  (rank,  beautiful,  and  kind 

As  the  free  heaven  which  rains  fresh  light  and  dew 

On  the  wide  earth,  post ;  gentle,  radiant  forms, 

From  custom's  evil  taint  exempt  and  puro ; 

Speaking  the  wisdom  oboe  they  could  not  think* 

liooking  emotions  once  they  fear'd  to  feel, 

And  changed  to  all  which  once  they  dared  not  be. 

Yet  being  now,  made  earth  like  heaven ;  nor  pride. 

Nor  jealousy,  nor  envy,  nor  ill  shame. 

The  bitterest  of  tJiose  drops  of  treasured  gall, 

Spcnlt  the  sweet  taste  of  the  nepenthe,  leve. 

Thrones,  altars,  jodgmentseats,  and'prisons ;  wherein, 
And  beside  which,  by  wretched  men  wer9  borne 
Sceptres,  tiaras,  swoids,  and  chains,  and  loones 
Of  reason'd  wrong,  glcoed  on  by  ignorance, 
Were  like  those  monstrous  and  barbaric  shapes. 
The  ghosis  of  a  no  more  reraember'd  fiuna 
Which,  from  their  unworn  obelisks,  look  fivtfa 
In  triumph  o'er  the  palaces  and  tombs 
Of  those  who  were  their  oonqnerors :  mooldeiuig 

round 
Tbond  imaged  to  the  pride  of  kings  and  priesli, 
A  dark  yet  mighty  ftith,  a  power  aa  wide 
As  is  the  world  it  wasted,  and  are  now 
But  an  astonishment ;  even  so  the  tools 
And  0mblemB  o{  its  last  captivity, 
Amid  the  dwellings  of  the  peopled  earth* 
Stand,  not  o'erthrown,  but  unregarded  now. 
And  those  foul  shapes,  abhorr*d  by  god  and  mao, 
Which,  under  many  a  name  and  many  a  form 
Strange,  savage,  ghastly,  dark,  and  execrable, 
Were  Jupiter,  the  tyrant  of  the  world ; 
And  which  the  nations,  pamc<«tricken,  served 
l^th  blood,  and  hearts  broken  by  long  hope,  and  feve 
Dragg'd  to  his  altan  soil'd  and  garlaadleas, 
And  slain  among  men's  unreclaiming  tears. 
Flattering  the  thing  they  fear'd,  which  fear  was  hate. 
Frown,  mouldering  fiMt,  o'er  their  abandon'd  shrines : 
The  painted  veil,  by  those  who  were»  call'd  lifef 
Which  mimick'd,  as  with  colon  idly  spread, 
All  men  believed  and  hoped,  is  torn  aside ; 
The  lothesome  mask  has  fallen,  the  man  remains 
Soeptreless,  free,  uncircumscribed,  bat  man 
£qual«  unclass'd,  tribeless,  and  nationless, 
Eiempt  from  awe,  wonhip,  degree,  the  king 
Over  himself {  just,  gentle,  wise :  but  man 
Passionless ;  not  yet  free  from  guilt  or  pain. 
Which  were,  for  his  will  made  or  sufler'd  them. 
Nor  yet  exempt,  though  ruling  them  like  aUves^ 


From  chance,  and  death,  and  mutability, 
The  dogs  of  that  which  else  might  oversoar 
The  loftiest  star  of  unascended  heaven. 
Pinnacled  dim  in  the  intense  inane. 


ACT  IV. 

ScEif»—A  part  of  the  Fore$t  near  ike  Cave  of  Pao- 
MBTHEtTa  Panthxa  and  Ione  art  de^iag  ;  thy 
awaken  gradvaUy  during  Ihejirtl  Somg. 

voice  OW  tnOBBN  snuTs. 

Hie  pale  stars  are  gone  I 
For  the  sun,  their  iwifl  shepherd. 
To  their  fold  them  compelling, 
In  the  depths  of  the  dawn. 
Hastes,  in  meteo^ecIipsing  array,  ^nd  they  flee 
Beyond  his  blue  dwelling, 
As  fawns  flee  the  leopard, 
But  where  are  ye  f 


A  Train  tf  datk  FormM  and  Skodowt 

fumdljf.  mngimg. 

Here,  oh !  here : 

We  bear  the  bier 
Of  the  Father  of  many  a  cancell'd  year! 
.  Spectres  we 

Of  the  dead  Houn  be, 
We  bear  Time  to  his  tomb  in  eternity. 

Strew,  oh !  sttew 

Hair,  not-  yew ! 
Wet  Ifae  dusky  pall  with  tears,  not  dew ! 

Be  the  faded  flowen 

Of  Death's  bare  bowen 
Spread  on  the  corpse  of  the  King  of  Hoon ! 


Haste,  oh,  haste! 

As  shades  are  chssed, 
Trembling,  by  day,  from  Heaven's  Uue 

We  melt  away. 

like  dissolving  spray, 
From  the  children  t>f  a  diviner  digr, 

With  the  lulla^ 

Of  winds  that  die 
On  the  bosom  of  their  own  harmoiqr ! 

lORE. 

What  dark  forms  were  they  f 

PANTHEiL. 

The  past  Houn  weak  and  gray. 
With  the  spoil  which  dieir  toil 

Raked  together 
From  the  conquest  but  One  ooold  M 

lONE. 

Have  they  pastT 

PANTHKA* 

They  have,  past  { 
Tliey  ontapeeded  the  blast. 
While  'tis  said,  they  are  Bed: 


lONE. 

Whither, oh!  whither? 
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rANTSIA. 

To  the,  dark,  tQ  the  putt,  to  tho  dead. 

« 

VOICK  or  UNSKEN  SPUtXTBi 

Bright  cbiidi  float  in  heaven, 
Dewetan  gleam  on  eartl^ 
WavM  a«eiBhle  on  ocean, 
Tliey  are  gather*d  and  driven 
By  ihm  atorm  •f  delight,  tijr  the  panic ^  glaa! 
They  shake  wiih  omotien, 
Tkef  dance  in  dieir  mirth. 
Bot  where  are  ye  7 

The  pine-bough9  kn  ringing 
Old  aongi  with  new  gladnem; 
The  billows  and  founiaios 
Fresh  mt|mc  are  flinging. 
like  the  neias  of  a  spirit  from  land  and  from  sea; 
The  storms  mock  the  monntaina 
With  the  thvnder  of  gladi 
Bat  where  are  ye  f 


XONE. 

What  charieteeis  are  these  r 

PiNTHXA. 

Where  are  Aeir  ehariols  ? 

SUUCH0RU8  OF  H0VIt4. 

The  v«oe  of  the  Spirits  of  Air  and  of  Earth 
Haa  drawn  hack  the  figured  eortain  of  sleep 
Which  oover'd  our  being  and  daiken'd  our 
in  the  deep. 

A  VOICE. 

'  In  the  deepf 

SKMICROBUS  U 

Oh !  bebw  foe  oeep^ 

8BMICH0RU8  L 

A  hundred  ages  we  had  been  kept 
Cradled  in  virions  of  hate  and  care. 
And  each  one  who  waked  as  his  brother  siop^ 
Fouml  the  trutli — 


nSMICHOftOS  II. 

Wone  than 


aBMIOBOROa  I. 

We  have  heard  the  lute  of  Hope  in  deep ; 
We  have  known  the  voice  of  L4>ve  in  dreams. 
We  have  ftlt  the  wand  of  Power,  and  leap— 

nEMICHOEUS  II. 

As  the  hlDowa  leap  in  die  morning  beams  I 

CHOBUB. 

Weave  the  dance  on  the  floor  of  the  breeze. 
Pierce  with  song  heaven^s  rilent  light* 

Enchant  the  day  that  too  swifUy  flees. 
To  check  its  flight  ere  the  cave  of  iMght 

Once  the  hungry  Hours  were  hounds 

Which  chased  the  day  like  a  bleeding  deer. 

And  it  limp'd  and  stumbled  with  many. wounds 
Through  the  nighay  dells  ol  the  desert  year. 


But  now,  oh !  weave  the  mystic  meas|ire 
Of  muric,  and  dance,  and  shapes  of  light, ; 

Let  the  Hours,  and  the  spirits  of  might  and  ^easiire, 
like  die  clouds  and  sunbeams,  unite 

A  VOICE. 

Unite. 

PANTHEA. 

See,  where  the  Spirits  of  the  human  mmd 

Wrapt  in  sweet  sounds,  as  in  bright  veiK  appnach. 

CHOam  OP  8PIMTS. 

We  join  the  throng 

or  the  dance  and  the  song, 
By  the  whiriwind  of  gladness  borne  alodg; 

As  the  A]ring-flsh  leap 

From  the  Indian  deep, 
And  mix  with  the  sea-birds,  halfesleep. 

CHORUS  OF  BOURS. 

Whence  come  ye,  so  wild  and  so  ^t,   . 
For  sandals  of  lightning  are  on  your  feet. 
And  your  winp  are  soft  and  swiA  as  thought. 
And  your  eyes  are  as  k>ve  which  is  veiled  not? 

caoRus  OF  spiRrm. 

We  come  from  the  mind 

Of  human-kind. 
Which  was  late  so  dusk,  and  obscene,  and  Uiiid ; 

Now  'tis  an  ocean 

Of  clear  emotioB, 
A  heaven  of  serene  and  mighty  motion. 

From  that  deep  abyss 

Of  wonder  And  bliss. 
Whose  caverns  ale  crystal  palaces 

From  those  skiey  towers 

Where  Thought*8  crowned  powava 
Sit  watching  your  dance,  ye  happy  Hbuii^ 


Fhmi  the  dim 

Of  woven  caresses. 
Where  lovers  catch  ye  fay  your  loose 

From  the  azure  isles 

Where  sweet  Wisdom  smiles. 
Delaying  your  ships  with  her  sjrrea  wiles^ 

FVom  the  temples  hi|^ 

Of  Moa*8  ear  and  eye, , 
Roord  over  Sculpture  and  Poesy ; 

From  the  mprmnrings 

Of  the  unseal'd  springs 
Where  Science  bedews  his  Disdal  wings; 

Yean  after  years, 

Throu^  blood,  and  tears. 
And  a  thick  hell  of  hatreds,  and  hopes,  and  fears , 

We  vroded  apd  flew, 

And  the  islets  were  few 
Where  the  bud-blighted  Ifewers  of  happiness  grew 

Oar  feet  now,  every  palm. 

Ale  sandall'd  with  calm. 
And  the  dew  of  our  vrings  is  a  rain  of  balm . 

And,  beyond  our  eyea. 

The  human  love  lies 
Which  m^kes  all  it  gaaes  on  Paradisab 
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CHORUS  OP  SPIRITS  AND  HOURS. 

'fheQ  weave  the  web  of  the  mystic  measore ; 
From  the  depths  of  the  sky  and  the  ends  of  the  earth, 

Come,  swift  Spirits  of  might  and  of  pleasure, 
Fill  the  dance  and  the  music  of  mirth. 

As  the  waves  of  a  thousand  streams  rush  bjr 

To  an  ocean  of  splendor  and  harmony ! 

CHORUS  OP  SrilUTB. 

Our  spoil  is  won, 

Our  task  is  d<Mie, 
We  are  free  to  dive,  or  soar«  or  run ; 

Beyond  and  around, 

Or  within  the  bound 
Which  clips  the  world  with  darkness  round. 


We  11  pass  the  eyes 

Of  the  starry  skies  i 

Into  th<^hoar  deep  to  colonize : 

Death,  Chaos,  and  Night, 

From  the  sound  of  our  flight. 
Shall  flee,  like  mist  from  a  tempest's  might 

And  Earth,  Air,  and  LigV* 

And  the  Spirit  of  Might, 
Which  drives  round  the  stars  in  their  fiery  flight ; 

And  Love,  Thought,  and  Breath, 

The  powers  that  quell  Death, 
Wherever  we  soar  shall  assemble  beneath. 

And  our  singing  shall  build 

In  the  void's  loose  field 
A  world  for  the  Spirit  of  Wisdom  to  wield ; 

We  will  take  our  plan 

From  the  new  world  of  man. 
And  our  work  shall  be  call'd  the  Promethean. 

CHORUS  OP  HOURS. 

Break  the  dance,  and  scatter  the  song ; 
Let  some  depart,  and  some  remain. 

lEMICHORl^B  I. 

We,  beyond  heaven,  are  driven  alongj 

SRWiciiORira  II. 
Us  the  enchantments  of  earth  retain : 

SEVICHORira  I. 

Ceaseless,  and  rapid,  and  fierce,  and  free. 

With  the  Spirits  which  build  a  new  earth  and  sea. 

And  a  heaven  where  y6t  heaven  could  never  be. 

8KMICH0RU8  II. 

Solemn,  and  slow,  and  serene,  and  bright. 
Leading  the  Day  and  outspeeding  the  Night, 
With  the  powera  of  a  world  of  perfect  light 

8EMICH0RU8  I. 

We  whirl,  singing  loud,  round  the  gathering  sphere, 
'nil  the  trees,  and  the  beosts,  and  the  clouds  appear 
From  its  chaos  made  calm  by  love,  not  fear. 

BEMICHOROS  IL 

We  encircle  the  ocean  and  mountains  of  earth. 
And  the  happy  forms  of  its  death  and  birth 
Change  to  the  muvc  of  our  sweet  mirth. 


CHORUS  OP  HOURS  AND  ■PIRITS. 

Break  the  dance,  and  scatter  the  song, ' 

Let  some  deport,  and  some  remain; 
Wherever  we  fly  we  lead  along 
In  leashes,  like  star-beams,  sofl  yet  strong, 
The  clouds  that  are  heavy  with  love's  sweet  laio 

PABrraxA. 
Ha!  they  are  gone! 

ioMk. 
Yet'feel  you  do  deUgfal 
From  the  post  sweetness  ? 

PANTHBA. 

.   As  the  bare  green  hill 
When  some  soft  cloud  vanishes  into  rein. 
Laughs  with  a  thousand  drops  of  suony  water 
To  the  unpavilion'd  sky ! 

lONE. 

Even  whilst  we  apeak 
New  notes  arise.    What  is  that  awful  aound  ? 

PANTHBA. 

*Tis  the  deep  music  of  the  rolling  world. 
Kindling  within  the  strings  of  the  wnved  air 
^iEolian  modulatioM. 

lONB. 

Listen  too. 
How  every  pause  is  fiird  with  under-notes. 
Clear,  silver,  icy,  keen  awakening  tones. 
Which  pierce  the  sense,  and  live  within  the  souL 
As  the  sharp  stars  pierce  winter's  crystal  air 
And  gaxe  upon  themselves  within  the  sea. 

PANTHRA. 

But  see  where,  through  two  openii^gs  in  the  IbieBt 
Which  hanging  branches  over-canopy. 
And  where  two  runnels  of  a  rivulet. 
Between  the  close  moss  violet  inwoven. 
Have  made  their  path  of  melody,  like  sisteis 
Who  part  with  sighs  that  they  may  meet  in  smiles 
Turning  their  dear  disunk>n  to  an  isle 
Of  lovely  grief,  a  wood  of  sweet  sad  thoughts  ,* 
Two  visions  of  strange  radiance  float  upon 
The  ocean-like  enchantment  of  strong  sound, 
Which  flows  intenser,  keener,  deeper  yet 
Under  the  ground  and  through  the  windless  air. 

lOKB. 

I  see  a  chariot  like  that  thinnest  boat 
In  which  the  mother  of  the  months  is  -borne 
By  ebbing  night  into  her  western  cave. 
When  she  upsprings  from  inierlunar  dreamy 
O'er  which  is  curved  an  orblike  canopy 
Of  gentle  darkness,  and  the  hills  and  woods 
Distinctly  seen  through  that  dusk  airy  veil. 
Regard  like  shapes  in  an  enchanter's  glaas ; 
Its  wheels  are  solid  clouds,  azure  and  gold. 
Such  08  the  genii  of  the  thunder-storm 
Pile  on  the  floor  of  the  illumined  sea 
When  the  sun  rushes  under  il ;  they  roll 
And  move  and  grow  as  with  an  inwonl  wind ; 
Within  it  sits  a  winged  infiint,  white 
Its  countenance,  like  the  whiteness  of  brj^t  bmni. 
Its  plumes  ore  as  feathen  of  sunny  frost. 
Its  limbs  gleam  white,  through  the  wind-flowing  fiiUi 
Of  its  white  robe,  woof  of  ethereol  pearl 
Its  hair  is  white,  the  brightness  of  white  light 
Scatter'd  in  strings;  yet  its  two  eyes  tare  beavew 
Of  liquid  darkness,  which  the  Deit^ 
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WlthiB  mmut  pomaig,  aft  a  fbtfin  is  poiur'd 
From  jagged  elowla,  out  of  their  arrowy  laahea, 
Tenfienng  the  oohl  and  radtant  air-aroand, 
With  fire  that  ife  not  ^bzightneas ;  in  its  band 
it  sways  a  quivering  moonbeam,  from  whose  point 
A  guiding  power  directs  the  chariot's  prow 
Over  its  wheeled  clouck,  which  as  they  roll 
Over  the  gnus,  and  flowers,  and  waves,  wake  lomids 
Swaet  at  a  singing  rain  of  silver  dew.  •  • 

PANTHEA. 

And  fitMB  the  odier  opening  in  the  wood 

Rashte,  with  lond  and  whirlwind  harmony, 

A  sphere,  which  is  as  many  thousand  spheres, 

flMid  ss-crysial,  yet  through  all  its  mass 

Flow,  as  through  empty  space,  music  and  light : 

Ten  thousand  orbs  involving  and  involved. 

Purple  and  azure,  while,  green,  and  golden. 

Sphere  within  sphere ;  and  every  space  .between 

Peopled  with  unimaginable  shapes. 

Such  as  ghosts  dream  dwell  in  the  lampless  deep, 

Yet  each  inter^ranspicuoas,  and  they  whirl 

Over  each  oiber  with  a  thousand  motions, 

Upon  a  thousand  sightless  axles  spinning. 

And  with  the  force  of  self-destroying  swiftness. 

Intensely,  slowly,  solemnly  roll  on. 

Kindling  with  mingled  sounds,  and  ooany  lones^ 

Intelligible  words  and  music  wild. 

With  ^mighty  whirl  the  multitudinous  orb 

Grinds  the  bright  brook  into  ax^  azure  mist 

Of  elemental  subtlety,  like  light ; 

And  the  wild  odor  of  the  forest  fl9wer8, 

The  music  of  the  living  gfass  and  air. 

The  emerald  light  of  leaPen  tangled  beams 

Round  its  intense  yet  selPconflicting  speed. 

Seem  kneaded  into  one  aerial  mass 

Which  drowns  the  sense.  Within  the  orb  itselC| 

Pillow'd  upon  ita  alabaster  arms, 

like  i»  a  child. o'e^wearied  with  sweet  toil,      i 

On  its  dwn  folded  wings,  and  wavy  hair. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Earth  is  laid  asleep,  \ 

And  you  can  see  its  little  lips  are  moving. 

Amid  the  changing  light  of  their  own  smiles. 

Like  one  who  talks  of  what  he  loves  in  dream. 

lONI. 

Tis  only  mocking  the  orb's  harmony. 

PANTHKA. 

And  from  a  star  upon  its  fbrehead,  shoot, 

Like  swords  of  azure  fire,  or  golden  spMU* 

With  tyrant-quelling  myrtle  overtwined. 

Embleming  heaven  and  earth  united  now. 

Vast  beams  like  spoke  of  some  invisible  wheel 

Which^  whirl  as  the  orb  w-hirls.  swiAer  than  thought. 

Filling  the  abyss  with  sun  like  lightnings. 

And  perpendicular  now,  and  now  transvepe, 

Kerce  the  dark  soil,  and-  as  they  pierce  and  pass, 

Make  bare  the  secrets  of  the  earUi's  deep  heart; 

InHnite  mine  of  adamant  and  gcJd, 

Valueless  stones,  and  unimugineU  gems. 

And  caverns  on  crystalline  columns  poised 

With  vegetable  silver  overspread ; 

Welb  of  unikthora'd  fire,  and  water  springs 

Whence  the  great  sea,  even  as  a  child  is  fed. 

Whose  vapors  clothe  earth's  monareh  moantaiii4opi 

With  kingly,  ermine  snow.  The  beams  flash  en 

And  make  appear  die  melancholy  rams 

Of  cancell'd  cycles ;  anchors,  beaka  of  ships ; 


Flanks  tuHn'd  to  marUet  qniven,  helms,  and  speaia 
And  gorgon-headed  targes,  and  the  wheels 
Of  scythed  chariots,  and  the  emblazonry 
Of  trophies,  standaids,  and  aimorial  beasts. 
Round  which  death  laugh'd,  sepulchred  emUems 
Of  dread  destrucdon,  ruin  withui  ruin ! 
The  wrecks  beside  o^^pny  a  city  vast. 
Whose  population  which  the  earth  grew  over 
Was  mortal,  but  not  human ;  see,  they  lie 
Their  monstrous  work8,'and  uncouth  skeletons. 
Their  statues,  domes  and  fanes;  prodigious  shapes 
Huddled  in  gray  annihilation,  split, 
Jamm'd  in  the  hardi  black  deep ;  and  over  these. 
The  anatomies  of  unknown  winged  things. 
And  fishes  which  were  isles  of  living  scale, 
And  serpents,  bony  chains,  twisted  around 
The  iron  crags,  or  within  heaps  of  dust 
To  which  the  torturous  strength  of  their  lost  pan^ 
Ilad  crush'd  the  iron  crags ;  and  over  thtee 
The  jagged  alligator,  and  the  might 
Of  earth-convulsing  behemoth,  which  once 
Were  monareh  beasts,  and  on  the  slimy  shores. 
And  weed<o>vergrown  continents  of  earth, 
Increased  and  multiplied  like  summer  worms  > 
On  an  abandon'd  corpse,  till  the  blue  globe       ^ 
Wrapt  deluge  round  it  like  a  cloak,  and  they 
Yeird,  gasped,  and  were  abolish'd ;  or  some  God 
Whose  throne  was  in  a  cdmet,  past,  and  cried,     ( 
Be  not !  And  like  my  words  they  were  no  more.  I 


THE  BARtB. 

The  joy,  the  triumph;  the  delight,  ihe  madness ! 

The  boundless,  overflowing,  bunting  gladness. 

The  vaporous  exultation  not  to  be  conflaed! 
Ha !  ha !  the  animation  ot  delight 
Which  wraps  me,  like  an  atmosphere  of  light, 

And  bears  me  as  a  cloud  is  borne  by  its  own  wind. 

THX  MOON. 

ftntber  mine,  calm  wanderer, 

Happy  globe  of  land  and  air,  > 
Some  Spirit  is  darted  like  a  beam  from  thee. 

Which  penetrates  my  frozen  frame. 

And  passes  with  the  warmth  of  flame. 
With  love,  ond  odor,  and, deep  melody 

through  me,  through  me ! 

t'KI  EARTH. 

Ha !  ha !  the  caverns  of  my  hollow  mountains. 
My  cloven  flre-cregs,  aound-ezulting  fountains, 
Laugh  with  a  vast  and  inextinguishable  laughter. 

the  oceans,  and  the  deserts,  and  the  abysses. 

And  the  deep  air's  unmeasured  wildernesses, 
Answer  from  all  their  clouds  and  billows,  echoing  ailer. 

^ 

•  They  cry  aloud  as  I  do.    Sceptred  cuise^ 
Who  all  our  green  and  azure  universe 
Threaten'dst  to  muffle  round  with  black  destructiaov 
sending 
A  scrfid  cloud  to  rain  hot  thunderetones. 
And  splinter  and  knead  down  my  children's  banai^ 
All  I  bring  forth,  to  one  void  mass  battering  and 
blending, 


Until  each  crag-like  Inhver,  and 
Palace^  and  obelisk,  and  temple  oolenui 
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My  imperial  mountaim  crown'd  with  cloud,  and  mow, 
and  fire; 
My  aea-like  ibreatB,  eveiy  blade  and  bloMom 
Which  findt  a  grave,  or  cradle  in  my  boaoQi, 

Were  atamp'd  hf  thy  atrong  hate  into  a  Ufeleas  mire. 

How  art  t^u  sunk,  witt^wwn,  co  ver'd,  drunk  up 

By  thirsty  nothing,  oa  llRrackish  cup 
Drain'd  by  a  desert  troop,  a  UtUe  drop  (at  all ; 

And  from  beneath,  around,  within,  above. 

Filling  thy  void  annihilation,  love 
Bunts  in  like  light  on  caves  cloven  by  thunder-ball. 

mi  MOON. 

The  snow  upon  my  lifeleas  mountaina 
Is  loosen'd  into  living  ibuntaina, 
My  solid  oceans  fl£aw,  and  sing,  and  shine  > 
A  spirit  from  my  heart  bursts  forth. 
It  clothes  with  unexpected  birth 
My  cold  bare  beaom :  Ohi  it  must  be  thine 

On  mine,  on  mine ! 

»• 

Gazing  on  thee  I  feel,  I  know 
Green  stalks  burst  fi>rth,  and  bright  flowers 
.   grow. 
And  living  shapes  upon  my  bosom^  move : 
Music  is  in  the  sea  and  air. 
Winged  clouds  soar  here  and  there. 
Dark  with  the  rain  new  buds  are  dreaming  of: 
Tis  k>ve,  all  love ! 

TUK  EARTH. 

It  interpenetrates  my  granite  mass. 

Through  tangled  roots  and  trodden  clay  doth  pass, 

Into  the  utmost  leaves,  and.  delicateat  flowers ; 
Upon  the  winds,  among  the  clouds  'tis  sprea3, 
It  wakes  a  life  in  the  ibrgoucn  dead. 

They  breathe  a  spirit  up  from  their  obscurest  bowers. 

And  like  a  storm  bursting  its  cloudy  prison 
With  thunder,  and  with  whirlwind,  has  arisen 
Out  of  the  lampless  caves  of  unimagined  being: 
With  eartbquai^e  shock  and  swifUieas  making 

shiver 
Thought's  stagnant  chaos,  unremoved  for  ever, 
Till  hate,  vai  fear  and  pain,  light-vanquish'd  ahadows, 
fleeing, 

Leave  man,  who  was  a  many-eided  mirror, 
Which  could  distort  to  many  a  shape  of  error, 

This  true  fair  world  of  things,  a  sea  reflecting  love ; 
Which  over  all  his  kind,  as  the  sun's  heaven 
Gliding  o'er  ocean,  smooth,  serene,  and'  even 

Darting  from  starry  depths  radiance  and  light,  doih 
move, 

Leave  man,  even  as  a  leprous  child  Is  left. 
Who  follows  a  sick  beast  to  some  warm  cleft 

Of  rocks,  through  which  the  might  of  healing  springs 
is  pour'd ; 
Then  when  it  wanders  home  with  rosy  smile, 
Unconscious,  and  its  mother  fears  awhile 

It  is  a  spirit,  then  weeps  on  her  child  restored. 

Man,  oh,  not  men !  a  chain  of  linked  thought. 

Of  love  and  might  to  be  divided  not. 
Compelling  the  elements  with  adamantine  stress ; 

As  the  sun  rules,  even  with  a  tyrant's  gaae. 

The  unquiet  republic  of  the  maze 
Of  planets,  stru^ling  fierce  towards  heaven'a  free 
wildemeas. 


Man,  One  harmdmous  soul  pf  many  a  aouU 
Whose  nature  is  its  own  divine  (H>ntiol, 
Where  all  things  flow  to  all,  a»  rivers  to  the  afea; 
Familiar  acts  are  be&utifuf  through  love ; 
Labor,  and  pain,  and  t'rief,  in  life's  gieen  grove 
port  like  tame  beasts,  none  knew  how  gentle  thev 
oould  be! 


k 


His  wilU  with  all  mean  passionflr  bad 
And  selfish  cares,  its  trembling  satellite^ 

A  spirit  ill  to  gukie,  but  mighty  lo  obey, 

Is  as  a.tempes^winged  sl^p,  whose  helm 
Love  rules,  through  waves  which  dare  not  over 
whelm, 

Forciog  life's  wildest  shores  to  own  its  sovereign  sway 

All  things  confess  his  strength.    lliRragh  Ifae 

cold  mass 
Of  marble  and  of  edor  Us  dretow  peas ; 
Bright  threads  whence  mothers  weave  the  robes  their 
children  wear ; 
Language  is  a  perpetual  orphic  song, 
Which  rules  with  Deadal  harmony^'a  duong 
Of  thoughts  and  forms,  which  else  senseless  and  dwpe- 

less  were. 

« 

The  lightning  is  his  slave;  heaven's  utmost  deep 
Gives  up  her  stars,  and  like  a  flock  of  sheep 

They  pass  before  his  eye,  are  numbered,  and  roll  on' 
The  tempest  is  his  steed,  ha  strides  the  air 
And  the  abyss  shouts  from  herd^pth'  laid  bare. 

Heaven,  hast  thou  secrets  7  Man  unveils  me ;  I  have 
none.  ' 

TBE  MOON. 

The  shadow  of  v/hite  death-  has  past 

From  my  path  in  heaven  at  last, 
A  clinging  shroud  of  solid  frost  and  deep; 

A4id  through  my  newly«woven  bOwen 

Wander  happy  paramours, 
Less  mighty,  biit  as  mild  as  thoae  who  keep 
'Thy  vales  more  deep^ 

TRB  XARTH. 

As  the  dissolving  warmth  of  dawn  nay  fold 
A  half-infrozen  dew-globe,  green,  and  gold, 

And  crystalline,  till  it  becomes  a  winged  mist. 
And  wanders  up  the  vault  of  the  blue  day. 
Outlives  the  noon,  and  on  the  sun's  last  ray 

Hangs  o'er  the  sea,  a  fleece  of  fire  and  amethyst 

THB  UOON. 

Thoa  art  folded,' thou  art  lying 

In  the  light  which  is  undybig 
Of  thine  own  joy,  and  heaven'q  smile  divine  . 

All  suns  aiMl  cfmstellaiicms  shower 

On  thee  a  light,  a  life,  a  power 
Which  doth  array  thy  sphere  {  thou  pourest  diine 

On  mine,  on  mine ! 

THE  KARTII. 

I  spin  beneath  my  pyramid  of  night. 
Which  points  into  the  heavens  dreaming  deH^ 
Murmuring  victorious  joy  in  my  enchanted  sleep ; 
As  a  youth  luU'd  in  love-dreams  fidntly  sighing 
Under  the  shadow  of  his  beauty  lying. 
Which  round  his  rest  a  watoh  of  li^t  and  vfannA 
dolh  keep. 
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THC  MOON, 

Aft  m  the  soil  and  sweet  eclipee,       ^ 
When  toul  meets  soul  on  loven'  lips, 

Iligh  hearts  are  calm,  and  brightest  ejres  are  duU; 
So  when  thy  shadow  falls  on  me. 
Then  am>I  mate  and  still,  by  thee^ 

O'ver'd ;  of  thy  love.  Orb  most  beautiful, 
FaU,oh!  toofuU! 

"niou  art  speeding  round  the  sun. 

Brighten  world  of  many  a  one  ; 

Green  and  azure  sphere  which 

With  a  light  which  b  divinest 

Among  aU  the  lamps  of  Heaven 

To  whom  life  and  light  is  given; 

},  thy  cr^rstal  "paramour 

Borne  beside-thee  by  a  power 

like  the  polar  Pandiae, 

Magnet'Uke,  of  loven'  eyes ; 

I,  a  most  enamour'd  maiden. 

Whose  weak  brain  is  overladen 

With  the  pleasure  of  her  love. 

Maniac-like  around  thee  move 

Gaai^,  an  insatiate  biide. 

On  thy  £>rm  from  every  side 

like  a  Menad,  round  the  cup 

Which  Agave  lifted  up 

In  the  weird  Cadmaan  forest. 

Brother,  wheresoe'er  thou  soarest 

I  must  hurry,  whirl  and  follow 

Through  the  Heavens  wide  and  hoUqw, 

Shelter'd  by  the  warm  embrace 

.  Of  thy  soul  from  hungry  space, 

Dnnking  from  thy  sense  and  sight 

Beaut}',  nuvjesty,  and  might. 

As  a  lover  or  a  cameleon 
^  Grow*  like  what  it  looks  upon. 

As  a  violet's  gentle  eye 

Gases  on  the  azur^  sky 
Until  its  hue  grows  like  what  it  beholfh, 

As  a  gray  and  watery  mist       I 

Glows  like  solid  aroethyst         \ 
AOiwart  the  western  mountain  it  infold^ 

When  the  sunset  sleeps    , 
Upon  its  snow.  - 

THi:  EARTH. 

And  the  weak  day  weeps 

That  it  should  be  sow 
Oh,  gentle  Moon !  the  voice  of  thy  delight 
Falls  on  me  like  thy  clear  and  tender  light 
Soothing  the  seaman,  bomp  the  summer  night 

Through  isles  for  ever  calm ; 
Ob,  gentle  Moon !  thy  oystal  accents  pierce 
The  caverns  of  my  pride's  deep  universe, 
CSianning  the  tiger  joy,  whose  tramplings  fierce 

Made  wounds  which  need  thy  balm. 

PANTMBA. 

n»  ae  fiom  a  bath  of  sparkling  water. 
A  bath  of  asure  light,  among  dark  rocks, 
Out  of  the  stream  of  sound. 

lONE. 

Ah  me!  sweet  sister, 
Tlieiliaani  of  sound  has  ebb'd  away  from  ns. 
And  you  pretend  to  rise  out  of  its  wave. 


Because  your  words  fall  like  the  clear,  soft  dew 
Shaken  from  a  bathing  wood-nymph's  limbM  and  hair 

FANTHKA. 

Peace !  peace .'  A  mighty  Power,  which  is  aa  darknaM 
b  rising  out  of  Earth,  and  from  the  sky 
Is  shower'd  like  night,  and  from  within  the  air 
Burst%<like  eclipie  which  had  been  gather'd  up 
Into  the  pores  of  sunlight :  the  bright  visions. 
Wherein  the  singing  spirits  rode  and  shone, 
Gl^m  like  pale  meteors  through  a  watery  night 

IpNE.  * 

Thare  is  a  senae  of  words  upon  mine  ear. 

PANTffEA. 

A  onivenal  sound  like  words :  Oh,  list ! 

DXMOOOltCiON. 

Thou,  Earth,  calm  empire  of  a  happy  soul ! 

Sphere  of  divinest  shapes  and  harmonies. 
Beautiful  orb !  gathering  as  thou  dost  roll 

The  love  which  paves  thy  path  abng  the  skiat : 

THK   EARTH. 

I  hear :  I  am  as  a  drop  of  dew  that  dies. 

DEMOOORGON. 

Thou,  Moon,  which  gazest  on  the  nightly  Earth 

Witfi  wonder,  as  it  gazes  upon  thee; 
Whilst  each  to  men,  and  beasts,  ^d  the  swift  birth 

Of  birds,  is  beauty,  love,  calm,  harmony ; 

THE  MOON. 

I  hear ;  I  am  a  leaf  shaken  by  thee! 

DBMOOORaON. 

Ye  kings  of  suns  and  stan!  Demons  and  God^ 

Ethereal  Dominations !  who  possess 
Elysian,  windleas,  fortunate  abodes 

Beyond  Heaven's  constellated  wilderness : 


A   VOICE  FROM  ABOVE. 

Our  great  Republic  hears:  we  are  bleat,  and 


DEMOGOROON. 

Ye  happy  dead !  whom  beams  of  brightest' 
Are  clouds  to  hide,  not  colors  to  poitmy. 

Whether  your  nature  is  that  universe 
Which  once  ye  saw  and  sufler'd — 


A  VOICE  FROM  RENXATH. 

Orasdiey 
Whom  we  have  left,  we  change  and  pass  away 

DEMOOORGON. 

Ye  elemental  Genii,  who  have  homes 
From  man's  high  mind  even  to  the  central  stone 

Of  sullen  lead ;  from  Heaven's  star-fretted  domes 
To  Ihe  dull  weed  some  sea-worm  battens  on 

A  CONFUSED  TOfCB. 

We  haaF.*  thy  words  waken  Oblivion. 

DEMOGOROON. 

Spirit»!  whose  homes  are  flesh ;  ye  beasts  and  iMi. 

Ye  worms,  and  fish ;  ye  living  Iteves  and  buda; 
lightning  and  wind  ;  and  ye  untamable  herds, 
I     Meteors  and  mists,  which  throng  air's  solilodcft 

351 


^ 


104 


SHELLETS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


A   TOICK. 

'  Thy  vuice  id  ns  is  wind  among  tdll  woods. 

DEM0OORO0.V. 

Mmt,  who  wert  once  •  despot  uid  a  slave; 

A  dupe  and  a  deceiver f  a  decay; 
A  traveller  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 

Thivugh  the  dim  night  of  this  immortal  day : 

ALL. 

Hpeak !  thy  strong  words  may  never  pass  away. 

DEMOGOtOON. 

This  is  tfa^  day,  which  down  the  void  abysm 

At  the  Enrth*bom's  spell  yawns  lor  Heaven's  despotism. 

And  fJonqaest is  dragged  captive  through  the  deep; 
Love,  fiom  its  awful  throne  of  patieiU  power 
In  the  wise  heart,  from  the  last  giddy  hour 

Of  dead  endurance,  from  the  slippeiy,  steep* 
And  narrow  verge  of  crag-like  agony,  springa 
And  iblds  over  the  world  its  healing  wings. 


Gentleness,  yirtoe,  Wiadom,  and  Endonnoep 
These  are  the  seals  of  that  most  lirro  assuFaaee 

Which  ban  the  pit  over  DestmctieQ's  aHengtfa ; 
And  if,  with  infirm  hand.  Eternity, 
Mother  of  many  acts  and  hours,  should  free 

The  serpent  that  would  clasp  her  with  his  leogta 
These  are  the  spells  by  1%'faich  to  reassume 
An  empire  o*er  the  disentanp^led  doom. 

To  suffer  woes  which  Hope  thinks  infinite; 
To  fi>rgive  wrongs  darker  than  death  or  night , 

To  defy  Power,  which  seems  omnipotent; 
To  love,  and  bear;  to  hope  till  Hope  craalei 
From  its  own  'wreck  the  thing  it  contemplates ; 

Neither  to  change,  nor  flatter,  nor  repent; 
This,  like  thy  glory,  Titan!  is  to  be 
Good,  great  and  joyous,  beautiful  and.  free; 
This  is  alone  life,  Joy,  £mpirab  and  Vidorf . 


Aueen  JItati. 


How  wonderful  is  Death,         . 

Death  and  his  brother  Sleep! 
One,  pale  as  yonder  waning  moon, . 

With  lips  of  lurid  blue ; 
The  other,  rosy  as  the  morift 

When,  throned  on  ocean's  wave. 

It  blushes  o'er  the  worid :  , 

Tet  both  fo  passing  wonderful  1 

Hath  then  the  gloomy  Fbwer 
Whose  reign  is  in  the  tainted  sepulchras 
Seised^  on  her  sinless  soul  f 
Must  tfien  that  peerless  form 
Which  love  and  admiration  cannot  view 
Without  a  beating  heart,  those  azure  veins 
Which  steal  like  streams  along  a  field  of  snow, 
That  lovely  outline,  which  is  fair 
As  breathing  marble,  perish? 
Must  putrefaction's  breath 
Leave  nothing  of  this  heavenly  sight 

But  lothesomeness  and  ruin  f 
Spare  nothing  but  a  gk>oroy  theme, 
On  which  the  lightest  heart  might  moreliie  I 
Or  is  it  only  a  sweet  slumber 

Stealing  o'er  sensation. 
Which  the  breath  of  roseate  moming 
Chaseth  into  darkness  f 
Will  lanthe  wake  again. 
And  give  that  faithful  bosom  joy 
Whose  sleopleoB  spirit  waits  to  catch 
light,  lile  iod  rapture  from  her  smilef 


Yes!  she  will  wake  again, 
Ahhen^h  her  glowing  limbs  are 
And  silont  those  sweet  lips, 
Onoe  breathing  eloquence. 
That  might  have  eootbed  a  tiger^  ng% 
Or  thaw'd  the  cold  heart  of  a  conqueror. 


Her  dewy  eyae  are  eloaed, 
And  on  their  lids,  whose  teitnn  fine 
Scarce  hides  the  darfc-Uoe  orbs  beaeaA, 

The  baby  Sleep  is  pillow'd : 

Her  golden  tresses  shade 

The  bosom's  sOiinless  pride. 
Curling  like  tendrils  of  the 

Around  a  marble  column. 


Hsik!  whenoe  diet 

"Tis  like  the  wondrous  etnin 
That  round  a  lonely  ruin  sweUs, 
Which,  wandering  on  the  echoing 

The  enthusiast  bean  at  evening: 
'TIS  sofler  than  the  west  wind's  aigb ; 
Tis  wilder  than  the  unmeasured  noles 
Of  that  strange  lyre  whose  strinffi 
The  genii  of  the  breeaes  sweep : 

Those  lines  of  rainbow  light 
Are  like  the  moonbeams  when  they  fill 
Through  some  cathedral  window,  but  the 

Are  such  as  may  not  find 

Comparison  on  earth. 


Behold  the  chariot  of  the  Fairy  Queen! 

Celestial  coursers  paw  the  unyielding  air; 

Their  filmy  ponnons  at  her  word  they  finit 

And  stop  obedient  to  the  reins  of  light: 
These  the  Queen  of  spells  drew  in. 
She  spread  a  charm  around  the  spot. 

And  leaning  graoeful  from  the  ethereal  m^ 
Long  did  she  gase,  and  ailontly. 
Upon  the  slumbering  nuwL 

Ob !  not  the  vision'd  poel  in  his  dreams, 
Whensil  veiy  clouds  float  through  the  wildei'd  bniii 
When  eveiy  eight  of  lovely,  wild  and 
Astonishes,  enraptures,  elevates. 
When  fkncy  at  a  glance  oomfaiiMi 
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The  wondroat  mid  the  heentifulf^- 
So  hriglu,  10  ftir,  w  wild  •  ibape 

Hmth  ever  yet  beheld. 
As  that  which  rain'd  the  ooonen  of  the 
And  pour'd  the  nuigic  of  her  g»ie 

Upon  the  maiden's  sleep.  , 

The  broad  and  yellow  moon 
Shone  dimly  through  her  iom-* 

That  form  of  firaltleas  symmetry ; 

The  pearly  and  peUucid  car 
Moved  not  the  moonlight's  line : 
T  was  not  an  earthly  pageant ; 

Those  who  had  look*d  upon  the  sight, 
PiBSsing  all  human  glory, 
Saw  not  ditf  yellow  moon, 
Saw  not  the  mortal  scene, 
Heaid  not  the  nightpwiiid*s*nMh, 
Heard  net  an  earthly  sound,    , 
Saw  but  the  fairy  pageant, 
Heard  but  the  heavenly  straiiU 
That  fiU'd'the  lonely  dwelling. 


"nie  Fairy's  fVame  was  slight :  yon  fibrous  cloud 
That  catches  but  the  palest  tinge  of  even. 
And  which  the  straining  eye  can  hardly  seise 
When  melting  into  eastern  twilight's  shadow, 
Were  scarce  so  thin,  mo  slight ;  but  the  Mr  star 
That  gems  the  glittering  coronet  of  mom. 
Sheds  not  a  light  so  mild,  so  powerful. 
As  that  which,  bursting  from  the  Fairy's  fomt. 
Spread  a  ptirpureal  halo  round  the  scene. 

Yet  with  an  undulating  motion, 
'^Sway'd  to  her  oatline  gracefully. 

From  her  celestial  car 

The  Vairy  Queen  descended, 

And  thrice  she  waved  her  wand 
Circled  with  wreaths  of  amaranth : 

Her  thin  and  misty  ibrm 

Moved  with  the  movipg  ur. 

And  the  clear  silver  tones, 

As  thus  she  spoke,  were  such 
As  are  unheard  by  all  but  giftod  ear. 

FAIRY. 

Stars !  your  balmiest  influence  shed .' 
Elements !  your  wrath  suspend ! 
Sleep,  Qcean,  in  the  rocl^  bounds 
That  circle  thy  domain! 
Let  not  a  breath  be' seen  tostir 
Around  yon  grass-grown  ruin's  height, 
Let  even  the  resdess  gossamer 
Sleep  cm  the  moveless  air ! 
Soul  of  lanthe !  thou. 
Judged  alone  worthy  of  the  envied  boon 
Tliat  wails  the  good  and  the  sincere  ;  that  waits 
Thoee  who  have  struggled,  and  with  resolute  will 
Vanquished  earth's  pride  and  meanness,  bunt  the 

chains. 
The  icy  chains  a€  custom,  and  have  shone 
The  daystars  of  their  age : — Soul  of  lanthe ! 
Awake!  arise! 


Sodden 
lunthe's  Soul ;  it  stood 
All  beautiful  in  nahed  purity. 


The  perfect  sembknee  of  ill  bodily 
Instinct  with  inexpressible  beauty  and 
Each  slaia  of  earthKness 
Had  pass'd  away,  it  reassumed 
Its  native  dignity,  and  stood  <■ 
tanmartal  aoiid  min. 


Upon  the  couch  the  body  lay 
WfBpt  in  the  depth  of  slumber : 
Its  features  were  fiz'd  and  meaninglass. 

Yet  animal  life  was  there, 
And  every  organ  yet  peribrm'd 
Its  natural  functions :  'twas  a  sight 
Of  wonder  to  behold  the  body  and  soul 
The  selfeame  lineaments,  the  same 
Marks  of  identity  were  there< 
Yet,  oh  how  diflerent !  One  aspires  to  Heaven 
Pants  for  its  sempiternal  heritage. 
And  ever-changing,  ever-rising  still. 

Wantons  in  eAdless  being. 
The  other,  for  a  time  the  unwilling  sport 
Of  circumstance  and  passion,  struggles  on ; 
Fleets  through  its  sad  duration  rapidly ; 
Then  like  a  useless  and  wonH>ut  machine^ 
Rots,  perishes,  and  passes. 

PAIKT. 

Spirit!  who  hast  dived  so  deep; 
Spirit !  who  hast  soar'd  so  high ; 
Thou  the  feariess,  thou  the  mild. 
Accept  the  boon  thy  worth  hath  eain'd. 
Ascend  the  car  with  me. 

SPIEIT. 

Do  I  dream?  is  this  new  feeling 
But  a  vision'd  ghost  of  slumber  f 

If  indeed  I  am  a  soid, 
A  free,  a  disembodied  soul, 
.Speak  again  to  me. 

FAIET. 

I  am  the  Fairy  Mab  :  to  me  'tis  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep; 
The  secrets  of  the  imroeasuraUe  past, 
In  the  unfiuling  consciences  of  men. 
Those  stem,  unflattering  chronicleni,  I  find : 
llie  future,  from  the  causes  which  arise 
In  each  event,  I  gather :  not  the  sting 
Which  retributive  memory  implants 
In  the  hard  bosom  of  the  selfish  man; - 
Nor  that  ecstatic  and  exulting  throb 
Which  virtue's  votary  feels  when  he  sums  vp 
The  thoughts  and  actions  of  a  well-spent  dayt 
'  Are  unforeseen,  unregister'd  l^  me : 
And  it  is  yet  permitted  me  to  rend 
The  veil  of  mortal  frailty,  that  the  spirit 
Clothed  in  its  changeless  purity,  may  know 
How  soonest  to  accomplish  the  great  end 
For  which  it  hath  its  being,  and  may  taste 
That  peace,  which  in  the  end  all  life  will  share 
This  is  the  meed  of  virtue ;  happy  Soul, 
Ascend  the  car  with  me ! 

The  chains  of  earth's  immurement 
Fell  from  lanthe's  spirit; 
lliey  ahmnk  and  brake  like  bandages  of  straw 
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Beneath  a  \vaken*d  ^anf  ■  ttrenj^ 

She  knew  her  glorioua  change, 
-And  felt  in  apprehenaion  tuicontroird 

New  raptures  opening  round  : 
£ach  day-dream  of  her  mortal  life, 
£^ch  frenzied  vision  of  (he  alumben 

That  clofled  each  well-epent  day, 

Seem'd  now  to  meet  really. 

The  Fairy  and  the  Soul  proceeded ; 
The  silver  clouds  disparted  ; 
And  as  the  car  of  magic  they  ascended, 
Again  the  speechless  music  swell'd. 
Again  the  couoers  of  the  air 
Unfurl'd  their  azure  pennons,  and  the  Qaeen, 
Shaking  the  beamy  reins, 
Bade  them  pursue  their  way. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
The  night  was  fair,  and  ooimtless  stars 
Studded  heaven's  dark-blue  vault,-^ 

Just  o'er  the  eastern  wave 
Peep'd  the  first  fiiint  smile  of  mom : — 

liie  magic  oar  moved  on — 

From  the  celestial  hoofi      ^ 
The  atmosphere  ^n  flaming  sparkles  flew, 

And  where  the  burning  wheels   • 
Eddied  above  the  mountain's  loftiest  peak. 
Was  traced  a  line  of  lightning. 
Now  it  flew  &r  above  a  rock, 

The  utmost  verge  of  earth. 
The  rival  of  the  Andes,  whose  dark  brow 

Lower'd  o'er  the  silver  sea. 

Far,  &r  below  the  chariot's  path 

Calm  as  a  slumbering  babe. 

Tremendous  Ocean  lay. 
The  mirror  of  its  stillness  show'd 

The  pale  and  waning  stars, 

The  chariot's  fiery  track, 

And  the  gray  light  of  mom 

Tinging  those  fleecy  clouds 

That  canopied  the  dawn. 
Seem'd  it.  that  the  chariot's  way 
Lay  through  the  midst  of  an  immense  concave. 
Radiant  with  million  constellations,  tinged 

With  shades  of  inflnite  color. 

And  semicircled  with  a  belt 

Flashing  incessant  meteors. 

«  I 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
As  they  approach'd  their  goal. 
The  ooursen  seem'd  to  gather  speed ; 
The  sea  no  longer  was  distinguished ;  earth 
Appear'd  a  vast  and  shadowy  sphere : 
The  sun's  unclouded  orb 
RoU'd  through  the  black  concave ;  (1) 
Its  rays  of  rapid  light 
Parted  around  the  chariot's  swifter  course. 
And  fell,  like  ocean's  feathery  spray 
Dash'd  from  the  boiling  surge 
Before  a  vessel's  prow. 

The  magic  car  moved  on. 
Earth's  distant  orb  appear'd 
The  smaUeat  light  that  twinkles  in  the  heaven  ; 


Whifst  round  the  chariot's  way 
Innumerable  systems  roll'd,  (2) 
And  countless  sj^eres  difiused 
An  eveivvaiying  glory. 
It  was  a  sight  of  wonder;  some 
Weas  homisd  like  the  crescent  moon ; 
Some  shed  a  mild  and  silver  beam 
like  Hesperus  o*er  the  western  sea; 
Same  dash'd  athwarf  with  trains  of  flames 
like  worlds  to  death  and  ruin  driven ; 
Some  shone  like  suns,  and  as  the  <;hariot  pMi'd 
Eclipsed  all  oflier  Ugfait 

.  **       ,  ■   •        , . 

Spirit  of  Nature  I  bere^! 
Jn  this  interminable  wildenMWs 
Of  worlds,  at  whose  immensily 
Evan  soaring  fancy  staggers. 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple. 
Yet  not  the  slightest  leaf 
That  quivers  Do  the  passing  breeaa 
Is  leas  instinct  with  tJi$e : 
Yet  not  the  meanest  worm 
That  lurks  in  graves  and  iauens  on  the  de«d 
Less  shares  thy  eternal  breath. 

Spirit  of  Nature!  thou! 
Imperishable  aa  this  scene, 
Here  is  thy  fitting  temple. 

IL 

Ir  solitude  hath  ever  led  thy  steps 
To  the  wild  ocean's  echoing  shorn,    - 
And  thou  hast  linger'd  there. 
Until  the  sun's  broad  orb 
Seem*d  resting  on  the  bumirii'd  wave. 

Thou  must  have  mark'd  the  lines 
Of  purple  gold,  that  motionleai 

Hung  o'er  the  sinking  sphere : 
Thou  must  have  mark'd  the  billowy  cloudi 
Edged  With  intolerable  radiancy. 
Towering  like  rocks  of  jet 
Crown'd  with  a  diamond  wreath. 
And  yet  there  is  a  moment. 
When  the  sun's  highest  point 
Peeps  like  a  star  o'er  ocean's  western  edge^ 
When  those  fiir  clouds  of  feathery  gold, 
Snaded  with  deep^t  purple,  gleam 
Ldce  islands  on  a  dark-blue  sea ; 
Then  has  thy  fancy  soar'd  above  the  earth. 
And  furl'd  its  wearied  wing 
Within  the  Fairy's  fane. 

Yet  not  the  golden  island 
Gleaming  in  yon  flood  of  light. 

Nor  die  feathery  curtains 
Stretching  o'er  the  sun's  bright  eoach. 
Nor  the  bumish'd  ocean  waves 
Paving  that  goi^geous  dome. 
So  fair,  so  wonderful  a  sight 
As  Mab's  ethereal  palace  could  aflbrd. 
Yet  likest  evening's  vault,  that  faky  Hall ! 
As  Heaven,  low  resting  on  the  wave,  it  spreed 
Its  floors  of  flashing  light, 
lis  vast  and  azure  dome, 
lis  fertile  golden  islands 
Floating  on  a  silver  aea ; 
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Whilst  lum  their  ming^laig  heMoiiigB  darted 
Through  clouds  of  circanHunbieat  dwrfcmf  t 
AxKlpeariy  battlements  around 
Look*d  o*er  the  immense  of  UaaTeo. 


Hie  magic  car  no  longer  moved. 

Tlie  Fairy  and  the  Spirit 
.   Enter'd  the  Hall  of  Spells:  ' 

Those  golden  clouds    ■ 
Tliat  roH'd  in  glittering  billovvt 
Beneath  the  azure  canopy 
With  the  ethereal  footsteps,  trembled  not : 

Tbe  light  and  crimson  misls. 
Floating  to.slrains  of  thrilling  melody 
Through  that  unearthly  dwelling, 
Yielded  to  every  movement  of  the  wilL 
Upon  their  pensive  spell  the  spirit  leaned. 
And,  for  the  varied  Miss  that  preM*d  around. 
Used  not  the  glorious  privilege 
Of  virtue  and  of 


Spirit!  the  Fairy  said, 
And  pmnted  to  the  gorgeous  dome. 

This  is  a  wondrous  sight 
And  mocks  all  human  grandeur; 
But,  were  it  virtue's  only  meed,  to  dwell 
hi  a  celestial  palace,  all  resign*d 
To  pleasurable  impulses,  immured 
Within  the  prison  of  itself,  the  will 
Of  changeliBSi  nature  would  be  unfulfill'd. 
Learn  to  make  others  happy.    Spirit,  come ! 
This  is  thine  high  reward  : — the  pest  shall  rise ; 
Thou  shalt  behold  the  present ;  I  will  teach 

The  secrets  of  the  future. 


The  .Fairy  and  the  Spirit 
Ap|iroach*d  the  overiumging  battlements— 
Below  lay  stretched  the  universe ! 
There,  far  as  the  remotest  line 
That  bounds  imagination's  flight, 
CountleiB  and  unending  oirbs 
Tn  mazy  motion  intermingled. 
Yet  still  fuimi'd  immutably 
Eternal  nature's  law. 
Above,  below,  around 
The  circling  systems  form'd 
A  .wilderness  of  harmony ; 
Each  with  undeviating  aim. 
In  tiloquent  silence,  through  the  depths  of  space 
Pursued  its  wondrous  way. 


There  was  a  little  light 
That  twinkled  in  the  misty  distance : ' 

None  but  a  spirit's  eye 

Might  ken  that  rolling  orb ; 

None  but  a  spirit's  eye, 

And  in  no  other  place 
But  tl^it  celestial  dwelling,  might  behold 
Each  action  Of  this  earth's  inhabitants. 

But  matter,  space  and  time. 
In  those  aerial  mansions  cease  to  act ; 
And  all-provailing  wisdom,  when  it  reaps 
The  harvest  of  its  excellence,  o'erbounds 
Those  obstacles,  of  which  an  earthly  soul 
Pean  to  attempt  the  eonquett. 


TheTaiiy  pointed  to  tlie  earth* 
The  Spirit's  ii^tellectual  eye 
Its  kindred  beings  reoogniied* 
The  thronging,  thousands,  to  a  paanng  view, 
Seem'd  like  an  ant-hill's  citizens. 
How  wonderful !  that  even 
The  passions,  pngudices,  interssts, 
That  sway  the  meanest  being,  the  weak  touch 
That  moves  the  finest  nerve, 
And  in  one  human  hrain 
Causes  the  faintest  thought,  becomea  a  link 
In  the  great  chain  of  nature. 

.Behold,  the  Fairy  cried, 
Rilmyra's  niin'd  palaces ! — 

Behold !  where  grandeur  fiown'd; 

Behold !  where  pleasure  smiled ; 
What  now  remains  7 — the  memory 

Of  senselessness  and  shame— 

What  is  immortal  there  I 

Nothing-— it  stands  to  tell 

A  melancholy  tale,  to  give 

An  awful  warning :  soon 
Oblivion  will  steal  silently 

The  remnant  of  its  &me. 

Mpnarchs  and  conquerors  there 
Proud  o'er  prostrate  millions  trod— 
The  earthquakes  of  the  human  raee; 
like  them,  forgotten  when  the  ruin 

That  marks  their  shock  is  past 

Beside  the  eternal  Nile 

The  pjrramids  have  risen. 
*  Nile  shall  pursue  his  changeless  way: 

Those  pyramids  shall  fall ; 
Yea!  not  a  stone  shall  stand  to  tell 

The  spot  whereon  they  stood ; 
Their  very  site  shall  be  forgotten. 

Am  is  their  builder's  name ! 


Behold  yon  sterile  spot ; 
Where  now  the  wandering'  Arabia  tent 

Flaps  in  the  desert  blast 
lliere  once  old  Salem's  haughty  fone 
Rear'd  high  to  heaven  its  thousand  golden 
And  in  the  blushing  fooe  of  day 
Exposed  its  shameful  glory. 


Oh !  many  a  widow,  many  an  orphan  cursed 
The  building  of  that  fane ;  and  many  a  &ther. 
Worn  out  with  toil  apd  slavery,  implored 
The  poor  man's  God  to  sweep  it  from  the  earth. 
And  spore  his  children  the  detested  task 
(X  piling  stone  on  stone,  and  potsoning 

The  choicest  days  of  life, 

To  soothe  a  dotard's  vanity. 
There  an  inhuman  and  uncultured  race 
Howl'd  hideous  praises  to  their  Demon<«od , 
They  rush'd  to  war,  tore  from  the  mother's  womb 
The  unborn  child,— old  age  and  infancy 
Promiscuous  perish'd ;  their  victcnious  arms 
Left  not  a  soul  to  breathe.    Oh !  they  were  fiends 
^Bnt  what  was  he  who  taught  them  that  the  Gud 
Of  nature  and  benevolence  had  given 
A  special  sanction  to  the  trade  of  blood  f 
His  name  and  theirs  ftre  fading,  and  the  tales 
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Of  this  barhomn  nation,  which  impoitare 
Recites  lill  terror  credits,  ajre  pursuing 
Itself  into  fbrgetfulnesB. 


Where  Athens,  Rome,  and  Sparta  stood. 
There  is  a  mpial  desert  now : 
The  mean  and  miserEtble  huts, 
The  yet  more  wretched  palaces. 
Contrasted  with  those  ancient  fiuies,  ~ 
Now  crumhling  to  oblivioi;i; 
The  loi^  and  lonely  colonnades, 
llirough  which  the  ghost  of  Freedom  stalks. 

Seem  like  a  well-known  tune. 
Which  in  some  dear  scene  we  h&ve  loved  to  hear, 

Remeraber'd  now  in  sadness. 

But,  oh !  how  much  more  changed, 

How  gloomier  is  the  contrast 

Of  humarf  nature  there ! 
Where  Socrates  expired,  a  tyrant*s  slaTe, 
A  coward  and  a  fbcrf,  spreads  death  around- 
Then,  shuddering,  meets  his  own. 
Where  Cicero  itnd  Antoninus  lived, 
A  cowl'd  and  hypocriticd  monk 

Prays,  curses  and  deceives. 


Spirit!  ten  thousand  years 
Have  scarcely  past  away, 
Sinoe,  in  liie  waste  where  now  the  savage  drinks 
His  enemy's  blood,  and,  aping  Europe's  sons, 
Wakes  the  unholy  song  of  war,       , 
Arose  a  statiely  ctiy, , 
Metropolis  of  the  western  continent : 

There,  now,  the  mossy  column-sione,  • 

Indented  by  time's  unrelaxing  grasp. 
Which  once  appeared  to  brave 
All,  save  its  country's  ruin ; 
There  the  wide  forest  scene. 
Rude  in  the  uncultivated  lovelinen 

Of  gardens  long  run  wild. 
Seems,  to  the  unwilling  sojourner,  whose  steps 

Chance  in  that  desert  has  delay'd, 
Thus  to  have  stood  since  earth  was  what  it  is. 

Yet  once  it  was  the  busiest  haunt, 
Whither,  as  to  a  common  centre,  flock'd 
Strangers,  and  ships,  and  merchandise : 
Once  peace  and  freedom  blest 
The  cultivated  plain : 
But  wealth,  that  curve  of  man. 
Blighted  the  bud  of  its  prosperity : 
Virtue  and  wisdom,  truth  and  liberty, 
Fled,  to  return  not,  until  man  shall  know 
That  they  alone  can  give  the  bliss 

Worthy  a  soul  that  claims 
Its  kindred  With  eternity. 


lliere  's  not  one  atom  of  yon  earth 

But  once  was  living  man ; 
Nor  the  minutest  drop  of  rain. 
That  hangeth  in  its  thinnest  cloud. 
But  flow'd  in  human  veins : 
And  from  the  burning  plains 
Where  Lybian  monsters  yell. 
From  the  most  gloomy  glens 
Of  Greenland's  sunless  clime. 
To  where  the  golden  fields 
Of  fertile  £ngland  spread 


Their  hanrest  to  die  day, 
ThoH  canst  not  find  one  spot 
Whereon  no  oily  stood. 

How  strange  is  human  pride ! 
I  tell  thee  that  those  living  thin(p. 
To  whom  the  fragile  blade  of  grass. 
That  springeth  in  the  mom 
And  periaheth  ere  noon. 
Is  an  unbounded  world;* 
I  tell  thee  that  thoee  viewless  beings,   • 
Whose  mandon  is  the  smallest  particle 
Of  the  impasMve  atmosphere. 
Think,  feel  and  live  like  n^m ; 
That  their  aflbclions  and  aniipattiiei^  . 
Like  his,  produce  the  laws 
Baling  dieir  mortal  state ; 
And  the  minutest  tkiob 
That  through  their  frame  difRiaas 
The  slightest,  faintest  nioijpoo. 
Is  fix'd  and  indispensable 
As  the  in^estic  laws 
That  Rile  yon  nriling  ofbs. 

The  Fairy  paused.    The  Spirit, 
In  ecstasy  of  admiration,  felt' 
All  Jmowledge  of  the  past  revived ;  the  evenls 

Of  old  and  wondrous  times. 
Which  dim  tradition  interruptedly 
Teaches  the  credulous  vulgar,  were  unlbUed 
In  just  perspective  to  the  view ; 
Yet  dim  from  their  infinitude* 
The  Spirit  seem'd  to  stand 
High  on  an  isolated  pinnacle ; 
The  flood  of  ages  combadng  below. 
The  depth  of  the  unbounded  univens 
Above,  and  all  around 
Nature's  unchanging  haimony. 

ni. 

Fairt!  the  Spirit  said. 
And  on  the  Queen  ef  spells 
Fix'd  her  ethereal  eyes, 
I  thank  thee.   Thou  hast  given 
A  boon  which  I  will  not  resign,  and  taught 
A  lesson  not  to  be  unleam'd.    I  know 
The  past,  and  thence  I  will  estay  to  glean 
A  warning  for  theiuture,  so  tKat  m^n 
May  profit  by  his  errors,  and  derive 

Experience  from  his  folly : 
For,  when  the  pow6r  of  unparting  joy 
Is  equal  to  the  will,  the  human  soul 
Requires  no  other  heaven. 

MAB. 

Turn  thee,  surpassing  Spirit! 
Much  yet  remains  unscann'd. 
Thou  knowest  how  great  is  man. 
Thou  knowest  his  imbecilily: 
Yet  learn  thou  what  he  is , 
Yet  learn  the  lofty  destiny 
Which  restless  Time  prepares 
For  every  living  soul. 


Behold  a  gmigeoas  palaoe,  that. 
Yon  populous  intf,  ream  its  dKrasand  to 
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or  wntinelsi  in  «iem  aod  ^etit  ranki, 

EnoompaflB  it  aroond :  the  dweller  there 

Cannot  be  free  akid  happy  i  hearait  tboa  not 

The  cutM  of  the  iaiherleaB,  the  groaia 

Of  those  who  hare  no  fiiend f  He  parees  ont 

The  King,  the  wearer  of  a  gilded  ckiain 

That  binds  his  seal  to  atgectness,  the  fool 

Whom  oourtieri  nickname  monarch,  whilst  a  skve 

Kven  to  the  basest  appetites— that  man 

Heeds  not  the  shriek  of  penury ;  he  smilos 

At  the  deep  cnisss  which  the  destituie 

Mutter  in  secret,  and  a  sullen  py     " 

Pervades  his  bloodless  heart  when  thousands  groan 

But  for  those  moraels  which  his  wantonness 

Wastes  in  najoyous  revelry,  to  save 

All  that  they  love  from  ftmine  t  when  he  hears 

The  tale  of  honor,  to  some  ready-made  &ce 

Of  hypocritical  assent  he  turns, 

Smothering  the  glow  of  shamte,  that,  spite  of  him, 

Floahes  his  bloated  cheek. 

Now  to  the  meal 
Of  sflence,  gmudeur,  and  excess,  be  drags 
His  poird,  unwilling  appetite.    If  gold. 
Gleaming  around,  and  numerous  viands  eolVd 
From  every  clime,  oould  force  the  lothing  sense 
To  overcome  satiety* — ^if  wealth 
The  spring  it  draws  from  poisons  not,— or  vice. 
Unfeeling,  stubborn  vice,  converteth  not 
Its  food  lo  deadUest  venon^ ;  theu  that  king 
Is  happy ;  and  the  pj&asant  who  fulHUs 
Hia  unforced  task,  when  he  returns  at  even. 
And  by  the  blazing  fagot  meets  again. 
Her  welcome  for  whom  all  his  toil  is  sped. 
Tastes  not  a  sweeter  meal. 

Behold  him  now 
Strptch*d  on  the  gorgeous  couch ;  his  fever'd  brain 
Reels  diziily  awSule :  but  ah !  too  soon 
The  slumber  of  intemperance  subsides. 
And  conscience,  that  undying  serpent,  csSIm 
Her  venomous  brood  to  their  nocturnal  task. 
Ijaten!  he  speaks!  oh!  mark  that  frenzied  eye — 
Oh !  mark  that  deadly  visage. 

KING. 

No  cessation! 
Oh  !  must  thia  las^for  ever!  Awful  death, 
I  wish,  yet  fear  to  clasp  thee! — Not  one  moment 
Of  dreamleas  sleep !  O  dear  and  blessed  peace! 
Why  dost  thou  shroud  thy  vestal  purity 
in  penury  and  dungeons  ?  wherefore  lurkest 
With  danger,  death,  and  solitude;  yet  shunn'st 
Tbe  palace  I  have  built  thee!  Sacred  peace ! 
Oh  visit  me  but  once,  but  pitjring  shed 
One  drop  of  balm  upon  my  withered  souL 

Vain  man !  that  palace  is  the  virtuous  heart. 

And  peace  defileth  not  her  snowy  robes 

In  such  a  shed  as  thine.    Hark!  yet  he  mutters ; 

His  slumbers  are  but  varied  agonies. 

They  prey  like  scorpions  on  the  springs  of  life. 

There  needeth  not  the  hell  that  bigots  frame 

To  punish  those  who  err :  earth  in  itself 

Contains  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure ; 

And  ^-sufficing  Nature  can  chastise 


Those  wlMTtrensgreas  her  lawr--«he  only  knows 
How  juiitly  to  proportion  to  the  fonlt 
The  punishment  it  merits. 

Is  it;Btrange 
That  this  poor  wretch  should  pride  him  in  his  woef 
Tske  pleasure  in  his  alsjectness,  and  hug 
The  scorpion  that  consumes  him  7  Is  it  strange 
Thai;  placed  on  a  conspicuous  throne  of  thorns, 
Grssping  an  iron  sceptre,  and  immured 
Within  a  splendid  prison,  whose  stem  bounds 
Shut  him  from  all  that 's  good  or  dear  on  eardi, 
His  soul  Mserts  not  its  humanity? 
That  man's  mild  nature  rises  net  in  war 
Against  a  king's  employ?  No— 'tis  not  alranga 
He,  like  the  vulgar,  thinks,  feels,  acts  and  Uvea 
Just  as  his  fathah-  did;  the  unoonquer'd  powen 
Of  precedent  and  custom  interpose 
Between  a  kitig  and  virtue.   Stranger  yet. 
To  those  who  know  not  nature,  nor  deduce 
The  future  from  the  present,  it  may  seem. 
That  not  one  slave,  who  sufbn  iitHn  the  trimm  > 
Of  this  unnatnial  being ;  nor  one  wretch, 
Whose  children  fiunisli,  and  whose  nuptial  bed 
Is  earth's  unpitying  boeom,  rears  an  am 
To  daah  him  fiom  his  throne! 


Those  gilded  fliia 
That,  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  a  oourt^ 
Fatten  on  its  corruption! — what  are  they? 
— ^The  drones  of  the  community ;  they  feed 
On  the  meehanic's  labor:  the  starved  hind 
For  them  compels  the  stubborn  glebe  to  yield 
Its  unshared  harvest*;  and  yon  squaUd  ibitt, 
Leaner  than  fleahless  misery,  that  wastea 
A  sunless  life  in  the  unwholesonie  mine^ 
Drags  out  in  labor  a  protneted  death. 
To  glut  their  grandeur;  many  fiiint  with  toil. 
That  few  may  know  the  cares  and  woe  of  iloth. 

Whence,  thinkest  thoa,  kings  and  parasites  arose  ? 
Whence  that  unnatural  line  of  drones,  who  heap 
Toil  and  unvanquishable  penury 
On  those  who  build  their  palaces,  and  bring 
Their  daily  bread  ? — ^From  vice,  black  lothesome 
From  npine,  madness,  treachery,  and  wrong; 
From  all  that  genders  misery,  and  makes 
Of  earth  this  thorny  wilderness ;  from  lust. 
Revenge,  and  murder. — ^And  when  reason's  voice. 
Loud  as  the  voice  of  nature,  shall  have  waked        ^ 
The  nations ;  and  mankind  perceive  that  vice 
Is  discord,  war,  and  misery ;  that  virtue 
Is  peace,  and  happiness,  and  harmony ; 
When  man's  maturer  nature  shall  disdain 
The  playthings  of  ifii  childhood ;— kingly  glare 
Will  kise  its  power  to  dazzle ;  its  authority 
Will  silently  pass  by;  the  gorgeous  throne 
Shall  stand  unnoticed  in  the  regal  hall, 
Fast  falling  to  decky ;  whilst  falsehood's  trade 
StiBll  be  as  hateful  and  unprofitable 
As  that  of  truth  is  now. 


Where  is  the  fiuoM 
Which  the  vafn-glorioos  mighty  of  the  earth 
Seek  to  eternize  ?  Oh !  the  faintest  sound 
FhMB  Une^  Kght  fooifidl,  the  miiniteBt  Wirt 
47  Sd7 


no 


SHELLETS  POETICAL  WORKS. 


That  fiwella  the  flood  of  agea,  whelmy  in  nothing 
The  unsubstantial  bubble.    Ay!  tOKlay 
Stem  is  the  tyrant's  mandate,  red  the  gaie 
Thai  flashes  desolation,  strong  t)ie  ann 
That  scatters  multitudes.    To-morrow  oomee! 
That  mandate  is  a  thunder-peal  tliat  died 
In  ages  past ;  that  gaze,  a  transient  flash 
On  which  the  midnight  closed,  and  on  that  ann 
The  worm  has  made  his  meal. 


The  vinootn  man, 
Who,  great  in  hit  humility,  as  Uugi 
Are  little  in  their  grandeur;  he  who  leads 
Invincibly  a  life  of  resolute  good, 
And  stands  f^nid  the  silent  dungeon-depths 
More  free  and  fearless  than  the  tiembling  judgv, 
Who^  clothed  in  venal  power,. vainly,  strove 
To  l^nd  the  impassive  spirit; — when  he  iUb, 
His  mild  >eye  beams  benevolent  no  more : 
Wither'd  the  hand  outstretch'd  but  to  relieve ; 
Sunk  reason's  simple  «loqttence,  that  roll'd 
But  to- appal  the  guihy.    Yes!  the  grave 
Hath  quench'd  that  eye,  and  death's  relenllesB  frost 
Wither'd  that  arm :  but  the  unfading  fiime 
Which  virtue  hangs  upon  its  votary's  tomb ; 
The  deathless  rooroory  of  that  man,  whom  kings 
Call  to  their  mind  and  tremble ;  the  remembrance 
With  which  the  happy  spirit  contemplatek 
Ita  well-spent  pilgritnage  on  earth, 
ShaU  never  pass  away. 

Nature  rejects  the  monarch,  not  the  man ; 
The  snlgect,  not  the  citizen :  for  kings 
And  subjects,  mutual  fees,  for  ever  play 
A  losing  game  into  each  other's  hands. 
Whose  stakes  are  vice  and  misery.    The  man 
Of  virtuous  soul  commands  not  nor  obeys. 
Pbwer,  like  a  desolating  pestilence. 
Pollutes  wh'ate*er  it  touches;  and  obedience. 
Bane  of  all  genius,  virtue,  freedom,  truth. 
Makes  slaves  of  men,  and  of  the  human  frame 
A  meobanized  automaton. 


When- Nero, 
High  over  flaming  Rome,  with  savage  joy 
Lower'd  like  a  flend,  drank  with  enraptured  ear 
The  shrieks  of  agonizing  death,  beheld 
The  frightful  desolation  spread,  and  felt 
A  new-created  sense  within  his  soul 
Thrill  to  the  sight,  and  vibrate  to  the  sound ; 
Thinkest  thou  his  grandeur  had  not  overcome  . 
The  force  of  human  kindhess?  and,  when  Rome, 
With  one  stem  blow,  hnrl'd  not  the  tyrant  down, 
Crash'd  not  the  arm  red  with  her  dearest  Mood, 
Had  not  submissive  abjecmesi  destroy'd. 
Nature's  suggestions  ? 

Look  on  yonder  earth : 
The  golden  harvests  spring ;  the  unfailing  sun 
Sheds  light  and  life;  the  fruits,  the  flowers,  the  trees, 
Arise  in  due  succession ;  all  things  speak 
Peace,  harmony,  and  love.   The  universe. 
In  nature's  silent  eloquence,  declares 
That  all  fulfil  the  works  of  love  and  joy, — 
All  but  the  outcast  man.    He  fabricates 
T^  aword  which  stabs  his  peace ;  he  cherished 


The  snakes  that  gnaW  his  heart ;  he  raisftdi  np 
The  tyrant,  whose  delight  is  in  his  woe. 
Whose  sport  is  in  his  agony.    Yon  sun, 
ligfaii  it  the  great  alone  f  Yon  silver  beana, 
Sleep  they  less  sweetly  on  the  cottage  thatch. 
Than  on  the  dome  of  kings  ?  Is  nx»iher  earth 
A  stepdame  to  her  numerous  sops,  who  earn 
Her  unshared  gifts  with  unremitting  toll , 
A  mother  only  to  those  puling  babes 
Who,  nursed  in  ease  and  Inzoiy,  make  man 
The  playthings  of  their  babyhood,  and  mar. 
In  self-important  childishnesB,  ihai  peace 
Which  men  alone  appreciate  f 


Spirit  of  Nature!  no, 
He  pure  difiusion  of  thy  essence  throbs 
Alike  in  ev6ry  htunan  heart 
Thou,  aye,  eractest  there    , 
Thy  throne  oC  power  unappealable : 
Thou  art  the  judge  beneath  whose  nod 
Man's  brief  and  frail  authority 
Is  powerless  as  the  wind 
That  paaseth  idly  by. 
Thine  the  tribunal  which- 
The  show  of  hdman  justice, 
A>C3od  surpasses  man. 


Spirit  of  Nature!  fliou 
Life  of  interminable  multitudes; 

Soul  of  those  mighty  spheres 
Whose  changelea  padis  through  Heaven's  deep 
silence  lie ; 
'  Soul  of  that  smallest  thing. 

The  dwelling  of  whose  life 
Is  one  faint  April  sun-gleam; — 
Man,  like  these  passive  things. 
Thy  will  unconsciously  fnlfilleth : 
like  theirs,  his  age  of  endless  peace. 
Which  time  is  &at  maturing. 
Will  swifUy,  surely  come ; 
And  the  unbounded  frame,  which  thoa  pervadert 
Will  be  without  a  flaw 
Marring  its  perfect  symmetiy. 


IV. 

How  beautiful  this  night!  the  balmiest  sigh. 

Which  Vernal  zephyrs  breathe  in  evening's  ear. 

Were  discord  to  the  speaking  quietude 

That  wraps  this  moveless  scene.  Heaven's  ebon  vaidl 

Studded  with  stars  unutterably  bright, 

Through  which  the  moon's  unclouded  grandeur  roQi 

Seems  like  a  canopy  which  love  had  spread 

To  curtain  her  sleeping  world.    Yon  gentle  hilla. 

Robed  in  a  garment  of  untrodden  snow ; 

Yon  darksome  rocks,  whence  icicles  depend, 

So  stainless,  that  their  white  and  glitterijig  spireo 

Tinge  not  the  moon's  pure  beam;  yon  castled 

Whose  banner  hongeth  o'er  the  time-worn  tower 

So  idly,  that  rapt  fan/cy  dcemedi  it 

A  metaphor  of  peace ; — all  form  a  scene 

Where  musing  solitude  might  love  to  Uft 

Her  soul  above  this  sphere  of  earthlinesa; 

Where  silence  undisturb'd  taight  watch  akxMb 

So  cold,  so  bright,  so  stilL 
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Ill 


The  orb  of  day. 
In  Mmthern  climes,  o*to  ooean^s  wavelen  field 
Snks  Bweetly  miling:  not  the  fainteet 'breath 
Siealfl  o*er  the  unruffled  deep ;  the  cknida  of  eve 
Reflect  unmoved  the  liDgering  beam  of  day ;  ^ 
And  Vesper*t  image  oa  the  western  main 
Is  beautifully  still.    To-monow  comes : 
Cloud  upon  cloud,  in  dark  and  deepening  niasB, 
Roll  o'er  the  blackened  waters ;  the  deep  roar 
Of  distant  thunder  mutters  awfully ; 
Tempest  utilblds  its  pinion  o'er  the  gloom 
That  shrouds  the  boiling  surge ;  the  pitiless  fiend. 
With  all  his  winds  and  lightnings,  tracks  his  pray ; 
The  torn  deep  jrawns, — the  vessel  finds  a  grave 
Beneath  its  jagged  gulf 

« 

Ah!  whence  yon  glare 
That  firea  the  arch  of  heaven  f — that  dark-ied  smoke 
Blotting  the  silver  moon  T  The  stars  are  quench'd 
In  darkness,  and  the  pure  and  spangling  snow 
Gleams  fiiintly  through  the  gloom  thai  gathers  round! 
Hark  to  that  roar,  whose  swiA  and  dearning  peals 
In  countless  echoes  through  the  inounlains  nng, 
Startling  pale  midnight  on  her  stany  throne ! 
Now  swells  the  intermingling  din ;  the  jar 
Frequent  and  frightful  of  the  bursting  bomb ; 
The  falling  beam,«the  shriek,  the  groan,  the  shout. 
The  ceaseless  clangor,  and  the  rush  of  men    • 
Inebriatci  with  rage : — loud,  and  more  loud 
The  disctud  grows ;  till  pale  death  shuts  the  scene. 
And  o*er  the  conqueror  and  the  conquer'd  draws 
His  cold  and  bloody  shroud. — Of  all  the  men 
Whom  day's  departing  beam  saw  blooming  there, 
In  proud  and  vigorous  health ;  o{  all  the  hearts 
That  beat  with  anxious  life  at  sunset  there ; 
How  few  survive,  how  few  are  beating  now! 
All  is  deep  silence,  like  the  fearful  cairn 
That  slumben  in  the  storm's  portentous  pause ; 
Save,  when  the  frantic  wail  of  widow'd  love 
Comes  shuddering  on  the  blast,  or  the  faint  moan 
With  which  some  soul  bursts  from  the  frame  of  clay 
Wimpt  round  its  struggliog  powers. 

.  The  gray  mom 
Dawns  go  the  mournful  scene !  the  sulphurous  snioke 
Before  the  icy  wind  slow  rolls  away. 
And  the  bright  beams  of  frosty  morning  dance 
Along  the  spangling  snow.    There  tracks  of  blood 
Even  to  the  forest's  depth,  and  scatter'd  arms. 
And  lifeless  warriors,  whose  hard  lineaments 
Death's  self  could  change  not,  mark  (he  dreadful  path 
Of  the  OQUaallying  victors :  fkr  behind^ 
Black  ashes  note  where  their  proud  city  stood. 
Within  yon  forest  is  a  gloomy  glen — 
Each  tree  which  guards  its  darkness  from  the  day 
Waves  o*er  a  warrior's  tomb. 


I  see  thee  shrink, 
Surpaasiiig  Spirit! — wert  thou  human  else f 
I  nee  a  shade  of  doubt  and  horror  fleet 
AcBOSR  thy  stainless  features :  yet  fear  not ; 
This  is  no  unconnected  misery, 
Nor  stands  uncaused,  and  irretrievable. 
Man's  evil  nature,  that  apology 
Which  kings  who  rule,  and  cqwards  who  cnmch, 

set  op 
For  tboir  lunamber'd  crimes,  sheds  not  the  blood 


Which  desolates  the  dispord-wasted  land.  . 
From  kings,  and  priqsts,  apd  statesmen,  war  anae^- 
Whose  safety  is  man's  deep  unbeQer'd  woe, 
Whose  grandeur  his  debasement.    Let  the  ax 
Strike  at  the  root,  the  poison-tree  will  fall ; 
And  where  its  venom'd  exhalations  spread 
Ruin,  and  death,  and  woe,  where  faiillions  lay 
Quenching  the  serpent's  famine,  and  their  bonea 
Bleaching  unburied  in  die  putrid  blast, 
A  garden  shall  arise,  in  loveliness 
Surpassing  fabled  EdeiL 


Hadi  Nature's  soul. 
That  form'd  this  vrorld  so  beautiful,  that  spread 
Earth's  lap  with  plenty,  and  life's  smallest  chord 
Strang  to  unchanging  imison,  that  gave 
The  happy  birds  their  dwelling  in  the  grove. 
That  yielded  to  the  wanderen  of  the  deep 
The  lovely  silence  of  the  unfiithom'd  main. 
And  fUl'd  the  meanest  worm  that  crawls  m  dost 
With  spirit,  thought,  and  love ;  on  Man  akno. 
Partial  |n  causeless  malice,  wantonly 
Heap'd  ruin,  vice,  and  slavery ;  his  soul 
Bhatecf  with  withering  ciuies;  placed  aftr 
The  meteor-happiness,  that  shuns  his  gsaspb 
But  serving  on  the  frightful  gulf  to  gbre. 
Rent  wide  beneath  his  fiMtsteps? 


Nature  !-^iio ! 
Kings,  priests,  and  statesmen,  blast  the  human  ftower 
Even  in  its  tender  bud  ,*  their  infloenoe  darts 
Like  subtle  poison  through  the  bloodless  veins 
Of  desolate  society.    The  child. 
Ere  he  can  Hsp  his  mother's  sacred- name, 
Swells  with  the  unnatural  pride  of  crime,  and  lifts 
His  baby-eword  even  in  a  hero's  mood. 
This  in&nt-arm  becomes  the  bloodiest  scouige 
Of  devastated  earth :  whilst  specious  names. 
Learnt  in  soA  childhood's  unsuspecting  hom>. 
Serve  as  the  sophisms  vrith  which  -manhood  dims 
Bright  reason's  ray,  and  sanctifies  the  swoid 
Ui»aised  to  shed  a  brother's  iimocent  blood. 
Let  priest»led  slaves  cease  to  proclaim  that  man 
Inherits  vice  and  misery,  when  foroe 
And  falsehood  hang  even  o'er  the  cradled  babe,. 
Stifling  with  rudest  grasp  all-  natutal  good. 


Ah !  40  the  strangeraonl,  when  first  it  peeps 
From  its  new  tenement,  and  looks  abroad 
For  happiness  and  sympathy,  how  stern 
And  desolate  a  track  is  this  wide  world ! 
How  withc^'d  all  the  buds  of  natural  good ! 
No  shade,  no  shelter  from  the  sweeping  storms 
Of  pitiless  power !  On  its  wretched  frame, 
Poiflon'd,  perchanoe,  by  the  disease  and  woe 
Heap'd  on  the  wretched  parent  whence  it  sprung 
By  morals,  law,  and  custom,  the  pure  winds 
Of  heaven,  that  renovate  the  insect  tribes. 
May  breathe  not.    The  untainting  light  o^  day 
May  visit  not  its  longings.     It  is  bound 
Ere  it  has  life :  yea,  all  the  chains  are  forged 
Long  ere  its  being :  all  liberty  and  kyve 
And  peace  is  torn  from  its  defenoelessness ; 
Cursed  fimn  iti  birth,  even  fiom  its  endle  doomd 
To  abjectness  and  bondage ! 
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Thioaghout  this  varied,  and  eternal  world 

8oal  18  the  only  element,  the  block 

Thtt  Ibr  uncounted  ages  has  rehiam'd. 

The  moveless  fiillar  of  a  mountain's  weight 

Is  active,  living  spirit    Eve'iy  grain 

Is  sentient  both  in  unity  and  part, 

And  the  Eoinutest  atom  comprehends 

A  world  of  loves  and  hatreds ;  these  beget 

Evil  and  good  :  hence  truth  and  falsehood  spring ; 

Hence  will  and  thoiight  ah3  action,  all  the  germs 

Of  pain  or  pleasure,  sympathy  or  hate, 

That  variegate  the  eternal  universe. 

Soul  is  not  more  polluted  than  the  beams 

Of  heaven's  pure  orb,  ere*  round  their  rapid  lines 

The  taint  of  earth-bom  atmosfdierea  arise.  > 

Man  is  of  soul  and  body,  fimn'd  for  deeds 

Of  high  lesolve,  on  ftncy's  boldest  wing 

To  soar  unwearied,  fearlessly  to  turn 

The  keenest  pangs  to  pcacefnlneas,  and  taste 

The  joys  which  mingled  sens^  and  spirit  yield. 

Or  he  fli  fermVI  for  abjectness  and  woe. 

To  grovel  on  the  dunghill  of  his  fears. 

To  shrink  at  every  sound,  to  quench  &e  flame 

Of  natural  love  in  sensualism,  tolmow 

That  hour  as  blest  when  on  his  wortfaless  days 

The  fitnen  band  of  death  shall  set  its  seal, 

Yet  fear  the  cure,  though  hating  the  disease. 

The  one  is  roan  diat  shall  hereaAer  be ; 

The  other,  man  as  vice  has  made  him  now. 


War  is  the  statesnan's  game,  the  priest's  deUght, 

The  lawyer's  jest,  Hie  hired  assassin's  trade. 

And,  to  those  royal  ihurderers,  whose  mean  thrones 

Are  bought  by  crmies  of  ireachery  and  gone, 

The  braad  they  eat,  the  staff  on  which  they  lean. 

Guards,  garb'd  in  blood-red  livery,  sunound 

llieir  paiaoes,  participate  the  crimes 

That  force  defendi^  sdMi  from  a  nation's  rage 

Secures  the  ciowd,  which  all  the  curses  reach 

That  Amine,  frenzy,  woe  and  penary  breathe. 

These  are  the  hired  bravoes  who  defbnd 

The  tyrant's  tfarftne  (3>-<lhe  bullies  of  hb  fear : 

Theae  are  the  sinks  and  channels  of  worst  vice. 

The  refuse  of  deeiety,  the  dregs 

Of  all  that  is  most  vile :  their  cold  hearts  blend 

Deceit  with  sternness,  ignorance  with  pride. 

All  that  is  mean  and  villanous,  with  rage 

Which  hopelessness  of  good,  and  self^contempt. 

Alone  might  kindle ;  they  are  deck'd  in  weakh, 

Honor  and  power,  then  are  sent  abroad 

T6  do  their  work.    The  pestilence  that  stalks 

In  gloomy  triumph  through  some  eastern  land' 

Is  less  destroying.    They  cajole  with  gold, 

And  prooMes  of  frme,  the  thoughtless  youth 

Already  crush'd  with  servitude:  he  knows 

His  wretchedness  too  late,  and  cherishes 

Repentance  for  his  ruin,  when  his  doom 

Is  seal'd  in  gold  and  biood ! 

Those  too,  the  tyma  serve,  who,  skill'd  to  snare 

The  fteit  of  justice  in  the  toils  of  law. 

Stand,  ready  to  oppress  the  weaker  still ; 

And,  right  or  wrong,  will  vindicate  for  gold. 

Sneering  at  public  virtae,  which  beneath 

Their  pitUess  tread  Ut6e  torn  and  trampled,  where 

HoBor  siis  smiliBg  at  the  sale  of  truth. 


Then  graive  and  hoaiy-headed  hjrpocritea, 
Without  a  hope,  a  passbn,  or  a  love»    ' 
Who,  through  a  lifo  of  lu^niry  and  lies. 
Have  crept  by  flattery  to  the  seati  of  power. 
Support  the  system  whence  their  honors  flow — 
They  have  three  words : — well  tyianis  know  thai 

use. 
Well  pay  them  for  the  loan,  with  usury 
Tom  from  a  bleeding  world ! — God,  HeU,  tod  Heaven 
A  vengeful,  pitiless,  and  almighty  fiend. 
Whose  mercy  is  a  nickname  for  the  rage     ^ 
Of  tameless  tigers  hungering  for  bkxxL 
Hell,  a  rdd  gulf  of  everiasling  fire. 
Where  poisonous  and  undying  worms  prolong 
Eternal  misery  to  those  hapless  slaves 
Whose  lifo  has  been  a  penance  for  its  crimes. 
And  Heaven,  a  meed  for  those  who  date  belie 
Their  human  natnre>  quake,  believe,  and  cnige 
Before  die  mockeries  of  earthly  pow«r. 

These  tools  the  tyrant  tempers  to  his  woik, 
V^^elds  in  his  wnth,  and  as  he  wills  destroys^ 
Omnipotent  in  wickedness :  the  while 
Youth  springs,  age  moulders,  jnanhood  tamely  does 
His  bidding,  bribed  by  shortlived  joya  to  lend 
Force  to  the  weakness  of  his  trembling  aim. 

They  rise,  they  fall ;  one  generation  comee. 
Yielding  its  harvest  to  destruction's  scythe. 
It  &des,  another  blossoms :  yet  behold! 
Red  glows  the  t3rrant's  stamp-marit  on  its  Uoom, 
Withering  and  cankering  deep  its  paisive  prime. 
He  has  invented  lying  woids  and  modes. 
Empty  and  vain  as  his  own  coreless  heart ; 
Evasive  meanings,  nothings  of  much  sound. 
To  lure  the  heedless  victim  to  the  toils 
Spread  round  the  valley  of  lis  paradise. 

Look  to  thyselC  priest,  eonqiteror,  or  prinee ! 
Whether,  thy  trade  is  folaehood,  and  thy  lusts 
Deep  wallow  in  the  earnings  of  the  poor. 
With  whom  thy  master  was :— or  thou  delight'st 
In  numbering  o'er  the  myriads  of  thy  slain, 
All  misery  weighing  nothing  in  the  scale 
Against  thy  shortlived  fome :  or  thoi^  dost  load 
With  cowardice  and  crime  the  grpaning  land. 
A  pomp-fed  king.    Look  to  thy- wretched  self  J 
Ay,  art  thou  not  the  veriest  shive  that  e*er 
CrewI'd  on  the  lothing  earth  ?  Are  not  thy  days 
Days  of  unsatisfying  listlessness? 
Dost  thou  not  cry,  ere  night's  long  reck  is  o'er. 
When  will  the  morning  come  f  Is  not  thy  youth 
A  vain  and  feverish  dream  of  sensualism  f 
Thy  manhood  blighted  with  unripe  disease  ? 
Are  not  thy  views  of  unregretted  death 
Drear,  comfortless,  and  horrible  7  Thy  miihd. 
Is  it  not  morbid  as  thy  nerveless  firame. 
Incapable  of  judgment,  hope,  or  love  ? 
And  dost  thou' wish  the  errors  to  survive 
That  bar  thee  fh>m  all  'synipatfiies  of  good. 
After  the  miserable  interest 
Thou  hold'st  in  their  protraction  f  When  the  gnvs 
Has  swallow'd  up  thy  memory  and  thyself. 
Dost  thou  desire  the  bane  that  poisons  earth 
To  twine  its  roots  around  Iby  coffin'd  clay. 
Spring  fioiB  ihy  bones,  and  blossom  on  thy  fomK 
That  of  iti  fruit  thy  babes  may  eat  and  die? 
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Thus  do  the  genehitioiH  of  th«  earth 
Go  to  the  gmve,  niid  i«ue  from  the  woinbk(4) 
Surviving  atiU  the  iivpenshable  change 
That  renovates  thQ  werld ;  even  as  the  leaves 
Which  the  keep  frost-wind  of  the  waning  year 
Has  aeatier'd  on  the  forest  soil,  (5)  and  beap'd 
For  many  aeasons  there,  though  long  they  choks, 
Loading  with  bthesome  rottenness  the  land. 
All  germs  of  promise.     Yet  when  the  tall  trees 
FnNn  which  they  fell,  shorn  of  their  Lovely  shapes* 
lie  level  with  the  earth  to  moulder  there, 
They  fertili;Ee  the  land  they  long  defbrm'd. 
Till  from  the  breathing  lawn  a  forest  springs 
Of  jrouth,  integrity,  tpd  loveliness, 
like  that  which  gave  it  life,  to  spring  and  die. 
Thus  suicidal  selfishness,  that  blights 
The  &irest  feelings  of  the  opening  heart. 
Is  destined  to  decay,  whilst  from  the  ^il 
Shall  spring  all  virtue,  all  deligh|,  all  love. 
And  judgment  cease  to  wage  unnatural  war 
With  passion's  unsubduable  aniay- 


Gold  is  a  living  god,  and  rules  ia  aoom 
All  earthly  things  bat  virtue. 


Twin-eister  of  religion,  selfishness ! 
Rival  in  crime  and  ftlsehood,  aping  all 
The  wanton  horrors  of  her  bloody  play ; 
Yet  frozen,  unimpassion^d,  spiritless, 
Shunni^  the  light,  and  owning  not  its  name ; 
Compell'd,  by  its  deformity,  to  screen 
With  flirosy  veil  of  justice  and  of  right. 
Its  unatinctive  lineaments^  that  scare 
All,  save  the  brood  of  ignorance :  at  once 
The  cause  and  the  effect  of  tyranny ; 
Unblushing,  harden'd,  sensual,  and  vile ; 
Dead  to  all  love  but  of  its  atgecmess, 
With  heart  itopassive  by  more  noble  powers 
Than  unshared  pleasure,  sordid  gain,  or  fiime ; 
Despising  its  own  misenible  being, 
Wkieh  still  it  tongs,  yet  f^an  to  disenthrall. 

Henre  commerce  springs,  the  venal  interchange 

Of  all  that  human  art  or  nature  yield ; 

Which  wealdi  should  ponchase  not,  but  want  demand, 

And  natural  kindness  hosten  to  supply 

From  the  full  fountain  of  its,  boundless  love. 

For  ever  stifled,  drain*d,  and  tainted  now. 

Commeira  *  beneath  whose  poison<breathing  shade 

No  solitary  viHoe  dares  to  spring, 

But  poverty  and  wealth  with  equal  hand 

Scatter  their  withering  curies,  and  nnfoM 

The  doors  of  premature  and  violent  death. 

To  pining  fiuaine  and  full-fed  disease. 

To  all  that  shares  the  lot  of  human  life. 

Which  poison'd  body  and  soul,  scarce  drags  the  chain. 

That  lengthens  as  «i  goes  and  clanks  behind. 

Commerce  has  set  the  mark  of  selfishness. 
The  atgaeC  of  its  oil-enslaving  power. 
Upon  a  shining  ore,  and  call'd  it  gold : 
BefbiB  whose  image  bow  the  vulgar  great. 
The  vainly  rich,  the  misemble  proud. 
The  tnoh  of  peasants,  nobles,  priests,  and  kings,  (f^ 
And  with  bliiid  feelings  reveronce  the  power 
That  grinds  them  to  the  dost  of  misery. 
But  in  the  temple  of  their  hireling  hearts 
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Since  t]riBnti,  by  the  sale  of  human  life, 
Heap  luxuries  to  their  seneoalism,  and  fame 
To  their  wide-wasting  and  insatiate  pride. 
Success  has  sanction'd  to  a  credulous  vrorld 
The  ruin,  the  disgrace,  the  woe  of  war. 
His  hosts  of  blind  and  unresisting  dnpea 
The  despot  numbers ;  from  his  cabinet 
These  puppets  of  his  schenses  he  moves  at  wflV 
Even  as  the  slaves  by  force  or  famine  driven, 
Beneatli  a  vulgar  master,  to  perfbim 
A  task,  of  cold  and  brviai  drudgery  ^^ 
Harden'd  to  hope,  insensible  to  fear^ 
Scarce  living  pulleys  of  a  dead  machiiie. 
Mere  wheels  of  work  and  articles  of  tiada. 
That  grace  the  p^od  and  noisy  pomp  of  weattkl- 

The  harmony  and  happiness  oC  maa 

Yield  to  the  wealth  of  nations  { ahat  wfaidi  UAi  • 

His  nature  to  the  heaven  of  iu  prid^ 

Is  barter'd  ibr  the  poison  of  his  soul  ( 

The  weight  that  drags  to  earth  hie  towaiing  hqpwi 

Blighting  all  prospect  but  of  selfish  gain. 

Withering  all  passion  but  of  ^vish  tear. 

Extinguishing  all  free  and  generous  k»vo 

Of  enterpriso  and  daring,  even  the  pyJaa 

That  ftncy  kindles  in  the  beating  heart 

To  mingle  with  sensation,  it  destioya^-^ 

Leaves  nothing  but  the  sordid  lust  of  sel£ 

The  groveljing  hope  of  interest  and  gold. 

Unqualified,  unmingleflf  luirede^'d 

Even  by  hypocrisy. 

And  statesmen  beast 
Of  wealth !  (7)  The  wordy  eloquence  that  Utch 
After  the  ruin  of  their  hearts,  can  gild 
The  bitter  poison  of  a  nation's  woe. 
Can  turn  the  worship  of  the  servile  mo|> 
To  their  corrupt  and  glaring  idol  fame, 
Kmm  virtue,  trampled  by  its  iron  tread. 
Although  its  dazzling  pedestal  be  raised 
Amid  the  horrora  of  a  limbetrewn  field. 
With  desolated  dwellings  smoking  round. 
The  roan  of  ease,  who,  by  his  warm  fireside. 
To  deeds  of  charitable  intercourse 
And  bore  fulfilment  of  the  common  lawv  ' 
Of  decency  and  prejudice,  confines 
The  struggling  nature  of  his  human  heart 
Is  duped  by  their  cold  soplustry ;  he  sheds 
A  passing  tear  perchance  upon  the  wreck 
Of  earihly  peace,  when  near  his  dwelling's  doof^ 
The  frightful  waves  are  driven, — when  hn  son 
Is  murdcr'd  by  the  tyrani,  or  religion 
Drives  his  wife  raving  mad.  (8)   But  (he  poor  man 
Whose  life  is  misery,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Whom  the  mom  wakens  but  to  fruitless  toil ; 
Who  ever  hears  his  famish'd  ofi&priog's  scream. 
Whom  their  pale  mother's  uncomplaining  gaze 
For  ever  meets,  and  the  proud  rich  man's  eye 
Fbshing  command,  and  the  heart-breaking  scena 
Of  thousands  like  himself; — he  little  heeds 
The  rhetoric  of  tyranny ;  his  hate 
Is  quenchless  as  his  wrongs ;  he  laughs  to  scorn 
The  vain  and  bitter  mockery  of  words, 
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Feeling  the  horror  of  the  t]rrant'»  deed*. 
And  unrastrain'd  hut  by  the  arm  of  powei^, 
That  knows  amd  dreads  his  enmity. 

The  iron  rod  of  penary  still  compels 

Her  wretchfkl  slave  to  bow  the  knee  to  wealth. 

And  poison,  with  anprofitahle  toil, 

A  lift  too  void  of  solace  to  confirm 

The  very  chains  that  bind  him  to  hirdoom. 

Nature,  impartial  in  munificence. 

Has  ^iAed  man  with  all^ubduing  will : 

Matter,  with  all  its  transitory  sliapes, 

lies  subjected  and  plastic  at  his  feet. 

That,  weak  from  bondage,  tremble  as  they  traad. 

How  many  a  rustic  Milton  has  post  by, 

Sdfiing  the  speechless  longings  of  his  heart, 

In  unremitting  drudgery  and  care! 

How  many  a  vulgar  Cato  has  compell'd 

His  energies,  no  longer  tameless  then. 

To  mould  a  pin,  or  febricate  a  nail ! 

!How  many  a  Newton,  to  whose  possiTe  ken 

Those  mighty  spheres  that  gem  infinity 

Were  only  specks  of  tinsel,  fiz'd  in  heaven 

To  light  the  midnigfats  of  his  native  town ! 

TeC  every  h^art  contain  perfection's  germ :  ' 
The  wisest  of  the  sages  of  the  earth. 
That  ever  from  the  stores  of  reason  drew 
Science  and  truth,  and  viaue's  dreadless  tone, 
Were  but  a  weak  and  inexperienced  boy. 
Proud,  sensual,  unimpossionM,  unimbued 
With  pure  derfre  and  universal  love. 
Compared  to  that  high  being,  of  cloudless  braui. 
Untainted  passion,  elevated  will. 
Which  death  (who  even  would  linger  long  in  awe 
Within  his  noble  presence,  and  beneath 
His  changeless  eyeboaro),  might  alone  subdue. 
Him,  every  slave  now  dragging  through  the  filth 
Of  some  corrupted  city  his  sad  life,  ^ 

Pining  with  fiimine,  swoln  with  luzuiy, 
Bhinting  the  keeimess  of  his  spiritual  sense 
With  narrow  schemings  and  unworthy  cares, 
Or  madly  rushing  through  all  violent  crime, 
To  move  the  deep  stagnation  of  his  soal^>— 
lligfat  imitate  and  equal. 

But  mean  lust 
Has  bound  its  chains  so  tight  around  the  earth. 
That  all  within  it  but  the  virtuous  man 
Is  venal :  gold  or  &me  will  surely  reach 
The  price  prefixed  by  selfishness,  to  dl 
But  him  of  resolute  and  unchanging  will ; 
Whom,  nor  the  plaudits  of  a  servile  crowd. 
Nor  the  vile  joys  of  tainting  luxury. 
Can  bribe  to  yield  his  elevated  soul 
To  tyranny  or  falsehood,  though  they  wield 
With  blood-red  hand  the  sceptre  of  the  world. 

All  things  are  sold  :  the  very  light  of  heaven 
Is  venal ;  earth's  unsparing  gifls  of  love. 
The  smallest  and  most  despicable  things 
That  lurk  in  the  abysses  of  the  deep, 
AH  olgects  of  our  life^  oven  life  itself, 
And  the  poor  pittance  which  the  laws  allow 
Of  liberty,  the  fellowship  of  man,  ' 

Those  dudei  which  his  heart  of  human  bve 


Should  \iige  him  to  perform  instinctively,  • 

Are  bought  and  sold  as  in  a  public  mart 

Of  undisgoising  selfishneoi,  that  sets 

On  each  its  price,  the  stamp-mark  of  her  fa||tL 

Even  love  is  sold ;  (9)  the  solace  of  all  woe 

Is  tum*d  to  deadliest  agony,  old  oge 

Shiveia  in  ielfish  beauty's  lothing  arms, 

And  youth's  corrupted  impulses  prepare 

A  life  of  horror  from  the  blighting  bone 

Of  commerce ;  whilst  the  pestilence  that  springs 

From  unei^joying  sensualism,  has  fill'd 

All  human  life  with  hydra-headed 


Falsehood  demands  but  gold  to  pay  the  pangs 

Of  outraged  conscience ;  for  the  slavish  priest 

Sets  no  great  value  on  his  hireling  faith : 

A  little  paBsnng  pomp,  some  servile  souls. 

Whom  cowardice  itself  mi^t  safely  chain. 

Or  the  spare  mite  of  avarice  could  iMribe 

To  deck  the  triumph  of  their  languid  seal. 

Can  make  him  minister  to  tyraiuiy. 

More  daring  crime  requires  a  lofUer  meed : 

Without  a  shudder,  the  slave-soldier'  lends 

His  arm  to  murderous  deeds,  and  steehi  his  heart 

When  the  dread  eloquence  of  dying  men. 

Low  mingling  on  the  lonely  field  of  fame. 

Assails  that  nature,  whose  applause  he  sells 

For  the  gross  blessings  of  a  patriot  mob. 

For  the  vile  gratitude  of  heartless  king^ 

And  fitr  a  cold  world's  good  word,--viler  still ! 

There  is  a  nobler  gloiy,  which  survives 
Until  our  being  fades,  and,  solacing 
All  human  care,  accompanies  its  chai^ ; 
Deserts  not  virtue  in  the  dungeon's  gloom. 
And,  in  the  precincts  of  the  palace,  guides 
Its  footsteps  through  that  labyrinth  of  crime. 
Imbues  its  lineaments  with  daundessness, 
Even  when,  fiom  power's  avenging  hand,  he 
Its  sweetest,  last  and  noblest  title-nleath ; 
—The  consciousness  of  good,  which  neither  gold 
Nor  sordid  fiime,  nor  hope  of  heavenly  bliss. 
Can  purchase :  but  a  life  of  resolute  good. 
Unalterable  will,  quenchless  desire 
Of  univerBal  happiness,  the  heart 
That  beats  with  it  in  unison,  the  brain. 
Whose  ever-wakeful  wisdom  toils  to  cbaog* 
Reason's  rich  stores  for  its  eternal  weaL 

Hiis  comra^Toa  of  sinoerest  virtue  needs 
No  meditative  signs  of  seUishness, 
No  jealous  intercoune  of  wretched  gaiiw 
No  balancings  of  prudence,  cold  and  lo^g; 
In  just  and  equal  measure  all  is  weigh'd. 
One  scale  contains  the  sum  of  human  weaU 
And  one,  the  good  man's  heart 

How  vainly  seA 
The  selfish  for  that  happiness  denied 
To  aught  but  virtue !   Blind  and  harden'd  they. 
Who  hope  for  pe^oe  amid  the  storms  of  cara, 
Who  oovet  power  they  know  not  how  to  UM^ 
And  sigh  for  pleasure  they  refuse  to  give,-' 
Madly  tiiey  frustrate  still  their  own  designs; 
And,  where  they  hope  that  quiet  to  eiyoy 
Which  virtue  pictures,  bitterness  of  .soul* 
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Pming  regivtir  and  Tain  repentances, 
Diaeaee,  dj^pi*^  snd  laantuide,  pervade 
Their  valuelea  and  mieerable  Uvea. 


Bai  hoary-beaded  aelfidinea  hai  felt 
Ii8  death-blow,  and  ii  lottering  lo  the  grave: 
A  brighter  mom  awaita  the  human  day, 
When  eveiy  tfansfer  of  eiglh'e  natural  gilb 
Shall  be  a  oommerce  of  geod  words  and  worku ; 
When  poverty  and  wealth,  the  thiist  of  feme. 
The  fear  o£  infemy,  disease  and  woe, 
War  with  its  million  horrora,  and  fierce  hell 
Shall  live  bat  in  the  memory  of  time. 
Who,  like  a  penitent  libertine,  shall  start, 
I  nok  back,  and  shuddor  »i  his  younger  years. 


.      .  VL 

All  touch,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
Hie  Spirit  felt  the  Fairy's  burning  speedi. 

0*er  the  ihin  texture  of  its  frtfme, 
The  varying  periods  painted  changing  glows, 

As  on  a  summer  even. 
When  soul-infolding  music  floats  around. 
The  stainleoi  mirror  of  the  lake 
Re4mages  the  eastern  gloom, 
Mingling  convulsively  its  purple  hnes 
With  sunset's  buniish'd  gold. 

Tlien  thus  ^e  Spirit  spoke ; 
It  ta  a  wild  and  miserable  world  I 

Thorny,  and  full  of  care. 
Which  eveiy  fiend  can  make  his  prey  a^  wilL 
O  Fairy !  in  the  lapse  of  years. 
Is  there  no  hope  in  store  ? 
Will  yon  vast  suns  roll  on 
Interminably,  still  illuming 
The  night  of  so  many  wretdied  souls,  . 
And  see  no  hope  fer  them  ? 
will  not  the  universal  Spirit  e'er 
Re«'iviiy  this  withered  limb  of -Heaven  t 


The  Fairy  calmly  smiled 
In  oomfert,  and  a  lundling  gleam  of  hope 

Suflfuaed  the  Spirit**  lineaments. 
Oh !  rest  thee  tranquil  x  chase  those  fearful  doubts, 
Which  ne*er  could  rack  an  everlasting  soul. 
That  sees  the  chains  which  bind  it  to  its  doom. 
Yea !  crime  and  misery  are  in  yonder  earth. 

Falsehood,  mistake,  and  lust ; 

But  the  eternal  world 
Contains  at  once  the  evil  and  the  cure. 
Some  eminent  in  virtue  shall  start  up, 

Even  in  perversest  time : 
The  truths  of  their  pure  lips,  that  never  die. 
Shall  bind  the  scorpion  falsehood  vvith  a  wmth 

Of  ever-living  flame. 
Until  the  monster  sting  itself  to  death. 

How  sweet  a  scene  will  earth  become ! 
Of  purest  spirits  a  pure  dwelling-place, 
Symphoniuus  with  the  planetary  spheres ; 
When  man,  with  changeless  nature  ooalesdng,  - 
Will  undertake  regeneration'ii  work, 
Wheaits  nngenial  poles  no  longer  point 


To  the  red  and  baldfiil  sun 
That  Auntly  twinkles  there.  (10) 

'  Spirit !  'on  yonder  earth. 
Falsehood  now  triumphs ;  deadly  power 
Has  fiz'd  its  seal  upon  the  lip  of  truth ! 

Madness  and  misery  are  there .' 
The  happiest  ii  most  wretched !    Yet  confide. 
Until  pure  healthnlrops,  fn>^  the  cup  of  joy. 
Fall  like  a  dew  of  balm,  upon  the  world. 
Now,  to  the  scene  I  show,  in  silence  torn. 
And  read  the  blood-staio'd  charter  of  all  woe, 
Which  nature  soon,  with  recreating  hand, 
Will  blot  fn  mercy  from  the  book  of  earth. 
How  bold  the  flight  of  passion's  wandering  wing, 
How  swifl  the  step  of  reason's  firmer  tread. 
How  calm  and  sweet  the  victories  of  life, 
How  teiTorlesi  the  triumph  of  the  grave ! 
How  poweriess  were  the  mightiest  monarcli's  aim. 
Vain  his  loud  threat,  and  impotent  his  frown.' 
How  ludicrous  the  priest's  dogmatic  roar ! 
The  weight  of  his  exterminating  curse 
How  light!  and  his  affected  charity. 
To  suit  the  pressure  of  the  changing  timea,  > 
What  palpable  deceit ! — but  for  Uiy  aid. 
Religion!  but  for  thee,  prolific  fiend, 
Who  peoplest  earth  with  demona^  hell  with  men* 
Aod  heaven  with  slaves ! 

Thou  taintest  all  thou  look'st  upon !— the  stars. 
Which  on  thy  cradle  beam'd  so  brightly  sweet, 
Were  gods  to  the  distemper'd  playfulness 
Of  thy  untutor'd  infiuicy :  the  trees. 
The  grass,  the  clouds,  the  mountains,  and  the 
All  living  things  that  walk,  swim,  creep,  or  fly, 
Were  gods:  the  sun  had  homage,  and  the  moon 
Her  worshipper.    I'hen  thou  be<»mest  a  boy. 
More  daring  in  thy  frenzies :  every  shape. 
Monstrous  or  vast,  or  beautifully  wild, 
Which,  fifom  sensajion's  relics,  fiuicy  culls ; 
The  spirits  of  the  air,  the  shuddering  ghost. 
The  genii  of  the  elements,  the  powers 
That  give  a  shape  to  nature's  varied  worjcs. 
Had  Ufe  and  place  in  the  corrupr  belief 
Of  diy, blind  heart:  yet  still  thy  youthful  hands 
Were  pure  of  human  blood.    Then  manhood  gave 
Its  strength  and  ardor  to  thy  frenzied  brain ; 
Thine  eager  gaze  scann'd  the  stupendous  scene,  ^ 
Whose  wondeiB  mock'd  the  knowledge  of  thy  pmet 
Their  everlasting  and  unchanging  laws 
Reproech'd  thine  ignorance.    Awhile  thou  stobdat 
Baffled  and  gloomy;  then  thou  didst  sum  op 
The  elements  of  all  that  thou  didst  know ; 
The  changing  seasons,  winter's  leafless  reign. 
The  budding  of  the  heaven-breathing- trees. 
The  eternal  orbs  that  beautify  the  night. 
The  sunrise,  and  the  setting  of  the  moon. 
Earthquakes  and  wars,  and  poisons  and  disease. 
And  all  their  causes,  to  an  abstract  fioiot 
Converging,  thou  didst  bend,  and  call'd  it  God ! 
The  selfeuflicing,  the  omnipotent,^ 
The  merciful,  and  the  avenging  l«od ! 
Who,  protocjrpe  of  human  misrule,  sits 
High  in  heaven's  realm,  upon  a  golden  throne. 
Even  like  an  earthly  king  ,*  and  whose  dread  vrork. 
Hell,  gapes  for  ever  for  the  unhappy  slaves 
Of  fiite,'  whom  he  created  in  his  sport. 
To  triumph  in  their  torments  when  they  fell ! 
Earth  heard  the  name;  earth  trembled,  aa  the  smoke 
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Of  his  revenge- aiceiid^  up  to  heaven, 
Blotting  the  consteUations ;  and  the  criea 
Of  millions,  butcfaer*d  in  tweet  confidence  ■ 
And  unsuspecting  peace,  even  when  the  bonds 
Of  safely  were  ctmfucm'd  by  wordy  oaths    ' 
Sworn  in  his  dreadful  name,  rang  through  the  land ; 
Whilst  innocent  babes  writhed  on  thy  stubborn  spear, 
And  thou  didst  laugh  to  hear  the  mothei's  riuiek 
Of  maniac  gladness,  as  the  sacred  steel 
Felt  cold  in  her  torn  enlnila! 

Religion  f  thou  wert  then  in  manhood's  prime : 

But  age  crept  on :  one  dod  would  not  suffice 

For  seitile  puerility ;  thou  framedst  ^ 

A  tale  to  suit  thy  dotage,  and  to  glut 

Thy  misery-thiisting  soul,  that  the  mad  fiend 

Thy  wickedness  had  pictured,  might  ofiord 

A  plea  f6t  sating  the  unnatural  thint 

For  murder,  rapine,  violence,  and  crime. 

That  still  consumed  thy  being,  even  when 

Thou  heaidst  the  step  of  iate ; — that  flames  migbt 

light 
Thy  funeral  scene,  and  the  shrill  hoirent  shrieks 
Of  parents  dying  on  the  pile  that  bum*d, 
To  light  their  children  to  thy  paflui,  the  roar 
Of  the  encircling  flames,  the  exulting  cries 
Of  diine  apostles,  loiid  commingling  there, 

Might  sate  thine  hungry  ear 

Even  on  the  bed  of  death ! 

But  now  oonterapc  is  mocking  thy  grey  hain ; 
Thou  art  descending  to  the  darksome  grave, 
Unhonor'd  and  impitied,  but  by  thbse 
Whose  pride  is  passing  by  like  thine,  and  shed?, 
Like  thine,  a  glare  that  fades  before  the  sun 
Of  tratb,  and  shines  but  in  the  dreadfol  night 
That  long  haa  lowered  above  the  niin'd  world. 

Throughout  these  infinite  orbs  of  mingling  light, 

Of  which  yon  earth  is  one,  is  wide  diffiised 

A  spirit  of  activity  and  lile. 

That  knows  no  term,  oeantion,  or  decay ; 

That  fiides  not  when  the  lamp  of  earthly  lift, 

Extinguished  in  the  dampness  of  the  grave. 

Awhile  there  slumbers,  more  than  when  the  babe 

In  ^e  dim  newness  of  its  being  feels 

The  impulsee  of  sublunaiy  things. 

And  all  is  woodar  to  unpractised  sense : 

Bu^  active,  sledfiist,  and  eternal,  still. 

Guides  the  fierce  whirlwind,  in  the  tempest  roan, 

Cheers  in  the  day,  breathes  in  the  balmy  groves, 

Strengthens  in  health,  and  poismn  in  disease ; 

And  in  the  siorm  of  change,  that  ceaselessly 

Rolls  round  the  eternal  universe,  and  abakea 

Its  undecaying  battlement,  presides, 

Apporiioning  with  irresistible  law 

The  place  each  spring  of  its  machine  shall  fiD ; 

So  that,  when  waves  on  waves  tumultuous  heap 

Confusion  to  the  clouds,  and  fiercely  driven 

Heaven's  lightnings  scorch  th'  uprooted  oceanffinds, 

Whilst,  to  the  eye  of  shipwreck'd  mariner, 

Lone  sitting  on  the  bore  and  shuddering  rock. 

Ah  seeniB  unlink'd  contingency  and  chancft: 

No  atom  of  this  turbulence  fulfils 

A  vague  and  unnecessitated  task,  * 

Or  acts  but  as  it  must  aro^  ought  to  act  (1 1)    - 

Fven  the  minutest  molecttle  of  light. 


That  in  an  April  aunbeam's  fleeting  glow 

Fulfils  its  destined,  though  invisible 

The  univenal  Spirit  guides;  nor  U 

Whan  merciless  ambition,  or  mad  seal. 

Has  led  two  hosts  of  dupes  to  batd»>field. 

That,  blind,  they  there  may  dig  each  dilier*s  gratvs. 

And  call  the  sad  work  glory, 'dees  it  mle 

AD  passions  r  not  a  thought,  a  will. 

No  working  of  the  tyrant's  moody  miad. 

Nor  eoe  laisgiving  of  the  sUves  wko 

Their  servitude,  to  hide  the  shamd  they  laelt 

Nor  the  events  enchaining  every  will. 

That  from  the  depths' of  unreooided  tine 

Have  dravhi  aH-inflaendng  virtue,  pass 

Unrecognized,  or  unforoseen  by  thee, 

Soul^of  the  Universe.!  eternal  spring- 

Of  life  and  death,  of  happiness  and  woe. 

Of  all  that  chequers  the  phanuismal  scene 

That  floats  before  our  eyes  in  waviering  light. 

Which  gleams  but  on  the  daikness  of  our 

Whose  chains  and  massy  walk 

We  feel,  but  cannot  see. 


Spirit  of  Natufe !  all-suflicing. power. 
Necessity !  thou  mother  of  the  world !  (IS) 
Unlike  the  God  of  human  error,  thou 
Requirest  no  prayen  or  praises;  the  caprica 
Of  man'A  weak  will  belongs  no  more  to  thee 
Than  do  the  changeful  passioni  of  his  breast 
To  thy  unvarying  harmony :  the  slave. 
Whose  horrible  lusts  spread  misery  o'er  the  woild, 
And  the  good  man,  who  lifls,  with  virtuous 
His  being,  in  the  sight  of  happinefl% 
That  springs  from  bis  own  works ;  the 
Beneath  whose  shade  all  life  is  withered  up. 
And  the  fair  ook,  whose  leafy  dome  afli»pds 
A  temple  where  the  vows  of  happy  love 
Are  register'd,  are  equal  in  thy  sight : 
No  love,  no  hate  thou  cherishest ;  revenge 
And  favoritism,  and  worst  desire  of  &m«. 
Thou  knowest  not :  all  that  the  wide  woiW 
Are  but  thy  passive  instruoients,  and  thou 
Regard'st  them  all  with  an  impartial  e)w. 
Whose  joy  or  poin  thy  nature  cannot  feel. 
Because  thou  hast  not  human  sense. 
Because  thou  art  not  human  mind.     '' 


Yos!  when  the  sweeping  storm  of  fioM 
Has  sung  its  dcaih-dii^e  o'er  the  ruin'd  fiuies 
And  broken  altars  of  th'  almighty  fiend. 
Whose  name  usurps  thy  honon,  and  the  blood 
Through  centuries  clotted  there,  has  floated  dowu 
The  tainted  flood  of  agos,  shalt  thou  live 
Unchangeable !  A  shrine  is  raised  to  thee. 

Which,  nor  the  tempest  breath  of  lima. 

Nor  the  inteiminable  flood. 

Over  earth's  slight  pageant  ro11iq|^ 
Availcth  to  destroy, — 
The  sensitive  extension  of  the  worid. 

That  wondrous  and  eternal  (one. 
Where  pain  and  pleasure,  good  and  evil  jain. 
To  do-  the  will  of  strong  necessity. 

And  life,  in  multitudinoos  shapes, 
Still  pressing  forward  where  no  tann  can  be. 

Like  hungry  and  unresting  flame 
Curls  round  the  eteinal  columns  of  ila  < 
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I  was  an  inftnt  when  my  mother  went 

To  aee  an  atbeiit  burn'd.    She  took  roe  fliere : 

The  dark-robed  prieeis  were  met  around  the  pile ; 

The  mnllitttde  waa  gazing  silently ; 

And  as  the  culprit  paas'd  with  dauntle«  nrien, 

Tempered  diadain  in  hii  unaltering  eye, 

Miz'd  with  a  qoiet  smile,  shone  calndy  Ibrth : 

The  thirsty  fire  crept  round  his  manly  limbs ; 

His  resolute  eyes  were  scorch'd  to  blindness  locni ; 

Hia  death'-pang  rent  my  heart !  the  insensate  tnob 

Uttered  a  cry  of  triumph,  and  I  wept 

Weep  not,  chiM !  cried  my  mother;  fiur  that  man 

Has  said.  There  is  no  God.  (13.) 

PAIHY. 

There  is  no  God ! 
Nature  confirms  the  faith  his  death-groan  seaVd : 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  let  man's  revolving  race. 
His  oeoseiesi  generations  tell  their  tale ; 
Let  every  part  depending  on  the  chain 
That  links  it  to  the  whole,  point  to  the  hand 
That  graapa  its  term !  let  every  seed  that  fidls 
In  silent  eloquence  unlbld  its  store 
Of  argument :  infinity  within, 
Infinity  without,  belie  creation ; 
"Hie  interminable  spirit  it  contains 
Is  nature's  only  God ;  but  human  pride 
b  skilfnl  to  invent  most  serious  names 
To  hide  its  ignorance. 

The  name  of  God 
Has  fenced  about  all  crime  with  holiness, 
Himself  the  creature  of  his  wotshippen. 
Whose  names  and  attributes  and  passions  change, 
Seeva.  Bnddh,  Fob,  Jehovah,  God,  or  Lord, 
Even  with  the  human  dnpes  who  build  his  shiines, 
Still  serving  o'er  the  wa^polluted  world 
For  desolation's  watch-word ;  whether  hosb 
Slain  his  deaih-blushing  chariot-wheels,  as  on 
Trinmphontly  they  roll,  whilst  Brahmins  raise 
A  sacred  hymn  to  mingle  with  the  groans ; 
Or  countless  partners  of  his  power  divide 
His  tyranny  to  weakness ;  or  ihe  smoke 
Of  burning  towns,  the  cries  of  female  helplesmess, 
Unarm'd  old  age,  and  youth,  and  infancy. 
Horribly  masMacred,  ascend  to  heaven 
In  honor  of  iiis  name;  or  lost  and  worst, 
Earth  groans  beneath  religion's  iron  age. 
And  prieaiB  dare  babble  of  a  God  of  peace. 
Even  whilst  their  hands  are  red  with  guiltless  blood, 
Murdering  the  while,  ufwooting  every  germ 
Of  truths  exterminating,  spoiling  all. 
Making  the  earth  a  slaughter-house ! 

O  Spirit!  through  the  sense 
^  which  thy  inner  nature  was  apprized 
Of  out  want  shows,  vague  dreams  have  roQ*d, 
And  varied  reminiscences  have  waked 

Tablets  that  never  fade; 
An  things  have  been  imprinted  there, 
The  starsi  the  sea,  the  earth.  *Ha  sky. 
Even  the  unshapeliest  lineaments 
or  wiU  end  fleeting 


Have  left  a  record  tfiere 
To  testify  of  earth. 

These  are  my  empire,  fbr  to  me  is  given         / 
The  wonden  of  the  human  world  tt>  keep, 
And  ftncy's  thin  creations  lo  endow 
With  matter,  being,  and  reality; 
Therefore  a  wondrous  phantom,  from  the  dreaas 
Of  human  error's  dense  and  purblind  fiuih, 
I  will  evoke,  to  mejet  thy  questioning. 
Ahasuerus,  rise !  (14) 

A  strange  and  woe-worn  wight 
Arose  beside  the  battlement, 

And  stood  unmoving  there. 
His  inessential  figure  cast  no  shade 

Upon  the  golden  floor; 
His  port  and  mien  bore  mark  of  many  yean, 
And  chronicles  of  untoM  ancientness 
Were  legible  within  his  beamless  eye : 

Yet  his  cheek  bore  the  mark  of  youth ; 
Freshness  and  vigor  knit  his  inanly  fnme ; 
The  wisdom  of  old  age  was  mingled  there 
With  youth's  primeval  dauntiessness ; 

And  inexpressible  woe, 
Chasten'd  by  fearless  resignation,  gave 
An  awful  grace  to  his  all-speaking  brow. 

SFiarr 


b  there  a  God  ? 

AHASincaus. 

b  there  a  God ! — ay,  an  almighty  God, 

And  vengeful  as  almighty !  Once  his  voice 

Was  heard  on  earth :  earth  shudder'd  at  the  sounily 

The  fiery-visaged  (innament  express'd 

Abhorrence,  and  the  grave  of  nature  yawn*d 

To  swallow  all  the  daimtlees  and  the  good 

That  dared  to  hurl  defiance  at  his  throne. 

Girt  as  it  was  with  power.     None  but  slaves 

Survived, — cold-blooded  Slaves,  who  did  the  woik 

Of  tyrannous  omnipotence ;  whose  souls 

No  honest  indignation  ever  urged 

To  elevated  daring,  to  one  deed 

Which  gross  and  sensual  self  did  not  pollute. 

These  slaves  built  temples  for  the  omnipotent  fiend. 

Gorgeous  and  vost :  the  costly  altars  smoked 

Wi&  human  blood,  and  hideous  pieans  rung 

Through  all  the  long-draWn  aisles.    A  murdanr 

heard 
His  voice  in  Egypt,  one  whose  giAs  and  arts 
Had  raised  him  to  his  eminence  in  power 
Accomplice  of  omnipotence  in  crime, 
,  And  conHdant  of  the  all-knowing  one. 
These  were  Jehovah's  words. 

From  an  eternity  of  idleness 
I,  Grod,  awoke ;  in  seven  days*  toil  made  earth 
From  nothing ;  rested,  and  created  man : 
I  placed  him  in  a  paradise,  and  there 
Planted  the  tree  of  evil,  so  that  he 
Might  eat  and  perish,  and  my  soul  procure 
Wherewith  to  sate  its  malice,  and  to  turn. 
Even  like  a  heartless  conqtieror  of  the  eardi 
AH  misery  to  my  fame.     The  race  of  men 
Chosen  to  my  honor,  with  impunity 
May  sale  the  lusts  I  planted  in  their  h^ait 
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Here  I  oommaud  tbee  hence  to  lead  them  en. 
Until,  with  hardenM  feet,  their  conquering  troops 
Wade  on  the  promised  soil  through  woman's  blood, 
And  make  my  name  be  dreaded  thrdug^h  the  land. 
Yet  ever-burning  flame  and  ceaseless  woe< 
Shall  be  the  doom  of  .iheir  eternal  souls. 
With  every  soul  on  this  ungxateful  earth. 
Virtuous  or  vicious,  weak  or  strong, — even  all 
Shall  perish  Jo  fulfil  the  blind  revenge 
(Which  you,  to  m^  call  juaiice)  of  .their  God. 

The  mutderer*s  brow 
Quivered  with  .horror. 


God  omnipotent, 
Is  there  no  mercy  ?  must  our  punishment 
Be  endless?  willlong  ages. roll  away. 
And  see  np  term?  Oh !  wherefore  h^  thM 
In  mockery  and  wrath  this  evil  earth  T 
Mercy  becomes  the  pow6rful-^be  but  juat : 
O  God !  repent  4ind  save. 


One  way  remains : 
I  will  beget  a  son,  and  he  shall  bear 
The  sins  of  all  the  world ;  (15)  h^  shall  arise   , 
In  an  unnoticed  comer  of  the  earth, 
And  there  shall  die  upon  a  crsss,  and  piuge 
The  universal  crime ;  bo  that  the  few 
On  whom  my  grace  descends,  those  who  are  nuu^'d 
As  vessels  to  the  honor  of  their  God, 
May  credit  this  strange  sacrifice,  and  save 
Their  souls  alive :  millions  shiill  live  and  die. 
Who  ne'er  shall  call  upon  their  Savior's  name. 
But,  unredeemed,  go  to  (he  gaping  grave. 
Thousands  shgll  deem  it  an  old  woman's  title, 
Such  as  the  nurses  frighten  babca  withal : 
These  in  a  gulf  of  anguish  and  of  flame 
Shall  curse  their  reprobation  endlesily, 
Tet  tenfold  pangs  shall  force  them  to  avow, 
Even  on  their  beds  of  torment,  where  they  hoWl, 
My  honor,  and  the  justice  of  their  doom. 
Whaf  then  avail  their  Virtuous  deeds,  their  thoughts 
Of  purity,  with  radiant  genius  bright, 
Or  lit  with  human  reason^s  earthly  ray  f 
Many  are  call'd,  but  few  will  I  elect 
Do  thou  my  bidding,  Moses ! 

Even  the  mur^rer's  cheek 
Was  Uanch'd  with  horror,  and  his  quivering  lips 
Scarce  faintly  utter'd— O  almighty  one, 
I  tremble  and  obey ! 

0  Spirit!  centuries  have. set  their  seal 

On  this  heart  of  many  wounds,  and  loaded  brain. 

Since  the  Incarnate  came :  humbly  became, 

Veiling  his  horrible  Godhead  in  the  shape 

Of  man,  scom'd  by  the  world,  his  name  unheard. 

Save  by  the  rabble  of  his  native  town, 

Even  as  a  parish  demagogue.    He  led 

The  crowd ;  he  taught  them  justice,  truth,  and  peace, 

In  semblance ;  but  he  lit  within  their  souls 

The  quenchless  flames  of  zeal,  and  blest  the  sword 

He  brought  on  earth  to  satiate  with  the  blood 

Of  truth  and  freedom  his  malignant  soul. 

At  length  his  mortal  frame  was  led  te  death. 

1  stood  beside  him :  on  (he  torturing  cross 
Ko  pain  assail'd  his  unterrestrial  sense ; 
And  yet  he  groan'd.    Indignantly  I  aumm'd 


The  massacres  and  miseries  which  bis  name 

Had  sanctioned  in  my  country,  and  I  cried. 

Go !  go !  in  mockery. 

A  snule  of  godlike  malice  reillonuned 

His  fading  lineaments. — I  go,  he  cried. 

But  thou  shalt  wander  o'er  the  unquiet  eazlli 

Eternally. ^The  dampness  of  the  grave 

Bathed  my  imperishable  front.    1  fell, 

And  long  lay  tranced  upon  the  charmed  soiL 

When  I  awoke,  hell  bumM  within  my  bnun. 

Which  siagger*d  on  its  seat ;  ibr  all  around 

The  mouldering  relics  of  my  kindred  lay. 

Even  as  the  Ahnighty's  ire  arrested  them. 

And  in  their  various  altitudes  of  death 

My  murder'd  children's  mute  and  eyeless  sknU* 

Glared  ghastily  upon  me. 


Bat  my  soul. 
From  sight  jind  sense  of  the  polluting 
Of  tyranny,  had  long  leam'd  to  prefer   . 
Hell  s  freedom  to  the  servitude  of  heaven. 
Therefore  I  rose,  and  dauntlessly  began 
My  lonely  and  unending  pilgrimage. 
Resolved  to. wage  unweariable  war 
With  my  almighty  tyrant,  and  to  hurl 
Defiance  afhis  impotence  to  harm 
Beyond  the  curse  I  bore.    The  very  hand 
ThatiMirr'd  my  passage  to  the  peaceful  grave 
Has  crush'd  (he  earth  to  misery,  and  givm 
Its  empire  to  the  chosen  pf  his  slaves. 
These  have  I  seen,  even  from  the  earliest  dawn 
Of  weak,  unstable  and  precarious  power; 
Then  preaching  peace,  as  now  they  practise  war. 
So  when  they  tum'd  but  from  the  vumacn 
Of  unoffending  infidels,  to  quench 
Their  thirst  fbr  ruin  in  the  very  blood 
That  flow'd  in  their  bvra  veins,  and  pitiles  seal 
Fnse  every  human  fbeling,  as  the  wife 
SheaUied  in  her  husband's  heart  the  sacred  steel. 
Even  whilst  its  hopes  were  dreaming  of  her  love 
And  friends  to  friends,  brothers  to  brokers  stood 
Opposed  in  bleedieat  battle-fleld,  and  war, 
ScarcO'Satlable  by  fate's  last  death-draught  waged. 
Drunk  •from  the  wine-press  of  the  Almighty's  wrath 
Whilst  the  red  cross,  in  mockery  o£  peaoe. 
Pointed  to  victory!  When- the  fray  was  done. 
No  remnant  of  the  exterminated  fiiifh 
Sorvived  to  tell  its  ruin,  but  the  flesh. 
With  putrid  smoke  poisoning  the  atnraepheie. 
That  rotted  on  the  ha]i^xtingaiHh'*d  pile. 


Yes !  I  have  seen  God's  vwrshipperi  undaealhe 

The  sword  of  his  revenge,  when  grace  deeoended. 

Confirming  all  unnatural  impulses. 

To  sanctify  their  desolating  deeds: 

And  frantic  priests  waved  the  ill<oiAen'd  eiai 

O'er  the  unhappy  earth ;  then  shone  the  sun 

On  showera  of  gore  from  the  upflasfaing  atael 

Of  safe  assassination,  and  iiJl  crime 

Made -stinglesB  by  the  spirits  of  the  Lord. 

And  blood-red  rainbows  canopied  the  land 

Spirit !  no  year  of  my  eventful  being 

Has  pass'd  unstain'd  by  cYime  and  misexy. 

Which  flows  from  God's  own  iaith.    I've  muk*d 

his  slaves. 
With  tongues  whose  lies  are  venemooa,  beguile 
The  insensate  mob»  and  whilst  ore  hand  waa  red 
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With  murder,  feign  tD.m«tch  the  other  out 

For  brotherhood  and  peace;  and  thai  they  now 

Babble  of  love  and  mercy,  whilst  their  deeds 

Af»  marfc'd  with  all  the  nairowneM  and  crime 

That  freedom's  young  arm  dare  npt  yet  chastise» 

Reason  may  claim  our  gratitude,  who  now 

Establishing  the  imperishable  Uutme 

Of  truth,  and  itubbom  virtue,  maketh  vain 

The  unprevailing  malice  of  my  fiie. 

Whose  bootless  rage  heaps  tormenia  ibr  the  bmve. 

Adds  impotent  eternities  to  pain^ 

Whilst  keenest  disappointment  raclu  his  farMat 

To  see  the  smiles  of  peace  an^und  them  play, 

Tc  fnistnite  or  to  sanctify  their  doonv 

Hiub  have  I  slood^ — throogb  a  wild  waete  of  yeaia 
f  Struggling  with  whirlwinds  of  mad  agony, 
f  Tet  peaceful,  and  serene,  and  seli^enshrined, 
\  Mocking  my  powerless  tjrranfs  horrible  encse 
fWith  stubborn  and  unalterable  wilK 
('  Even  as  a  giant  oak,  which  heaven^s  fierce  flane 
J  Had  scathed  in  the  wilderness,  to  stand 
•  A  monument  of  fadeless  ruin  there; 
[  Tel  peaeerfUIly  and  movelessly  it  braves 
.  The  midnight  conflict  of  the  wintry  storm. 

As  in  the  sunlight's  calm  it  spreads 
f    Its  worn  and  wither*d  arms  on  high 

To  meet  the  quiet  of  a  summer's  noon. 

• 
Ther  Fairy  waved  her  wand : 
Ahosuerus  fled 
Fsst  as  the  shapes  of  mingled  shade  and  mist,. 
Thai  lurk  in  the  'glens  of  a  twiUght  grove, 
FFee  from  the  mDming  beam : 
The  matter  of  which  dreams  are  made 
Not  more  endow*d  with  actu^  life 
Than  this  phantasmal  portraiture 
Of  wandering  human  ihoughL 

vra. 

TBI  present  and  the  past  thou  hast  beheld : 
U  was  a  desolate  sigiiL    Now,.  Spirit,  learn 

The  secrets  of  the  future. — Time! 
Unfold  the  brooding  pinion  of  thy  gloom. 
Bender  thou  up  thy  half-devoured  babes. 
And  from  the  cradles  of  eternity, 
Where  millions  lie  luU'd  to  their  portioned  sleep 
By  the  deep  murmuring  stream  of  passing  tbingi» 
Tear  thou  that  gloomy  shroud. — Spirit,  behold 
Thy  glorious  destiny ! 

Joy  lo  the  Spirit  came. 
Hiiough  the  wide  rent  in  Time's  eternal  veil, 
Bope  was  seen  beaming  through  the  mists  of  fear : 

Earth  was  no  longer  hell ; 

Love,  freedom,  health,  had  given 
Their  ripeness  to  the  n^tnhood  of  its  prime, 

And  all  its  pulses  beat 
Sfmphonioua  to  the  planetary  spheres : 

Then  dulcet  music  swJiU'd 
Concordant  with  the  life-strings  of  the  soul; 
It  throbb'd  in  sweet  and  languid  beatings  there, 
Catching  new  life  from  transitory  death, — 
like  the  vague  sighinss  of  a  wind  at  even. 
That  wakes  the  wavelets  of  the  slumbering 
And  dies  on  the.  creatkm  of  its  breath. 


And  sinks  and  rises,  fidls  and  swells  by  fits : 
Was  the  pure  stream  of  feelkig 
That  sprung  from  these  sweet  notes. 
And  o'er  the  Spirit's  human  sympathies 
With  mild  and  gentle  motion  calmly  flow'd. 


Joy  to  the  Spirit  came« — 
Such  jc^  as  when  a  lover  sees 
llie  chosen  of.  his  soul  in  happiness. 

And  witnesses  her  peacb    . 
Whose  woe  to  him  were  bitterer  thiin  deaA, 

Sees  her  unfaded  cheek 
Glow  mantling  in  flrat  luxury  of  health. 

Thrills  with  her  lovely  eyes. 
Which  Gke  two  stars  amid  the  hefiving  main 

Sparkle  through  liquid  bliss. 


Then  in  her  triumph  spoke  the  Fairy  ^ueen  i 
I  will  not  call  the  ghost  of  ages  gone 
To  unfold  the  frightful  secrets  of  its  lore ; 

The  present  now  is  past. 
And  those  events  that  desolate  the  earth 
Have  &ded  from  the  memory  of  Time, 
Who  dares  not  give  reality  to  that  . 
Whose  being  I  annul.    To  me  is  given 
The  wonders  of  the  human  world  to  keep. 
Space,  matter,  time,  and  niinc^.    Futurity 
Exposes  now  its  treasure  ;  let  the  sight 
Renew  and  strengthen  all  thy  failing  hope. 
O  huihan  Spirit !  spur  thee  U>  the  goal 
Where  virtue  fixes  universal  peace, 
And,  'midst  the  ebb  and  flow  of  human  things, 
'Show  somewhat  stable,  somewhat  certain  still, 
A  light-house  o^er  the  wild  of  dreary  waves. 
The  habitable  earth  is  full  of  bliss ; . 
Those  wastes  of  frozen  billows  that  werehurl'd 
By  everlasting  snow-storms  round  the  pol^s. 
Where  matter  dared  not  vegetate  or  live. 
But  ceaseless  frust  round  the  vast  solitude 
Bound  iti^  broad  zone  of  stillness,  are  unloosed ; 
And  fragrant  zephyrs  theie  fjom  spicy  isles 
Ruflfle  the  placid  oceaivdeep,  that  K^ls 
Its  broad,  bright  surges  to  the  sloping  sand. 
Whose  roar  is  wakened  into  echdngs  sweet  , 

To  murmur  through  the  heaven-breathing  gnfwm. 
And  melodize  with  man's  blest  nature  there. 


Those  deserts  of  immeasurable  sand,   . 

Whose  age-rollected  fervofs  scarce  allow'd  \ 

A  bird  to  live,  a  blade  of  grass  to  spring. 

Where  the  shrill  cKirp  of  the  green  lizard^s  lore  ^ 

Broke  on  the  sultry  silentness  alone. 

Now  teem  witli  countless  rills  and  shady  woods. 

Corn-fields  and  pastures  and  white  cottages ; 

And  where  the  startled  wilderness  beheld 

A  savage  conqueror  stoin'd  m  kindred  blood, 

A  tigress  sating  with  the  flesh  of  Tambs 

The  unnatural  famine  of  her  toothless  cnbs, 

Whilst  shouts  and  bowlings  through  the  desert 

Sloping  and  smooth  the  daisy-spangled  lawn. 

Offering  sweet  incense  to  the  sunrise,  smiles  . 

To  see  a  babe  before  bis  mother's  door, 

Sharing  his  morning's  meal 
Vfith  the  green  and  golden  basilisk 

That  comes  to  lick  his  feet 
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t  Those  tracUeBB  deeps,  where  many  a  weary  sail 

HiM  seen  above  the  illimitable  plain, 
'  Morning  on  night,  and  night  on  morning  rise, 
\  Whilst  still  no  land  to  greet  the  wanderer  spread 
I  Its  shadowy  mountains  on  the  sunbright  sea, 
t  Where  the  loud  roarings  of  the  tempest-waves 

So  long  have  mingled  with  the  gusty  wind 
^  In  mebncholy  loneliness,  and  svsrept 
•  The  desert  of  those  ocean  solitudes, 

But  vocal  to  the  sea-bird*s  harrowing  shriek, 
'  The  bellowing  monster,  and  the  rushh^g  storm, 

Now  to  the  sweet  and  many  mingling  sounds 

Of  kindliest  human  impulses  respond. 

Those  lonely  realms  bright  garden>isles  begem. 

With  lightsome  clouds  and  shining  seas  between, 
^  And  fertile  valleys,  resonant  with  bliss, 
■  Whilst  green  woods  overeanopy  the  wave, 

Which  like  a  toil-worn  laborer  leaps  to  shore, 

Tt>  meet  the  kisses  of  the  flowerets  there. 

All  things  are  recreated,  and  the  JSame 
Of  consentaneous  love  inspires  all  life : 
The  fertile  bosom  of  the  earth  gives  suck 
To  myriads,  who  still  grow  beneath  her  care, 
Rewfluding  her  with  their  pure  perfbctness: 
The  balmy  breathings  of  the  wind  inhale 
Her  virtues,  and  diffuse  them  all  abroad  : 
Health  floats  amid  the  gentle  atmosphere. 
Glows  in  the  fruits,  and  mantles  oh  the  stream : 
No  storms  deform  the  beaming  brow  of  Heaven,  . 
Nor  scatter  in  the  freshness  of  its  pride 
The  foliage  of  the  ever-verdant  trees ; 
But  fruits  are  ever  ripe,  (lowers  ever  fair, 
And  autumn  proudly  bears  her  matron  grace. 
Kindling  a  flush  on  the  fair  cheek  of  spring. 
Whose  virgin  bloom  beneath  the  ruddy  fruit 
Reflects  its  lint  and  bluslies  into  love. 

The  lion  now  forgets  to  thirst  for  blood : 
There  might  you  see  him  sporting  in  the  snn 
Beside  the  dreadleas  kid  ;  his  claws  are  sheathed, 
Wm  teeth  are  harmless,  cusiom*s  force  has  made 
His  nature  as  the  nature  of  a  lamb.  ' 
like  possion's  fruit,  the  nightshade's  tempting  bone 
Poisons  no  more  the  pleasure  it  bestows: 
All  bitterness  is  post ;  the  cup  of  joy 
Uumingled  mantles  to  the  goblet's  brim. 
And  courts  the  thirsty  lips  it  fled  before. 


But  chiefs  ambiguous  man,  he  that  can  know 

More-  misery,  and  dream  more  joy  than  all ; 

Whose  keen  sensations  thrill  wiihin  his  breaat 

To  mingle  with  a  loftier  instinct  there, 

Lending  tlieir  power  to  pleasure  ani  lo  paifl* 

Tet  raising,  sharpening,  and  refinifig  eoch; 

Who  stands  amid  the  ever-varying  world. 

The  burthen  or  the  glory  of  the  earth ; 

He  chief  perceives  the  change,  his  being  notei 

Hie  gradual  renovation,  and  doHnes 

Cach  movement  of  its  progress  on  bis  mind. 

Man.  where  the  gloom  of  the  long  polar  night 
Loweni  o'er  the  snow-clad  rocka  and  frojEen  soil, ' 
Where  scarce  the  hardieatl  herb  that  broves  the  frost 
Basks  in  the  moonlight's  inoflectnal  glow, 
fOirank  with  the  j>lants,  and  darken'd  with  the  night; 


His  chill'd  and  narrow  toeigies,  his  faeat» 
Insensible  to  courage,  truth,  or  hnre. 
His  stunted  Mature  and  imbecile  fnune, 
Mark'd  him  fbr  some  abortion  of  the  eaitli. 
Fit  compeer  of  the  bears  that  roam'd  aiTMnid, 
Whose  habits  and  enjoyments  were  his  own  - 
His  life  a  feverish  dream  of  stagnant  woe. 
Whose  meager  wants,  but  scantily  fulfill'dt 
Apprized  himever  of  the  joyless  length 
Which  his  short  being's  wretchedness  had  1«adi'di' 
His  death  a  pang  which  fiimine,  c(dd  and  toil. 
Long  on  Ihe  mind,  whilst  yet  the  vital  apuk 
Clung  to  the  body  stubbornly,  had  brought : 
All  was  inflicted  here  that  earth's  revenge 
Could  wreak  on  the  infringen  of  her  law ; 
One  cttxse  alove  was  spoiedi — the  name  of  God 


Nor  where  the  tropics  bound  the  realms  of  daf 
With  a  broad  belt  of  mingling  cloud  and 
Where  blue  miiiis  through  the  unmoviag 
Scatter'd  the  seeds  of  pestilence,  and  fed 
Unnatural  vegetation,-  where  the  land 
Teem'd  with  all  earthquake,  tmnpest  and  di 
Was  man  a  nobler  beii^ ;  slavery 
Had  crush'd  him  to  his  country's  blood-stain'd 
Or  he  was  barter'd  for  the.  fiune  bf  power. 
Which,  all  internal  impulses  destroying. 
Makes  human  will  an  article  of  trade; 
Or  he  was  changed  with  Christians  for  their  gold. 
And  dragg'd  lo  distant  isles,  where  to  the  sound 
Of  the  flesh-mangling  scourge,  he  does  the  woik 
Of  all-polluting  luxury  and  we^th. 
Which  doubly  visits  on  the  tyrants'  heads 
The  long-protracted  fullness  of  their  woe ; 
Or  he  was  led  to  legal  butchery. 
To  turn  to  worms  beneath  that  burning  ton. 
Where  kings  first  leagued  against  the  rights  tsf-  U 
And  priests  first  traded  with  the  name  of  God. 


Even  w^ere  the  milder  zone  afforded  man 
A  seeming  shelter,  yet  contagion  there, 
Blighfing  his  being  with  unnumber'd  Ult, 
Spread  Uke  a  quenchless  fire;  nor  truth  till 
Avail'd  to  arrest  its  progress,  or  create 
That  peace  which  first  in  bloodless  victory 
Her  snowy  standard  o'er  this  favor'd  clime : 
Thdre  man  wns  long  the  train-bearer  of 
The  mimic  of  surrounding  misery. 
The  jackal  of  ambition's  Uon-rage, 
The  bloodhound  of  religion's  hungry  seaL 


Hera  now  the  human  being  stands  adorning 
This  loveliest  earth  ^ith  taintless  body  and 
Blesi  from  his  birth  with  all  bland  impulses, 
Which  gently  in  his  noble  bosom  wakis 
All  kindly  passions  and  all  pure  desires. 
Him,  still  fVom  hopo  to  hope  \ho  bliss  pofsuin^ 
Which  from  the  exhaustless  lore  of  human  weal 
Draws  on  the  virtuous  mind,  the  thoughia  that 
In  time-destroying  infiniteness,  gift 
With  self-enshrined  eternity,  (16)  that 
The  unprevailing  hoariness  of  age. 
And  man,  once  fleeting  o'er  the  transient 
SwiA  as  an  unremember'd  vision,  stands 
Immortal  upon  earth :  no  longer  now 
He  slays  the  lamb  that  looks  him  in  the  &0a,  iVf 
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And  honriblf  devoun  hit  numgled  flMh, 

Which,  itill  avenging  nature's  bioken  law* 

Kindled  ail  putrid  humon  in  hit  frame, 

All  evil  pairioM,  and  all  vain  belief. 

Hatred,  despair,  and  lothing  in  his  mind. 

The  genns  of  misery,  death,  disease,  and  crime. 

No  longer,  now  the  wbged  habitants, 

Tliat  in  the  woods  their  sweet  Jives  sing  away. 

Flee  from  the  Ibrm  of  man ;  but  gather  round. 

And  prune  their  sunny  feathers  on  the  hAnds 

Which  little  children  stretch  in  friendly  sport 

Towards  these  dreamless  partners  of  their  play.  ' 

All  things  are  void  of  terror  i  man  has  lost 

His  terrible  |H«fogaiive,  and  stands 

An  equal  amidst  equals  i\  happiness 

And  science  dawn,  tliough  late,  upon  the  earth ; 

Peace  cheers  the  mind,  health  renovates  the  frame 

Disease  and  pleasure  cease  to  mingle  here. 

Reason  and  'passion  cease  to  combat  there  r 

Whilst  eftch  unfetter'd  o'er  the  earth  extend 

Tlieir  all-subduing  energies,  and  wield 

The  sceptre  of  a  vast  donunion  there ; 

WhibC  every  shape  and  mode  of  matter  lends 

Its  Ihree  to  die  omnipotence  of  mind, 

Wbidi  fiom  its  dark  mine  drags  the  gem  of  truth 

TN>  deoonte  its  paradise  of  peace. 


IX. 

0  HATPT  Earth !  reality  of 'Heaven ! 
To  which  those  restless  souls  that  ceaselessly 
Throng  through  the  human  universe,  aspire ; 
Thou  consummation  of  all  mortal  hope ! 
Thou  glorious  prize  of  blindly- working  will ! 
Whose  rays,  difiused  throughout  all  space  and  time, 
Verge  to  one  point  and  blend  for  ever  there : 
Of  purest  tfpirits  thou  pure  dwelling-place ! 
Where  care  and  sorrow,  impotence  and  crime, 
Languor,  disease,  and  ignonmcot  darcnot  come : 
0  happy  Earth,  reality  of  Heaven ! 


Geirius  has  seen  thee  in  her  passionate  dreams, 
And  dim  forebodings  of  thy  loveliness 
Haunting  the  iiumon  heart,  have  there  entwined 
Those  rooted  hopes  of  some  sweet  place  of  bliss. 
Where  iKends  and  lovers  meet  to  part  no  more. 
Thou  art  the  end  of  all  desire  and  will,^ 
The  product  of  all  action ;  and  the  souls 
That  by  the  'paths  of  an  sspiring  change 
Have  reach'd  thy  haven  of  perpetual  pAce, 
There  rest  from  the  eternity  of  toil 
That  iramed  the  fiibric  of  thy  perfecmess. 


£«en  Time,  the  conquerdr,  fled  thee  in  Jiis  fear ; 
That  hoary  giant,  who,  in  lonely  pride, 
8o  kmg  had  ruled  thA  world,  that  nations  fell 
Beneath  his  silent  ibototep.    Pyramids, 
That  for  millenniums  had  withstood  the  tide 
Of  human  things,  his  sionn-breath  drove  in  sand 
Across  that  desert  where  their  stones  survived 
Tlie  name  of  him  whose  pride  had  heap'd  them  there. 
Yon  OMXiarch,  in  bis  solitary  pomp* 
Was  but  the  mushroom  of  a  summer  day, 
That  his  light-winged  footstep  press'd  to  dukt : 
"nme  was  the  king  of  earth :  all  thinp  gave  way 
Before  him*  but  the  fiz'd  and  virtuous  wUi, 
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The  sacred  sympathies  of  soul  and  Sense, 
That  mock'd  his  fuiy  and  prepared  his  foil. 

Yet  slow  nnd  gradual  dawn'd  the  mom  of  love . 
Long  lay  the  clouds  and  darkness  o'er  the  soenev 
Till  from  its  native  heaven  they  roll'd  away : 
First,  crime  triumphant  o'er  all  hope  cereer'd 
Unblushing,  undisguising,  bold  and  strong ; 
Whilst  falsehood,  irick'd  iiv  virtue's  attributes. 
Long  sanctified  all  deeds  of  vice  and  woe.    . 
Till  done  by  her  own  venomous  sting  lo  death* 
She  lefk  the  moral  world  without  a  law. 
No  longer  fettering  passion's  fearless  wing, 
Nor  searing  reason  with  the  bmnd  of  God. 
Then  steadily  the  happy  ferment  work'd ;  s 

Reason  was  tree ;  and  wild  though  passion  went 
Through  liingled  glens  and  wood-embosom'd  mnitit 
Gathering  a  garland  of  the  strangest  flowers. 
Yet  like  the  bee  returning  (o  her  queen, 
I9ie  bound  the  sweetest  on  her  sister^  brow, 
Who  meek  and  sober  kiss'd  the  sportive  child. 
No  longer  trembling  at  the  broken  rod. 

Mild  was  the  slow  necessity  of  death : 

The  tranquil  Spirit  foil'd  beneath  its  grasp, 

Without  a  groan,  almost  without  a  fear. 

Calm  as  a  voyager  lo  some  distant  land. 

And  fUU  of  wonder,  full  of  liope  as  he.. 

The  deadly  germs  of  languor  and  disease 

Died  in  the  human -frame,  and  purity 

Blest  with  all   gifts  her  earthly  worshippers 

Hew  vigorous  then  the  athletic  form  of  age! 

How  clear  its  open  and  unwrinkled  brow ! 

Where  neither  avarice,  cunning,  pride,  nor  care, 

Had  stamp'd  the  seal  of  gray  deformity 

On  all  the  mingling  lineaments  of  time. 

How  lovely  the  intrepid  front  of  youth ! 

Which  meek-eyc<l  courage  deck'd  with  freshest  grace 

Courage  of  soul.  that  dreaded  not  a  name, 

Apd  elevated  will,  that  journey 'd  on 

Through  Hfe'8  phantasmal  scene  in  fearleasnesi 

With  virtue,  love,  and  pleasure,  hand  in  hand. 

Then,  that  sweet  bondage  which  is  freedom's  lelC 

And  rivets  with  sensation's  softest  tie 

The  kindred  sympathies  of  human  souls. 

Needed  no  fetters  of  tyrannic  law : 

Those  delicate  and  timid  impulses 

In  nature's  primal  modesty  arose, 

And  with  undoubting  confidence  disclosed 

The  growing  longings  of  lis  dawning  love, 

Uncheck'd  by  dull  and  selfish  chastity, 

That  virtue  of  the  cheaply  virtuous, 

Who  ^de  them^lves  in  senselessness  and  frost 

No  longer  prostitution's  venom'd  bane 

Pbison'd  the  springs  of  happiness  and  lifo; 

Woman  and  man.  in  confidence  and  love. 

Equal  ond  free  and  puro,  together  trod 

The  mountain-paths  of  virtue,  which  no  more 

Were  stain'd  widi  bipod  fh>m  many  a  pilgrim's  feal. 


Hien,  where,  through  distant  ages,  long  in  pride 
The  palace  of  the  monarch-slave  had  roockM 
Famine's  faint  groan,  and  penury's  silent  tear, 
A  heap  of  crumbling  ruins  stood^  and  threw 
Year  afler  year  their  stones  upon  the  field, 
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Wakening  a  lonely  echo ;  and  the  leaves 

Of  the  old  thorn,  that  on  the  topmost  tower 

Urarp*d  the  royal  ensign's  grandeur,  shook 

In  the  stem  storm  that  sway'd  the  topmost  tower, 

Axfd  whisper'd  strange  tales  in  the  whirlwind's  ear. 

Low  through  the  lone  ca(hedral*s  roofless  aisles 
The  melancholy  wi^ds  a  death-dirge  sung: 
It  were  a  sight  of  awfulness  to  see 
The  works  of  fiuth  and  slavery,  so  vast, 
So  sumptuous,  yet  so  periling  withal ! 
Even  as  the  corpse  that  rests  beneath  its  wall. 
A  thousand  mourners  deck  the  pomp  of  death 
To-day,  the  Ineaihing  marble  glows  above 
To  decorate  its  memory,  and  tooguea 
Are  busy  of  its  life :  to-moirow,  worms 
In  silence  and  in  darkness  setz6  their  prey. 

Within  the  massy  pnson's  mouldering  courts. 
Fearless  and  free  the  ruddy  children  play'd, 
Weaving  gay  chaplota  (or  their  innocent  brows 
With  the  green  ivy  and  the  red  wall-flower. 
That  mock  the  dungeon's  unavailing  gloom ; 
The  ponderous  chains,  and  gratings  of  strong  iron. 
There  rusted  amid  heaps  of  broken  stone. 
That  mingled  slowly  iivtth  their  native  earth ; 
There  the  brood  beam  ef  day,  which  feebly  once 
Lighted  the  cheek  of  lean  captivity 
With  a  pale  and  sickly  glare,  then  freely  shone 
On  the  pure  smiles  of  infant  playfulness : 
No  more  the  shuddering  voice  of  hoarse  despair 
Peal'd  through  the  echoing  vaults,  but  soothing  notes 
Of  ivy-finger'd  winds  and  gladsome  birds 
And  merriment  were  resonant  around. 


Hiese  ruins  soon  led  not  a  wreck  behind : 
Their  elements,  wide  scatter'd  o'er  the  globe. 
To  happier  sliapes  were  moulded,  and  became 
Ministrant  to  all*  blissful  impulses : 
Thus  human  things  vc're  perfected,  and  earth. 
£ven  as  a  child  beneath  its  mother's  love. 
Was  strengthen'd  in  all  excellence,  and  grew 
Fairer  and  nobler  with  each  passing  year. 

Now  Time  his  dusky  pennons  o'er  the  scene 
Closes  in  stedfast  darkness,  and  the  past 
Fades  from  our  charmed  sight    My  task  is  done : 
Thy  lore  is  leam'd.    Earth's  wonders  arc  thine  own, 
With  all  the  fear  and  all  the  hope  they  bring. 
My  spells  are  past :  the  present  now  recurs. 
Ah  me !  a  pathless  wilderness  remains 
Yet  unsubdued  by  man's  reclaiming  hand. 

Yet,  human  Spirit !  bravely  hold  thy  course. 

Let  virtue  teach  thee  flrmly  to  pursue 

The  gradual  paths  of  an  aspiring  change ; 

For  birth  and  life  and  <leath,  and  that  strange  slate 

Before  the  naked  soul  has  ibund  its  home. 

All  tend  to  perfect  happine»,  and  urge 

^*he  restless  wheels  of  being  on  their  way, 

IVhose  flashing  spokes,  instinct  with  inflnito  life. 

Bicker  tnd  bum  to  gain  their  destined  goal : 

For  birth  but  wakes  the  spirit  to  the  sense 

Of  outward  shows,  whose  nnexperienced  shape 

New  modes  of  passion  to  its  fhuiie  may  lend ; 

life  is  its  atate  of  action,  and  the  aiore 


Of  all  events  is  aggregated  there 
That  variegate  the  eternal  vniverse ; 
Death  is  a  gate  of  dreariness  and  ^loom. 
That  leads  to  azure  isles  and  beaming  skies^ 
And  happy  regions  of  eternal  hope.  ' 
Therefore,  O  Spirit !  fearlessly  bear  on : 
Though  storms  may  break  the  primrose  on  its  stdk 
Though  fhists  may  blight  the  freshness  of  its  gloon 
Yet  springes  awakening  breath  will  woo  the  earth. 
To  feed  with  kindliest  dews  its  fiivorite  flower, 
That  blooms  in  mossy  banks  and  darkaome  glens. 
Lighting  the  greenwood  with  its  sunny  smile. 


F^r  not  then.  Spirit!  death's  disrobing  hand. 
So  welcome  when  the  tyrant  is  awake. 
So  welcome  when  the  bigpt's  hell-torch  biuDS ; 
'TIS  bat  the  voyage  of  a  darksome  hour. 
The  transient  gulf-dream  of  a  startling  sleeps 
l>eath  is  no  foe  to  virtue :  earth  has  seen 
Love's  brightest  roses  op  the  acaflfold  bloom. 
Mingling  with  freedom^  fodeleos  laurels  there, 
And  presaging  the  truth  of  vision'd  bliasi 
Are  there  not  hopes  within  thee,  which  thia  scena 
Of  link'd  and  gradual  being  has  oonflrm'd  t 
Whose  stingings  bode  thy  heart  look  further  still. 
When  to  the  moonlight  walk,  by  Henry  led. 
Sweetly  and  sadly  thou  didst  talk  of  death? 
And  wilt  tliou  rudely  tear  them  from  thy  brass! 
Listening  supinely  to  a  bigot's  creed. 
Or  tamely  crouching  to  the  tyrant's  rod. 
Whose  iron  thongs  are  red  with  human  gore  ? 
Never :  but  bmvely  bearing  on,  thy  will 
Is  destined  an  eternal  war  to  wage 
)pritfa  tyranny  and  &lsehood,  and  uproot 
The  germs  of  misery  from  the  human  heart. 
Thine  is  the  hand  whoso  piety  would  aooche 
The  thorny  (hUow  of  unhappy  crime. 
Whose  impotence  an  easy  pardon  gains. 
Watching  its  wanderings  as  a  friend's 'disease  r 
Thine  is  the  brow  whose  mildness  would  defy 
Its  fiercest  rage,  and  brave  its  sternest  will. 
When  fenced  by  power  and  master  of  the  world. 
Thou  art  sincere  and  good  ;  of  resolute  mind. 
Free  from  heart-withering  custom's  cold  control. 
Of  possion  lofiy,  pure  and  unsubdued, 
luirth's  pride  and  meanness  could  not  vnnqwsh  tliea 
And  therefore  art  thou  worthy  of  the  boon 
Which  thou  hast  now  received :  virtue  shall  keep 
Thy  footsteps  in  the  path  that  thou  hast  trod. 
And  many  days  of  beaming  hope  shall  bless 
Thy  spotless  life  of  sweet  and  sacred  love. 
Go,  happy  one !  and  give  that  bosom  joy 
Whose  sleepless  spirit  waits  to  catch 
Light,  Ufe  and  rapture  from  thy  smile. 


The  fairy  waves  her  wand  of  charm. 
Speechless  with  bliss  (he  Spirit  mounts  the  oar. 

That  roll'd  beside  the  battlement. 
Bending  her  beamy  eyes  in  thankfulfien. 

Again  the  enchanted  steeds  were  yoked. 

Again  the  burning  wheek  inflame 
The  steep  descent  of  heaven's  untrodden  ^nj 

Fast  and  &t  the  chariot  flew : 

Th«>  vast  and  flery  i^lobes  that  roU*d. 

Around  the  Fairy's  polaoe-gate 
Lessen'd  by  slow  degrees,  and  soon  vptm^d 
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Such  tiny  twinklen  atf*the  planet  orbs 

That  there  attendant  on  the  aolar  power 

Whn  borrow'd  light  panned  their  darrower  way. 

Earth  iUwted  then  below : 
The  chariot  paused  a  moment  there ; 

Tba  tpirit  then  descended : 
Tba  reatleas  coursere  paw'd  thb  ungenial  soil, 
SnuflTd  the  groM  air,  %nd  then,  their  errand  done, 
Unfurrd  their  pinions  to  the  wind*  of  heaven 

The  Body  and  the  Soul  united  then. 
A  gentle  start  convulsed. lanthe's  frame : 
Her  veiny  eyehdi  quietly  uneloaed ; 
Movele«s  awhile  the  dark-blue  orbs  remain*d : 
She  look*d  around  in  wonder,  and  beheld 
Henry,  who  kneerd  in  silence  by  her  couch, 
Watching  her  sleep  with  looks  of  speecUess  love* 
And  the  bright  beaming  stars 
That  through  the  casement  shone. 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  page  106,  col.  1. 

The  taa't  nneloodsd  orb     ^ 
Boird  ihroQffh  Um  Usok  ooneSTe. 

Bktond  our  atmosphere  the  sun  would  appear  a  ray- 
leas  orb  of  fire  in  the  midst  of  a  black  concave.  The 
equal  difibsion  of  its  light  on  earth  is  owing  to  the 
refraction  of  the  rays  by  the  atmosphere,  and  their 
reflection  from  other  hodies.  Light  consists  either  of 
vibrations  propagated  through  a  subtle  medium,  or  of 
numerous  minute  particles  repelled  in  all  directions 
from  the  luminous  body.  Its  velocity  greatly  exceeds 
that  of  any  substance  with  which  we  are  acquainted : 
obaervafions  on  the  eclipses  of  Jupiter's  satellites 
have  demonstrated  that  light  takes  up  no  more  than 
8'  7"  in  passing  from  the  sun  to  the  earth,  a  distanceof 
95,000,000  miles.-k-Somo  idea  may  be  gained  of  the 
immense  distance  of  the  fixed  stars,  when  it  is  compu- 
ted that  many  years  would  elapse  before  light  could 
reach  this  earth  from  the  nearest  of  them ;  yet  in  one 
year  light  travels  5,422,400,000,000  raises,  which  is  a 
distance  5,707,600  times  greater  than  that  of  the  sun 
from  the  earth. 

Note  2,  page  106,  col.  2. 

Whibt  rouod  the  chariot'ii  way 
Innumerable  arsiema  roU'd. 

The  plurality  of  worlds, — the  indefinite  immensity 
of  the  univene,  is  a  most  awful  subject  of  contem- 
plation. He  who  righdy  feels  iia  mystery  and  gran- 
deur, is  in  no  danger  of  seduction  from  the  fitlsehoods 
of  religious  systems,  or  of  deifying  the  principle  of 
the  universe.  It  is  impossible  to  believe  that  the 
S|Mrit  that  pervades  this  infinite  machine,  begat  a 
son  upon  the  body  of  a  Jewish  woman ;  or  is  angered 
at  the  consequences  of  that  necessity,  which  is  a 
synonyme  of  itself.  All  that  miserable  tale  of  the 
Devil,- and  Eve,  and  an  Intercessor,  with  the  childish 
mununenes  of- the  God  of  the  Jews,  is  irreconcila- 
hle  wiifa  the  knawledge  of  the  stars.  The  works  of 
his  fingen  have  borne  witness,  against  him. 

The  nearest  of  the  fixed  stars  is  inconceivably  dis- 
tant Oom  the  earth,  and  they  are  probably  propor- 
tionably  distant  from  each  other.     By  a  calculation 


of  the  Telocity  of  light,  Sirius  is  supposed  lo  be  at 
least  54,224,000,000,000  ipiles  from  the  earth.*  Thai 
which  appears  only  hke  a  thin  and  silvery  ckwd 
streaking  the  heaven,  is  in  efiect  composed  of  innu- 
merable cluslqcB  of  suns,  each  shining  with  its  own 
light,  and  illuminating  numbers  of  pianela  that  re- 
volve around  thenL  Millions  and  inillimw  of  suns  are 
ranged  around  us,  all  attended  by  innumerable  worlds, 
yet  calm,  regular,  and  harmonious,  all  keeping  die 
paths  df  immutable  necesshy. 

Note  3,  page  112,  col.  1. 

These  are  die  hired  bravoee  who  defend 
The  tjrraat'ii  throne. 

i 

To  employ  murder  as  a  means  of  justice,  is  aa 
idea  which  a  man  of  an  enlightened  mind  will  not 
dwell  upon  with  pleasure.  To  march  fbrth  in  rank 
and  file,  and  all  the  pomp  of  streamers  and  trumpeb, 
for  the  purpose  of  shooting  at  our  fello)iv-men  m  ^ 
mark ;  to  inflict  upon  ihem  all  the  variety  of  wound 
and  anguish ;  to  leave  them  weltering  in  their  blood ; 
to  wander  over  the  field  of  deaolation,  and  count  the 
number  of  the  dying  and  the  dead, — are  employ- 
ments which  m  thesis  we  may  maintain  to  be  neoea- 
saiy,  but  which  no  good  man  will  oontemplate  with 
gratulation  and  delight.  A  battle,  we  suppose,  is 
woo : — ^thtis  truth  is  established,  thus  the  cause  of 
justice  is  confirmed  !  It  surely  reqiiires  no  common 
sagacity  to  discern  the  connexion  between  this  im- 
mense heap  of  calamities  and  the  assertion  of -truth 
or  the  maintenance  of  justice. 

Kings,  and  ministers  of  state,  the  real  authors  of 
the  calamity,  sit  unmolested  in  their  cabinet,  while 
those  against  whqjn  the  fury  of  the  storm  is  directed 
ore,  for  the  most  part,  persons  who  have  been  trepan- 
ned into  the  service,  or  who  are  dragged  unwillingly 
from  their  peaceful  homes  into  the  field  of  battle. 
A  soldier  is  a  man  whose  business  it  is  to  kill  thdee 
who  never  ofiended  him,  and  who  are  the  innocent 
martyrs  of  other  men's  iniquities.  Whatever  may 
become  of  the  abstract  question  of  the  justifiableness 
of  war,  it  seems  impossible  that  the  soldier  should 
not  be  a  depraved  and  unnatural  being. 

To  these  more  serious  and  momentous  considera- 
tions it  may  be  proper  to  add,  a  recollection  of  the 
ridiculousness  of  the  luUiiaiy  character.  Its  fiiat 
constituent  is  obedience :  a  soldier  is,  of  all  descrip- 
tions of  men,  tlio  must  completely  a  machiiia ;  yet  hiti 
profession  inevitably  teaches  him  something  of  dogma- 
tism, swaggering,  and  self-consequence :  he  is  like  the 
puppet  of  a  showman*  who,  at  the  very  time  he  is  made 
to  strut  and  swell  and  displuy  the  most  (krcical  airs,  we 
perfectly  know  cannot  assume  the  most  insignificant 
gesture,  advance  either  to  the  right  or  to  the  lefl,  but 
as  he  is  moved  by  his  exhibitor. — Govvfis's  Enquirer, 
Eraay  v. 

I  will  here  subjoin  a  little  poem,  so  stron^y  expres- 
sive of  my  ahhorrcnce  of  dcKpotisn^  and  falsehood, 
that  I  fear  lost  it  never  again  iiiay  be  depictured  ao 
vi\idly.  This  opportunity  is  perhaps  the  only  one 
that  ever  will  occur  of  rescuing  it  from  obUvion. 

FALSEHOOD  AND  VICE; 


'     A  DIALOGUE. 

Wbilst  monarchy  Jaugh'd  upon  their  thrones 
7'o  bear  a  (kmiih'd  nation's  groans, 
And  hugg'd  the  wealth  wrung  t^om  their  woe 
That  makes  its  eyes  and  veins  overflow,— 


•  See  Nicbolfon's  Encyclopedia,  arL  Liski, 
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Tbote  thrones,  taish  built  upon  the  heaps 
Of  bones  where  frenzied  Famine  slenps. 
Where  Slavery  wields  her  scourge  of  iron 
Eed  with  mankind's  unheeded  gore, 
And  War*s  mad  fiends  the  pcene  environ/ 
Mingling  with  shrielcs  a  drunken  roar, 
There  Vice  and  Falsehood  took  their  stand. 
High  raised  above  the  unhappy  land. 

FALSEHOOD. 

Brother  1  arise  from  the  dainty  ftre 
Which  thousands  have  toilM  and  bled  to  bestow, 
A  fin^r  feast  for  thy  hungry,  ear    ,  ^ 

Is  the  news  that  I  bring  of  human  woe. 

VICK. 

And,  secret  one  I  what  hast  thcni  done, 
To  compare,  in  thy  tumid- pride,  with  me  ? 
/,  whose  career,  through  the  blasted  year. 
Has  been  tracked  by  despair  and  agony. 

FALSEHOOD. 

What  havf  I  done !— I  hove  torn  the  robe 
Ptrom  baby  truth's  unshelter'd  form, ' 
And  round  the  desolated  globe 
Borne  safely  the  bewildering  cHarm : 
My  tyraAt'SlavM  to  a  dungeon-floor 
Have  bound  the  fearless  innocunt^ 
And  streams  of  (brtilizing  gore 
Flow  fh>m  ho^  bosom's  hideous  rent. 
Which  this  unfailing  dagger  gave .... 
I  dread  that  blood  l->no  more— this  day 
Is  ours,  though  her  eternal  ray 
Must  shine  upon  our  grave. 
Tet  know,  proud  Vice,  had  1  not  given 
Tb  thee  the  robe  I  stole  flrom  heaven. 
Thy  shape  of  ugliness  and  fear 
Had  never  gained  admiiision  hers. 

VICK. 

And  know,  that  had  I  disdaih*d  to  toil, 
.But  sate  in  my  lothcsoms  cave  the  while, 
And  ne*sr  to  these  hateful  sons  of  heaven 
0«Lo,  Monarchy,  and  MtitoKR,  given ; 
Hadst  thou  with  all  thine  art  essay'd 
One  of  thy  gahies  then  to  have  play'd. 
With  all  thine  overweening  boast, 
Falfie'hoodI  I  tell  thee  thou  hadstiostt— 
Tet  wherefore  this  dispute  7— we  land. 
Fraternal,  to  one  common  end  ; 
Iri  this  cold  grave  beneath  my  (het. 
Will  our  hopes,  our  feam,  and  our  labors,  meet 

FAUEHOOD. 

I  brought  my  daughter,  Rklisioiv.  on  earth  : 

8he  smothered  Rea80u>  babes  in  their  birth ; 

But  dreaded  their  mothor's  eye  severe,— 

So  the  crocodile  slunk  off  silly  in  fear. 

And  loosed  her  blopdhounds  fl-om  the  den  .... 

They  started  Horn  dreams  of  slaughtered  men. 

And,  by  the  light  of  her  poison  eye, 

Did  her  work  o*er  the  wide  earth  iyifhtfully : 

The  dreadful  stench  of  her  torches'  flare. 

Fed' with  human  At,  polluted  the  air: 

The  curses,  the  shrieks,  the  ceaseless  cries 

Of  the  many-mingling  miseries, 

.As  on  she  trod,  ascended  high 

And  trumpeted  my  victory  I— 

Brother,  tell  what  thou  hast  done. 

VICE. 

I  have  extinguished  the  noonday  sun. 
In  the.carnage  smoke  of  battles  won : 
Famine,  Murder,  Hell,  and  Power 
Were  glutted  in  that  glorious  hour 
Which  searchless  Fate  had  stnmp'd  fbr  me 

With  the  seal  of  her  security 

For  the  bloated  wretch  on  yonder  throne 

Commanded  the  bloody  fray  to  rise. 

f  .ike  me  he  Joy'd  at  the  stifled  moan 

Wranr  IVom  a  nation's  miseries; 

While  the  snakes,  whose  slime  even  him  d^/Uml, 

la  ecstasies  of  iralioe  smiled ' 


They  thought 't  was  theirs,— but  ouaa  iha^aadl 
Theirs  is  the  toil,  but  Qtine  tbe  meed— 
T^n  thousand  victims  madly  bleed. 
'  They  dream  that  tyrants  goad  them  then 
With  poisonous  war  to  taint  the  air: 
These  tyrants,  on  their  beiis  of  tbom. 
Swell  with  the  thoughts  of  murderous 
And  with  their  gains,  to  lift  my  ifame. 
Bestless  tney  plan  from  night  to  morn : 
I— I  do  all ;  without  my  aid 
Thy  daughter,  that  relentless  maid, 
Gould  never  o'er  a  death- bed  urge 
The  ftiry  of  her  venom'd  scoiwge. 

FAUOEHOOa 
Brother,  well  ?— the  wcvM  is  own; 
And  whsther  tho«  or  I  liave  iron. 
The  pestitenee  expscunt  lowers 
On  a!ll  beneath  yoi|  blasted  snn. 
Our  joys,  our  toils,  our  honors,  meet 
In  the  ^lilk-white  and  wormy  winding- 
A  shortlived  hope,  unceasing  care,    . 
Some  heartless  scraps  of  godly  prayer, 
A  moody  curse,  and  a  ftvnnied  sleep. 
Ere  gapes  the  grave's  unclosing  deep, 
A  tyrant's  dream,  a  coward's  start. 
The  ice  that  clings  to  a  priestly  heart, 
A  Judge's  frown,  a  courtier's  smile. 
Make  the  great  whole  for  which  we  toil ; 
And,  brother,  whether  thou  or  I 
Have  done  the  work  of  miesry. 
It  little  boots :  thy  toil  and  pain. 
Without  my  aid,  were  more  than  vtia ; 
And  but  for  thee  I  neeftr  bad  sate 
Tfna  guardian  of  heaven's  palaoB'Sata. 

Note  4,  page  113,  ooL  1. 

Thus  do  the  generations  of  the  sartii 

Go  to  the  grsvs,  and  itsue  from  the  woasb. 

One  generation  posseth  away  and  another  genen- 
tion  cometh,  but  the  earth  alndeih  for  ever.  Tlie  son 
also  ariseth  and  the  aun  goeth  down,  and  haaiedi  to 
hia  place  where  he  arose.  The  wind  goelh  lowaid 
the  south  and  turaeth  about  unto  the  north,  it  wftiA- 
eth  about  continually,  and  the  wind  rotumech  agam 
according  to  his  circuila.  All  the  liveis  mn  into  lbs 
sea,  yet  the  sea  is  not  full?  unto  the  place  wfaeoos 
the  rivers  come,  thither  ahall  they  nfitum  again.— 
Ecdeskutes,  chap^  i. 

'  Note  5,  page  113,  eol.  1. 

Even  as  the  lesv^ 
Which  the  keen  ftoat-wind  of  the  wawag  year 
Hsi  scattsr'd  on  tiw  fbrost  soil. 

Ohi  rtp  ^iWijiv  ytvt^^  rolriit  K^i  avipHv. 

Tri\c$6ia9a  ^tfci,  iapog  S*  hrtyfyvcnt  ifi^iy* 
Us  iifipdv  ycvcii)  if  fiiv  ^vu«  ifO*  JaroX^yum 

lAlAA.  Z,  1.  14Gw 

Note  6,  page  113,  col.  1. 
TIm  sM>b  of  psssants,  nobles,  prtesis,  and  Uaas. 

Suave  mari  magno  torbantibas  «quora  ventis 
E  tenA  magnnm  alterius  spectare  laborera : 
Non  quia  vexari  qoemquam  *st  jucanda  volapCas. 
Bed  quibus  ipse  mails  careas  qaia  oernere  saave  *sl 
Suave  etiam  belli  certamina  magna  tneri. 
Per  eampoa  instnicu,  tua  sine  parte  paricU ; 
Sed  nil  dulcius  est  bene  quam  nunita  teneie 
Edita  doctrina  sapientum  templa  seraaa ; 
Despioere  unde  queas  alios,  passinMioe  vidaia 
Errare  atque  viam  palanteis  quareie  vita ; 
Certare  ingenio;  contendere  nobilitate; 
Nocteis  atque  dies  niti  pnestante  labors 
Ad  Bummas  emergere  opes,  rerumqne  potirL 
O  miseras'hominum  menteis!  O  pectora  esca! 

LucUkU 
373 


QUEEI?  MAB. 


Nofe  7,  page  113,  ool.  8. 


Aod 
Orwsalth! 

Thnre  »  no  real  wealth  but  the  labor  of  man. 
Were  the  mountaim  of  gold  and  the  valleys  of  silver, 
the  w^ld  would  not  be  one  grain  of  com  the  richer ; 
no  one  comfort  would  be  added  to  the  human  race. 
In  consequence  of  our  coosideretion  for  the  precious 
metals,  one  man  is  enabled  to  heap  to  liimself  luxu- 
ries at  the  expense  of  the  necessaries  of  his  neigh- 
bor; a  system  admimbly  fitted  io  produce  all  the 
varieties  of  disease  and  crime,  which  never  fail  to 
characterize  the  two  extremes  of  opulence  and  penury. 
A  speculator  takes  pride  to  himself  as  the  promoter 
of  his  country's  prosperity,  who  employs  a  number 
of  hands  in  the  mamiiacuire  of  articles  avowedly 
destitute  of  use,  or  subservient  only  to  the  unhallow- 
ed craviogs  of  luxury  and  ostentation.    The  noble- 
man, who  employs  the  peasants  of  his  neighborhood 
in  boildiiig  his  palaces,  until  **jam  pauca  arginju- 
gera  regia  moiet  reUnquunt^*^  flatters  himself  that  he 
has  gained  the  title  of  a  potdot  by  yielding  to  the 
impulses  of  vanity.    The  show  and  pomp  of  courts 
adduces  the  same  apology  for  its  continuance ;  and 
many  a  fete  has  been  given,  many  a  woman  has 
eclipsed  her  beauty  by  herdresi,  to  benefit  the  labor- 
ing poor  and  to  eneourage  trade.    Who  does  not  see 
that  this  is  a  remedy  which  aggravates,  whilst  it  pal- 
liaies  the  oouhtleis  diseases  of  society  7    The  poor 
are  set  to  laborr— for  what  ?   Not  the  food  for  which 
ihey  famish:  not  the  blankets  for  want  of  which 
ihev  babes  are  frozen  by  the  cold  lof  their  miserable 
hovels:  not  those  comforts  of  civilization  without 
which  otvilised  man  is  for  more  miserable  than  the 
meanest  savage;  oppressed  as  he  is  by  all  its  insidious 
evils,  within  the  daily  and  taunting  prospect  of  its 
ionumeialde  benefits  assiduously  exjiibited   before 
him  >— no ;  for  the  pride  of  power,  for  the  miserable 
isolation  of  pride,  for  tlie  false  pleasures  of  the  hun- 
dredth part  of  society.    No  greater  evidem'e  is  af^ 
forded  of  the  \«ide^xtended  and  radical  mistakes  of 
civilized  man  thdn  this  fact:  those  arts  which  are 
essential  to  his  very  being  are  hold  in  the  greatest 
contempt ;  employments  are  lucrative  in  an  inverse 
ratio  to  their  usefulness  :*  the  jeweller,  the  toyman, 
the  actor,  gains  fame  and  wealth  by  the  exercise  j)f 
his  uaolesB  and  ridiculous  art ;  whilst  the  cultivator 
of  the  earth,  he  without  whom  society  must  cease  to 
subsist,  struggles  through  contempt  and  penury,  and 
pexishes  by  that  fomine  which,  but  for  his  unceasing 
exertions,  would  annihilate  the  rest  of  mankind. 

I  will  not  insult  common  sense  by  insisting  on  the 
doctrine  of  the  natural  equality  of  man.  The  ques- 
tkio  is  not  concerning  its  desirableness,  but  its  prac- 
ticability :  so  far  as  it  is  practicable,  it  is  desirable. 
That  state  of  hunno  society  which  appruoches  nearer 
to  an  equal  partition  of  its  benefits  and  evils  should, 
eteUns  paribuMf  be  preferred :  but  so  long  as  we  con- 
ceive that  a  wanton  expenditure  of  human  labor,  not 
for  the  necessities,  not  even  for  the  luTuries  of  the 
mass  of  society,  but  for  the  egotism  and  ostentation 
of  a  few  of  its  membeis,  is  defensible  on  the  ground 
of  public  justice,  so  long  we  neglect  to  approximate 
to  the  redemptioa  ot  die  human  race. 

Labor  is  required  for  physical,  and  leisure  for 
Qkoral  improvement :  from'  the  former  of  these  ad- 

*  See  Rousssatt,  **  Ds  rinegatitfi  parm^  les  Honunes,** 


vantages  the  rich,  and  *  from  ^  latter  the  poor,  by 
the  inevitable  conditions  of  their  respective  situations* 
are  precluded.  A  state  which  shoald  combine  the 
advantages  of  both,  would  be  subjected  to  the  evils 
of  neither.  He  that  is  deficient  in  firm  health,  or 
vigorous  tnielleei,  is  but  half  a  man :  hence  it  fol- 
lows, that,  to  subject  the  laboring  classes  to  unneces- 
sary labor,  is  wantonly  depriving  them  of  any  op- 
portunities •  of  intellectual  improvement;  and  that 
I  he  rich  ajre  heaping  up  for  their  own  mischief  the 
disease,  lassitude  and  ennui  by  which  their  existence 
is  rendersd  an  intolerable  burthen. 

English  refbnners  exclaim/agauist  sinecures, — ^biit 
the  true  pension-list  is  the  rent-roll  of  the  landed 
proprietors :  wealth  is  a  power  usurped  by  the  few, 
to  compel  the  many  to  labor  for  their  benefit  The 
laws  which  support  this  system  deriye  their  'fbree 
from  the  ignorance  and  credulity  of  its  victims;  they 
are  the  result  ef  a  conspiracy  of  the  few  against  the 
many,  who  are  themselves  obliged  to  purchase  this 
pre-eminence  by  the  loss  of  all  real  eomfbrt 

The  commodities  that  substantially  contribute  to 
the  subsistence  of  the  human  species  form  a  very 
short  catalogue ;  they  demand  from  us  but  a  slender 
portion  oX  industry.  If  these  only  were  produced, 
and  sufficiently  produced,  the  species  oi  man  would 
be  eontinued.  If  the  labor  necessarily  required  to 
produce  them  were  equitably  divided  among  the 
poor,  and,  still  more,  if  it  were  equitably  divided 
among  all,  each  man's  share  of  labor  would  be  light, 
and  his  portion  of  leisure  would  be  ample.  Theiie 
was  a  time  when  this  leisure  would  have  been  df 
small  comparative  value:  it  is  to  be  hooped  that  the 
time  will  come,  when  it  will  be  applied  to  the  most 
important  purposes.  Those  hours  which  are  not  re- 
quired for  the  production  of  the  neceesaries  of  life, 
may  be  dettroted  to  the  cultivation  of  the  understand- 
ing, the  enlarging  our  stock  of  knowledge,  the  re- 
fining our  taste,  and  thus  opening  to  us  new  and 
more  exquisite  sources  of  enjoyment 

It  was  perhaps  necessary  that  a  period  of  monopoly 
and  oppression  should  subsist,  before  a  period  ofcul- 
livated  equality  could  subsist  Savages  perhaps  would 
never  have  been  excited  to  the  discovery  of  truth 
and  the  invention  of  art,  but  by  the  narrow  motives 
which  such  a  period  affoids.  But  surely,  after  the 
savage  stale  has  ceased,  ond  men  have  set  out  in  the 
glorious  career  of  discovery  and  invention,  monopoly 
and  oppression  cannot  be  necessary  to  prevent  them 
from  returning  to  a  state  of  barlMirism. — Godwhv*! 
Etuptirer,  Essay  If.  See  aUo  Pol.  Jus.,  book  Vllt 
cAa/K  11. 

It  is  a  calculation  of  this  admirable  author,  that  att 
the  conveniences  of  civilized  life  might  be  produced, 
if  society  would  divide  the  labor  equally  among  its 
members,  by  each  individual  being  employed  in  labor 
two  hours  during  the  day. 


Note  8,  page  113,  coL2. 

Or  relifioo 
Drives  his  wife  raviof  msd.         • 

I  am  acquainted  witl\^a  lady  of  considemble  ao. 
complishroents,  and  the  mother  of  a  numerons  fiunily, 
whom  the  Christian  religion  has  goaded  to  incurable 
insanity.  A  parallel  case  is,  I  believe,  within  the  ex* 
perience  of  every  physician. 

Nam  Jam  sape  homines  patriam,  carosque  parentst 
Prodideruat,  vitars  Aclienisia  tempia  petentes. 

liOOBBTrar 
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Note  9,  page  114,  col.  2. 
•     Even  love  ii  wU. 

Not  even  the  interoourae  of  the  aezes  is  exempt 
from  the  despotiun  of  poiitive  imtltutidn.  Law  pre- 
tenils  even  to  govern  the  indisciplinable  wanderingB 
of  passion,  to  put  fettefs  on  the  cibarest  dedaclions 
of  reason,  and,  by  appeals  to  the  will,  to  subdue  the 
involuntary  afl^tions  of  our  nature.  Love  is  mevi- 
tably  consequent  upon  the  perception  of  loveliqes^, 
Love  withers. under  constraint:  its  very  essence  b 
liberty:  'it  is  compatible  neither  with  obedience, 
jealousy,  nor  fear:  it  is  there  most. pure,  perfect,  and 
unlimited,  where  its  votaries  live  in .  confidenc<s, 
equaUty,  and  unreserve. 

How  long  then  ought  the  sexual  connexion  to  last? 
what  law  ought  to  specify  the  extent  of  the  griev- 
ances which  should  limit  its  duration?  A  husband  and 
wife  ought  to  continue  so  loag  united  as  they  love 
each  other :  any  law  which  should  bind  them  to  co- 
habitation  for  one  moment  aAer  -the  decay  of  their 
afiection,  would  be  a  most  intolerable  tyranny,  and 
the  most  unworthy  of  toleration.  How  odious  a 
usurpation  of  the  right  of  private  judgment  should 
that  law  be  considered,  which  should  make  the  ties 
of  friendship  indissoluble,  in  spile  of  the  capriges, 
the  inconstancy,  the  fallibility,  and  capaci^  for  im- 
);irovement  of  the  human  mind.  And  by  so  much 
*would  the  fetters  of  love  be  heavier  and  more  unen- 
durable than  those  of  friendship,  as  love  is  more 
vehement  and  capricious,  more  dependent  on  those 
delicate  peculiarities  of  imagination,  and  less  capable 
of  reduction  to  tlie  ostensible  merits  of  the  object 

The  state  of  society  in  which  we  exist  is  a  mixture 
of  feudal  savageness  and  imperfect  civilization.  The 
narrow  and  unenlightened  morality  of  the  Christian 
religion  is  an  aggravation  of  these  evils.  It  is  not 
even  until  lately  that  mankind  have  admitted  that 
happiness  is  I  he  sole  end  of  the  science  of  ethics,  as 
of  all  other  sciences;  and  that  the  fanatical  idea  of 
mortifying  the  flesh  for  the  love  of  God  has  been 
discarded.  I  have  heard,  indeed,  ao  igiwrant  colle- 
gian adduce,  in  favor  of  Christianity,  its  hostility  to 
every  worldly  feeling!* 

.  But  if  happiness  be  the  object  of  morality,  of  all 
hunuui  unions  and  disunions ;  if  the  worthiness  of 
every  action  is  to  be  estimated  by  the  quantity  of 
pleasurable  sensation  it  is  calculated -to  produce,  then 
the  connexion  of  the  sexes  is  so  long  sacred  as  it 
contributes  to  the  comfort  of  the  parties,  and  is  natu- 
rally dissolved  when  its  evils  are  greater  than  its 
benefits.  There  is  nothing  immoral  in  ihiM  separation. 
Constancy  has  nothing  virtuouff  in  itsolf,  independentp 
ly  of  the  pleasure  it  confors,  and  partakes  of  the 
temporizing  spirit  of  vice  in  proportion  as  it  endures 
tamely  moral  defects  of  magnitude  in  the  object  of 
its  indiscreet  choice.  Love  is  free:  to  promise  for 
ever  to  love  the  same  woman,  is  not  less  absurd  than 
to  promise  to  believe  the  same  creed:  such  a  vow. 


*  The  first  Christian  emperor  made  a  law  by  which  se- 
tfuetioD  wa»piioisbed  with  death:  if  the  female  pleaded 
bcr  own  consent,  she  also  was  punished  with  death;  if  the 
parents  endeavorvd  to  screen  the  criminals,  they  were 
banished  snd  their  estates  were  confiscated ;  the  slaves 
who  might  be  accessory  were  burned  alive,  or  forced  to 
swallow  melted  lead.  The  very  ol&pring  of  an  illegal  love 
were  involved  in  the  consequences  of  the  sentence.— 
OiBBON*8 1)$eHM  and  Fail,  ate,  vol.  ii.  psge  210.  See  also, 
for  the  hatred  of  the  primitive  Christians  to  iove,  and 
•van  marriafe,  page  289. 


in  both  cases,  excludes  us  from  afl^  inquiry.  TTie 
language  of  the  votarist  is  this:  The  woman  I  now 
love  may  be  infinitely  inferior  to  many  others ;  the 
creed  I  now  profess  may  be  a  mass  of  errors  and 
absurdities ;  but  I  exclude  myself  from  all  futurs 
information  as  to  the  aoiiability  of  th^'one  and  the 
truth  of  Uie  other,  resolving  blindly,  and  in  spite  of 
conviction,  to  adhere  to  them.  Is  this  the  language 
of  delicacy  and  reason  ?  Is  the  love  of  such  a  frigid 
heart  of  more  worth  than  its  belief? 

The  present  system  of  constraint  does  no  more,  in 
the  majority  of  instances,  than  make  hsrpocrites  or 
open  enemies.  Persons  of  delicacy  and  virtue,  un- 
happily united  to  one  whom  they  find  ft  impossifale 
to  love,  spend  the  loveliest  season  of  Cheir  life  in  un- 
productive efforts  to  appear  otherwise  than  they  are, 
for  the  sake  of  the  feelings  of  their  paitner,  or  the 
welfare  of  their  mutual  oBSspring :  those  of  lea 
generosity  and  refinement  openly  avow  their  disap- 
pointmeiit,  and  linger  out  the  remnant  of  that  union, 
which  only  death  can  dissolve,  ih  a  state  of  incuraMe 
bickering  and  hostility.  The  early  education  of  their 
children  takes  its  color  from  the  squabbles  of  the 
parents ;  they  are  nurted  in  a  systematic  echool  of 
ill-humor,  violence,  and  folsehood.  Had  they  been 
suflbred  to  part  at  the  moment  when  indifi^renee 
rendered  their  union  irksome,  ihey  would  have  been 
spared  many  years  of  misery ;  they  would  have  con- 
nected themselves  more  suitably,  and  would  have 
found  that  happiness  in  the  society  of  more  congeniai 
partners  which  is  for  ever  denied  them  by  the  des- 
potism of  marriage.  They  would  have  hpcn  sepa- 
rately useful  and  happy  memben  of  aodety,  who, 
whilst  united,  were  miserable,  and  rendered  misan- 
thropical by  misery.  The  conviction  that  wedlock  ii 
indissoluble  holds  out  the  strongest  of  all  lemptatioas 
to  the  perverse:  they  indulge  withont  reatvaint  in 
acrimony,  and  all  the  little  tyrarmies  of  domesuc  life 
when  they  know  that  their  victim  is  without  appeal 
If  this  connexion  were  put  on  a  rational  basis,  eadi 
would  be  assured  that  habitual  ill  temper  would  te^ 
minate  in  separation,  and  would  check  this  viciooi 
and  dangerous  propensity. 

Prostitution  is  the  legitimate  <rfispriitg  of  marriagr 
and  its  accompanying  errors.  Women,  for  no  other 
crime  than  having  followed  the  dictates  of  a  natorfl 
appetite,  are  driven  with  fury  from  the  comforts  and 
sympathies  of  society.  It  is  less  venial  than  murder: 
and  the  punishment  which  is  inflicted  on  herwhe 
destroys  her  child  to  escape  reproach,  is  lighter  than 
the  life  of  agony  and  disease  to  which  the  prostitute 
is  irracoverably  doomed.  Has  a  woman  obeyed  the 
impulse  of  unerring  nature ;— society  declares  war 
against  her,  pitiless  and  eternal  war :  she  must  be 
the  tame  slave,  she  must  make  no  reprisab ;  theirs  is 
the  right  of  persecuiioh,  hers  the  di%  of  endurance. 
She  lives  a  life  of  in&my :  the  loud  and  hitter  laugh 
of  scorn  scares  her  from  all  return.  She  dies  of  loug 
and  lingering  disease ;  yet  s&e  is  in  fault,  she  ^  the 
criminal,  sAe  ihh  froward  and  imtamable  child,— 
and  Society,  forsooth,  the  pnre  and  virtoous  matroi^ 
who  costs  her  as  an  abortion  from  her  tmdeliled 
bosom!  Society  avenges  herself  on  the  criminals  of 
her  own  creation ;  she  is  employed  in  anathematicii^ 
the  vice  to-day,  which  yesterday  she  was  the  moit 
zealous  to  teach.  Thus  is  formed  one-tenth  of  the 
population  of  London :  meanwhile  the  evil  is  twofold 
Young  men,  excluded  by  the  ftnatical  idea  of  chas- 
tity from  the  society  of  modest  and  accomplished 
women,  associate  with  theae  vidous  and  Dusenfat* 
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MngR,  deBtm^ing  thereby  sIL  those  exqaurite  end 
delicate  BensibiUties  whose  existence  oold-hearted 
worldlings  ha^e  denied ;  annihilating  all  genuine 
poasiori,  and  debasing  that  to  a  selfish  feeling  which 
is  the  excess  of  genefoshy  and  devotednees.  Their 
body  and  ^ind  alike  orumble  into  a  hideoiM  wreck 
of  hnroanily;  idiocy  and  disease  become  perpetu- 
ated in  (heir  miserable  offipring,  and  distant  genera- 
tions Bufier  for  the  bigoted  morality  of  their  fore* 
fathers.  Chastity  is  a  monkish  and  evangelical 
saperstition^a  greater  ibe  to  natural  temperance  even 
than  onintellectudl  sensuality ;  it  strikes  at  the  root 
of  all  domestic  happixiess,  and  consigns  more  than 
half  of  the  human  race  to  misery,  that  some  few  may 
monopolize  according  to  law.  A  ^stem  could  not 
well  have  been  devised  more  studiously  hostile  to 
Human  happiness  than  marriage. 

I  conceive  that,  from  the  abolition  of  marriage,  the 
fit  and  natural  arrangement  of  sexual  connexk>n 
would  result.  I .  by  no  means  assert  that  the  inter- 
course would  be  promiscuous:  on  the  contrary;  it 
appeara,  from  the  relation  of  parent  t6  child,  that 
this  union  is  generally  of  long  duration,  and  marked 
above  all  otheiA  with  generosity  and  sclfdevotion. 
But  this  is  a  subject  which  it  is  pertiaps  premature 
to  discuss.  That  which  will  result  from  the  abolition 
of  marriage*  will  be  natural  jind  right,  because  choice 
and  change  rwill  be  exempted  from  restraint 

In  fact,  religicMi  and  ftorenty,  as  they  now  stand, 
compose  a  practical  code  of  misery  and  servitude : 
the  genius  of  human' happiness  must  tear  every  leaf 
from  the  accdrsed  book  of  God,  erennaan  can  read 
the  inscription  on  his  heart  •  How  would  morality, 
dressed  up  in  stiff  stays  and  finery,  start  from  her  own 
disgusting  isiage,  should  she  look  in  the  mirror  of 
nature! 

Note  10,  ikige  115,  coT.  1, 

To  the  red  and  baleful  aun 
That  faiDtly  twiaklea  there. 

The  north  polar  star,  to  which  the' axis  of  IhiB  earth, 
in  its  present  stale  of  obliquity,  points.    It  is  exceed- 
ingly probable,  from  many  considerations,  that  this 
obliquity  will  gradually  diminish,  until  the  equator 
coincides  with  the  ecliptic :  the  nights  and  days  will 
then  become  eaual  on  the  earth  throughout  the  year, 
sod  probably  the  seasons  alsa     There  is  no  great 
extravagance  in  presuming  that  the  progress  of  the 
perpendicularity  of  the  poles  may  be  as  rajud  as  the 
progress  of  intellect;  or  that  there  should  be  a  per- 
fect identity  between   the  moral  and  physical  im- 
provement of  the  human  species.    It  is  certain  that 
wisdom  is  not  compatible  with  disease,  and  that,  in 
the  present  stale  of  the  climates  of  the  earth,  health, 
in  the  true  and  comprehensive  sense  of  the  word,  is 
oat  of  the  reach  of  civilized  man.      Astronomy 
leaches  us  that  the  earth  is  now  in  its  progress,  and 
that  the  poles  are.  every  year  becoming  more  and 
niora  perpendicular  to  the  ecliptic.    The  strong  evi- 
dence afibrded  by  iheliistory  of  mythology,  and  geo- 
^ical  researches,  that  some  event  of  th^  nature  has 
bken  place  already.  afSbrds  a  strong  presumption, 
tliat  this  progress  is  not  merely  an  oscillation,  as  has 
been  surmised  by  some  late  astronomers.*    Bopes  of 
uiimals  peculiar  to  the  torrid  zone  have  been  found 
in  the  north  of  Siberia,  and  on  the  banks  of  the  river 
Ohia    Plants  have  been  found  in  the  fossil  state  in 
the  interior  of  Germany,  which  demand  the  present 

t  . — 

'*  Laplace.  Syst^aieda  Monde. 


climate  of  Hindostan  for  their  prodlietinut  'Tht 
research^  of  M.  Baillyt  establish  the  existence  of  a 
people  who  iphahiied  a  tract  in  Tkrtary,  49o  north 
latitude,  of  greater  antiquity  than  either  the  Indian^ 
the  Chinese,  or  the  Chaldeans,  from  vrhoui  these 
nations  derived  their  sciences  and  thedlt^.  We  find, 
from  the  testhnony  of  ancient  writen,  that  Britain, 
Germany  and  francc  were'  much  colder  than  at 
present,  and  lltat  their  great  river*  v\'ere  aniraally 
frozen  oven  Astronomy  teaches  us  also.'  that  since 
this  period,  the  oblk]uity  of  the  earth's  poaltioft  has 
been  considerably  diminished. 

Note  11,  page  116,  coi.  I. 

No  atom  of  this  tnrbuleoee  ful^ls 

A  vague  aod  unoeceaeitatad  tajik,  ' 

Or  acts  but  as  k  must  and  oaftht  to  ap£.         * 

Deux  exemples  serviront  a  noua  nndre  pTus  sen- 
sible le  principe  qui  vienl  d'etre  pM6;  nous  emprun* 
terons  I'un  du  physique  et  Tautra  du  moral.  Dans 
un  tourbillon  de  poussiere  qu*^live  un  vent  imp^tu* 
eux,  quolque  confus  qu'il  paroiase  t  nes  yeux ;  dans 
la  plus  aflreuse  tempete  excit^e  pax  des  ^'entB  oppos^ 
qui  soulevent  Ics  flots.  il  n*y  a  pas  une  seule  mol^ 
cule  de  poussiere  ou  d*eau  qui  soit  placle  au  Uuard, 
qui  n*ait  sa  cause  sufiisantcf  ]30ur  occnper  le  lieu  ok 
elle  se  tiouve,  et  qui  n*agisse  rigoureusement  de  la 
maniere  dont  elle  doit  agir.  tin  g^umetre  qui  coiv* 
naitroit  exactemenl  les  difl^rpntes  forces  qui  agissent 
dans  ces  deux  cas,  et  les  propjri^t^  des  moUcuIea 
qui  sont  mues,  d^montrerott  que  d'aprds  des  cause! 
donndes,  cheque  molecule  "ogit  pr^cis^ment  comme 
elle  doit  agir,  et  ne  pent  ag^r  autrement  qu'elle  ne 
fait. 

Dans  les  convulsions  terribles  qui  agitent  quekjue- 
fbis  les  soci^t^  politiques,  et  ^ui  produisent  souvent 
le  renversement  d'un  empire,  il  n'y  a  pes  une  seule 
action,  une  seule  pprole,  une  seule  pens^,  une  seule 
volenti,  one  seule  passion  dans  les  agens  qui  con- 
courent  k  la  revolution  comma  destructeurs  ou  comme 
victimes,  qui  ne  soit  n^cessaire,  qui  n'agisse  comme 
elle  doit  agir,  qui  n'opcre  infhilliblement  les  efllets 
qu*el1e  doit  operer  suivant  la  place  qu'occupent  ces 
agens  dans  ce  tourbillon  moral.  Cela  paioitroit  Evi- 
dent pour  une  intelligence  qui  sera  en  dtat  de  saisir 
et  d'appr^cier  toules  les  actions  et  reactions  des 
esprits  et  des  corps  de  ceux  qui  contribuent  k  cetta 
revolution. — Systhne  de  la  Nature,  vol.  I.  page  44. 

Note  12,  page  116,  col.  2. 
Necessity,  thou  mother  of  the  world  t 
He  who  asserlB  the  doctrine  of  Necessi^,  means 
that,  contemplating  the  even»  which  compose  the 
moral  and  material  univerec.  he  beholds  only  an  im* 
mense  and  uninterrupted  chain  of  causes  and  effects, 
no  one  of  which  could  occupy  any  other  place  than  , 
it  does  occupy,  or  act  in  any  other  way  than  it  does 
act  The  idea  of  necessity  is  obtain^  by  our  ex- 
perience of  the  connexion  between  objects,  the 
uniformity  of  the  operations  of  nature,  the  constant 
coi\junction  of  similar  events,  and  the  consequent 
inference  b{  one  from  the  other.  Mankind  are 
therefore  agreed  in  the  admission  of  necessity,  if 
they  admit  that  these  two  drcnmstances  take  place 
in  voluntary  action.  Motive  is,  to  voluntary  action 
in  the  human  mind,  what  cause  is  to  effect  in  tlM 
material  universe.    The  word  liber^,  as  applied  to 

t  Cabanis,  Rapporta  du  Pbysiqae  et  du  Moral  da 
THomme,  vol.  ii.  page  406. 

}  Lettrss  sur  les  Sdenees,  i  YoHaire.— BaUlf • 
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mad,  k  anaio^MW  to  the  woid  chance,  as  applied 
to  matter :  they  spring  fiom  an  igoomnce  of  the 
oerlainty  of  the  coi^unction  of  ante^ents  and  con- 
sequents. 

Every  human  being  is  irresistibly  impelled  to  act 
•precisely  as  he  4oes  act :  in  the  eternity  which  pve- 
oeded  hi^  birth  a  chain  of  causes  was  geperated, 
which,  operating  under  the  name  of  motives,  make 
it  impossible  that  any  thought  of  his  mind,  or  any 
action  of  hia  life,  should  be  otherwise  than  it  is. 
Were  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  false,  the  human 
mind  would  no  longer  be  a  legitimate  ol^ect  of 
science ;  from  like  causes  it  would  be  in  vain  that 
we  should  expect  like  effects ;  the  strongest  motive 
would  no  longer  be  paramount  over  the  conduct ;  all 
knowledge  would  be  vague  and  undeterminate ;  wc 
oould  not  predict  with  any  certainty  that  we  might 
not  meet  as  an  enemy  to-morrow  Kim  with  whom  we 
have  parted  in  friendithip  to-night ;  the  most  probable 
inducemeniB  and  the  clearest  reasonings  would  lose 
the  invariable  influence  they  possess.  Tlie  contrary 
of  this  is  demonstnbly  the  fact  Similar  circum- 
stances produce  the  same  unvariable  efiects.  The 
ptecise  character  and  motives  of  any  man  on  any 
occasion  being  given,  the  moral  philosopher  could 
predict  bis  action?  with  as  much  certainty  as  the 
natural  philosopher  oould  predict  the  eflects  of  the 
mixture  of  any  particular  chemical  substances.  Why 
Is  the  aged  husbandman  more  experienced  than  the 
young  beginner?  Because  there  is  a  uniform,  unde- 
niable necessity  in  the  operations  of  die  material 
universe.  Why  is  the  old  statesman  more  skilful 
than  the  raw  politician?  Because,  relying  on  the 
necessary  coi\iunction  of  motive  and  action,  he  pro- 
ceeds to  produce  moral  efiects,  by  the  application  of 
those  moral  causes  which  experience  has  shown  to 
be  efiectuaL  Some  actions  may  be  found  to  which 
we  can  attach  no  motives,  but  these  are  ;he  effects 
of  causes  with  which  we  are  unacquainted.  Hence 
the  reUtion  which  motive  bears  to  voluntary  action 
18  that  of  cayse  to  effect ;  nor,  placed  m  this  point 
of  view,  is  it,  or  ever  has  it  been  the  subject  of 
popular  or  philosophical  dispute.  None  but  the  few- 
fanatics  who  are  engaged  in  the  herculean  task  of 
reconciling  the  justice  of  their  God  with  the  misery 
of  man,  will  longer  outrage  common '  sense  l^  the 
supposition  of  an  event  without  a  cause,  a  voluntary 
action  without  a  motive.  History,  politics,  moraU, 
criticism,  all  grounds  of  reasonings,  all  principles  of 
science,  alike  assume  the  truth  of  the  doctrine  of 
JNeoessity.  No  farmer  carrying  his  com  to  market 
doubts  the  sale  of  it  at  the  market  price.  The  master 
of  a  manufactory  no  more  doubts  that  he  can  pu^ 
chase  the  human  labor  necessary  for  his  purposes, 
.  than  that  his  machineiy  will  act  as  it  has  been  ac- 
coatDmed  to  act 

Bat,  whilst  none  have  scrupled  to  admit  necessity 
•a  influencing  matter,  many  have  disputed  its  do- 
Dunion  over  mind.  Independently  of  its  militating 
•with  the  received  ideas  of  the  justice- of  God,  it  is 
by  no  means  obvious  to  a  superflcial  inquiry.  When 
the  mind  observes  its  own  operations,  it  feels  no  con- 
nexion of  motive  and  action :  but  as  we  know  "  no- 
thing more  of  causation  than  the  constant  oonjune- 
tion  of  olyecis  and  the  consequent  inference  of  one 
fiom  the  other,  as  we  And  that  theae  two  circum- 
stances are  universally  allowed  to  have  place  in  vol- 
untary action,  we  may  be  easily  led  to  own  that  they 
are  subjected  to  the  necessity  common  to  all  causes." 
Hm  aecians  of  the  wili  have  »  regular  ooi^iunetion 


with  drcumstaooes  and  characten-;  nacave  is,  w 
voluntary  action,  what  cause  is  to  eflect.  But  the 
only  idea  we  can  form  of  caosacioD  ia  m  oonaiai* 
coi^unction  of  similar'  ol^ects,  and  the  oanseqaeoi 
inference  of  one  from  the  other;  vvherevar  this  m 
the  case,  necessity  is  clearly  established. 

The  idea  of  hberty,  appUed  melapihorieally  to  the 
will,  has  sprung  from  a  misconception  of  the  bsosb 
ing  of  the  word  power.  What  is  power  ? — id  qmoi 
potest,  that  which  can  produce  any  given  eflfect.  To 
deny  power,  is  to  say  that  nolhuig  can  oc  haa  ifae 
power  to  be  or  act  In  the  only  tnie  sense  of  the 
word  power,  it  applies  with  equal  foioe  lo  the  kwl- 
stone  as  to  the  human  will.  Do  yon  think  these 
motives,  which  I  sball  present,  are  powerful  enough 
to  rouse  him?  is  a  question  just  as  common  as.  Do 
you  think  this  lever  has  the  power  of  raising  this 
weight  ?  The  advocates  of  free-will  assert  that  the 
will  has  the  power  of  refusing  to  be  dotefcmined  bf 
the  strongest  motive :  but  the  strongest  motive  k  tfa^ 
which,  overcoming  all  otliers,  ultimately  prevails; 
this  assertion  theieibre  amounts  to  a  denial  of  the 
will  being  ultimately  determined  by  that  motivo 
which  does  determine  it,  which  is  absurd.  But  it  is 
equally  ceruiin  that  a  man  cannot  resist  the  atrongest 
motive,  as  that  he  cannot  overcome  a  phymcal  iuK 
possibility. 

The  doctrine  of  Necessity  lends  to  mlrodnoe  a 
great  change  into  the  established  notiena  of  morality, 
and  Utterly  to  destroy  religion.  Reward  and  punish- 
ment must  be  considered,  by  the  Necessarian,  BMiely 
as  motives  which  he  would  employ  in  order  to  pie* 
cure  the  adoption  or  abandonment  of  any  givoi  fane 
of  conduct.  Desert,  in  the  present  sense  of  the  wwd, 
would  no  longer  have  any  meaning;  and  he,  whs 
should  inflict  pain  upon  another  fbr  no  better  raesot 
than  that  he  deserved .  it,  would  only  gratify  his  re 
venge  under  pretence  of  satisfying  justice.  It  is  not 
enough,  says  the  advocate  of  free- will,  that  a  crim- 
inal should  be  prevented  from  a  repetition  of  his 
crimes :  he  should  feel  pain,  and  his  lomenta,  When 
justly  inflicted,  ought  precisely  to  be  proportioned  to 
his  fault  But  utility  is  raomlity ;  that  whirh  is  in- 
capable of  producing  happiness  is  useless;  and  though 
the  crime  of  Domiens  must  be  condemned,  yet  the 
frightful  torments  which  revenge,  under  the  name 
of  justice,  inflicted  on  this  unhappy  man,  cannot  be 
supposed  to  have  augmented,  even  at  the  Idng-iun, 
the  stock  of  pleasurable  sensation  in  the  world.  At 
the  same  time,  the  doctrine  of  Necessity  does  not  in 
the  least  diminish  our  disapprobation  of  vice.  The 
conviction  which  all  feel,  that  a  viper  is  a  poisonoiiB 
animal,  and  that  a  tiger  is  constrained,  by  the  inevi- 
table condition  of  his  existence,  to  devour  men,  decs 
not  induce  us  to  avoid  them  less  sedulooaly,  or,  even 
more,  to  hesitate  in  destroying  them :  but  he  would 
surely  be  of  a  hard  heart,  who,  meeting  with  a  ser- 
pent on  a  desert  island,  or  in  a  situation  where  it 
was  incapable  of  injury,  should  wanicmly  deprive  it 
of  existence.  A  Necessarian  is  inconsequent  to  his 
own  principles,  if  he  indulges  in  hatred  or  contempt  { 
the  compassion  which  he  feels  for  the  criminal,  ■ 
unmixed  with  a  desire  of  injuring  him;  he  looks 
with  an  elevated  and  dreadless  composure  upon  the 
links  of  the  universal  chain  as  they  peas  before  Ins 
eyes ;  v^lst  cowardu^e,  cufiosi^  aind  inconsistency 
only  assail  him  m  proportion  to  the  feebleness  and 
indistincmess  with  which  he  has  perceived  and  re- 
jected the  delusions  of  free-will. 

Religion  ia  the  pereepliun  of  the  reklioD  in  whidi 
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we  fiUBd  l9  the  prfncipla  of  the  uniYeiBe.  But  if  the 
principle  of  the  niuTene  l^  not  en  organic  being,  the 
moOiil  and  prototype  of  man,  the  relation  between  it 
end  human  beingi  is  absolutely  none.  Without  some 
inflight  into  its  ivill  respeciing  our  actions,  religion  is 
nugatory  and  vain.  But  will  is  only  a  mode  of  animal 
mind ;  moral  qualitias  also  are  such  as  only  a  human 
being  can  pooposs'}  to  attribute  them  to  the  principle 
of  the  universe,  is  to  annex  to  it  properties  incom- 
patible with  any  possible. definition  ol*  its  nature.  It 
is  prohabie  that  the  word  God  was  originally  only  an 
jBxpreasioa  denoting  the  unknown  cause  of  the  known 
events  which  men  perceived  in  the  tmiverse.  By  the 
vulgar  mistake  of  a  metaphor  for  a  real  being,  of  a 
woitl  for  •  thiiigi  it  became  a  man,  endowed  with 
human  qnaliiies  and  governing  tlie  universe  as  an 
earthly  monarch  goveips  his  kingdom.  Their  ad- 
diesses  to  this  imaginary  being,  indeed,  are  much  in 
the  same  style  as^  those  of  subjects^io  a  king.  They 
acknowledge  hk  benevolence,  dejirecate  his.  anger, 
and  suppLicate  his  iavor. 

But  the  doctrine  of  ^ecessi^  teaches  us,  that  in 
no  case  could. any  event  have  happened  otherwiae 
than  it  did  happen,  and  that,  if  God  is  the  author  of 
good,  he  is  also  the  author  of  evil ;  that,  if  he  is  en- 
tilled  \0  our  gratitude  for  the  one,  he  is  entitled  to 
our  hatred  for  the  other;  that,  admitting  the  existenco 
of  this  hypothetic  being,  he  is  also  subjected  to  the 
dominion  of  on  immutable  necessity.  It  is  plain  that 
the  same  arguments  which  prove  that  God  is  the 
author  of  food,  light,  and  Hfe,  prove  him  alap  to  be 
ihe  author  of  prison,  darknesd,  aiid  death.  The  wide- 
1%'ssting  earthquake,  the  storm,  the  battle,  and  the 
tyranny,  are  attributable  to  tliis  hypothetic  being,  in 
the  same  degree  as  the  fairest  forms  of  nature,  sun- 
shine, liberty,  and  peace. 

But  we  are  taught,  by  die  doctrine  of  Necesdty, 
that  there  is  neither  good  nor  evil  in  the  universe, 
otherwise  than  as  the  oventb  to  which  we  apply 
these  efuthets  have  relation  to  our  own  peculiar  mode 
df  being.  StiU  less  than  with  the  hyporliesis  of  a 
God,  will  the  doctrine  of  Kcceasity  accord  with  the 
belief  of  a  future  state  of  punishment.  God  made 
auiQ  such  as  he  is,  and  then  damned  him  for  being 
80 .  for  to  say  that  God  was  the  author  of  all  good, 
and  man  the  author  of  all  evil,  is  to  say  that  one 
man  made  a  stmight  tine  and  a  crooked  one,  and  an- 
other roan  made  the  incongruity. 

A  Mahometan  story,  much  to  the  present  purpose, 
is  recorded,  wherein  Adam  and  Moses  are  introduced 
disputing  before  God  in  the  following  manner.  Thou, 
says  Moses,  art  Adam,  whom  God  created  and  ani- 
mated with  the  breath  of  life,  and  caused  to  be  wor? 
ship^ied  by  the  angels,  and  placed  in  Paradise,  from 
whence  mankind  have  been  expelled  for  thy  fault. 
Whereto  Adam  answered.  Thou  ort  Moses,  whom 
God  chose  for  his  apostle,  and  intrusted  with  his 
word,  by  giving  thee  the  tables  of  the  law,  and  whom 
be  vouchsafed  lo  admit  to  discourse  with  himself, 
ilow  many  years  dost, thou  find  the  law  was  written 
before  I  was  created  7  Says  Moses,  Forty.  And  dost 
thou  not  iind,  replied  Adam,  these  words'  therein. 
And  Adam  rebelled  against  hi?  Lord  and  transgress- 
ed ?  Which  Moses  confessing,  Dost  thou  therefore 
blame  me,  continued  he,  for  doing  that  which  Go:i 
wrote  of  me  that  I  should  do,  forty  years  before  I 
was  created ;  nay,  for  what  was  decreed  concerning 
me  dfiy  thousand  years  before  the  creation  oF  heaven 
and  eairth  t — ^Sal£'s  Prelim.  Disc,  to  the  Koran,  page 
164. 
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Note  13,  page  117,  ool  1. 
Tbws.ianoGodI 

This  negaiifm  must  be  understood  solely  to  aflect  a 
creative  Deity.  The  hypothesis  of  a  pervading  Spirit 
coetemal  with  the  universe,  remains  unshaken. 

A  close  examination  of  the'  validity  of  the  prooft 
adduced  to  support  my  proposition,  is  the  only  securf 
way.  of  attaining  truth,  on  the  advanuiges  of  which 
it  is  unnecessary  to  descant :  our  knowledge  of  the 
existence  of  a  Eteity  is  a  sutrjoct  of  such  importance, 
that  it  cannot  be  too  minutely  investigated ;  in  con- 
sequence of  this  conviction,  we  proceed  briefly  i|ad 
ii^Dartially  tp  examine  the  proofi  which  h&  'e  been 
adduced.  It  k  necessary  first  to  consider  the  natuie 
of  belief 

When  a  proposition  is  oflered  ^  the  mind,  it  pei^ 
ceives  the  agree^ient  or  disagreement  of  the  ideas  of 
which  it  is  composed.  A  perception  of  their  agree- 
ment is  termed  belief.  Many  obstacles  fipe9uentl]r 
prevept  this  perception  froln  being  immediate ;  these 
the  mind  lUtempts  to  remove,  in  order  that  the  pef* 
ception  may  be  distinct  The  mind  is  active  in  ihe 
investigation,  in  order  to  perfect  the  state  of  percep* 
tion  of  the  relation  which  the  component  ideas  of 
the  proposition  bear  to  each,  which  ia  passive :  the 
investigation  being  confused  with  the  percepticm.  hoa 
induced  many  folsely  to  imagine  that  the  miml  jp 
active  in  belief, — that  belief  is  an  act  of  volition<-r 
in  consequence  of  which  it  may  be  regulated  by  the 
mind.  Pursuing,  continuing  this  mistake,  they  have 
attached  a  degree  of  criminality  to  disbelief;  0f 
which,  in  its  nature,  it  is  incapable :  it  is  equally  in- 
capable of  merit. 

Belief,  then,  is  a  passion,  the  strength  of  which* 
like  every  other  possion,  is  in  pnecise  proportion  to 
the  degrees  of  excitement 

The  degrees  of  excitement  are  three. 

The  senses  are  the  sources  of  all  knowledge  ta. 
the  mind;  consequently  their  evidence  claims  the 
strongest  assent. 

The  decision  of  the  ipind,  founded  upon  our  own 
experience,  derived  from  these  sources,  claims  the 
next  degree. 

The  experience  of  others,  which  addreasea  itself  to 
the  former  one,  occupies  the  lowest  degree. 

(A  graduated  scale,  on  which  should  be  marked 
the  capabilities  of  propositions  to  approach  to  the  test 
of  the  senses,  would  be  a  just  barometer  of  the  belief 
which  ought  to  be  attached  to  them.) 

Consequenlly  no  testimony  can  be  admitted  which 
is  contrary  to  rpoaon ;  reason  is  founded  on  the  ev^ 
dence  of  our  senses. 

Every  proof  may  be  referred  to  one  of  these  ihVee 
divisions :  it  is  to  be  considered  what  arguments  we 
receive  from  each  of  them,  which  should  convince  us 
of  the  existence  of  a  Deity. 

Isi.  The  evidence  of  the  senaes.  If  the  Deity  should 
appear  to  us,  if  he  should  convince  our  souses  of  his 
existence,  this  revelation  would  necessarily  oo.mmand 
belief.  I'hose  lo  whom  the  Deity  has  thus  appeared 
have  the  strongest  possible  conviction  of  his  existence. 
But  the  God  of  Theologions  is  incapable  of  local  visi- 
bility. 

2d.  Reason.  Tt  is  u^S^d  that  roan  knows  that  what- 
ever is,  must  either  have  had  a  beginning,  or  have 
existed  from  all  e!ernity :  he  also  knows,  that  what- 
ever is  not  eternal  must  have  had  a  cause.  When 
this  reasoning  is  applied  to  the  univenie,  it  is  neceasarf 
to  prove  that  it  was  created :  until  that  is  clearly 
demonstrated,  we  may  reasonably  suppoae  that  it  hM 
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endured  fit>m  all  eternity.'  We  must  prove  design 
before  we  can  infer  a  designer.  The  only  idea  which 
we  can  form  of  causation  is  derivaUe  from  the 
constant  conjunction  'of  objects,  and  the  consequent 
inference  of  one  from  the  other.  In  a  case  where  two 
propositions  are  diametrically  opposite,  the  mind 
beGeves  that  which  is  least  incomprehensible ; — ^il 
it  easier  to  suppose  that  the  universe  has  existed  from 
all  eternity,  than  to  conceive  a  being  bcyohd  lis  limits 
capable  of  creating  it :  if  the  mind  anks  beneath  the 
weight  of  one,  iiT  it  an  alleviation  to  increase  the  in- 
tolerability  of  the  burthen  ?        '     ' 

The  other  argument,  which  is  founded  on  a  man*s 
knowledge  of  his  own  existence,  stands  thus.  A  man 
knows  not  only  that  he  now  is,  but  thatt  once  he  was 
not;  consequently  there  must  have  beenis  cause.  But 
our  idea  of  causation  is  alone  derivable  from  the  con- 
itant  conjunction  of  objects  and  the  consequent  infer- 
ence of  one  fhom  the  other ;  and,  reasoning  experi- 
mentally, we  can  only  infer  from  effects,  causes  ex- 
actly adequate  to  those  effects.  But  there  certainly 
is  a  generative  power  which  is  eJSected  by  certain 
initnlments :  we  caimc^  prove  that  it  is  inherent  in 
these  instruments ;  nor  is  the  contrary  hypothesis  ca- 
pable of  demonstration :  we  admit  that  the  generative 
power  is  inoompreheiisible ;  but  to  suppose  that  the 
same  effect  is  produced  by  an  eternal,  omniscient, 
omnipotent,  being,  leaves  the  cause  in  the  same  ob- 
scurity, but  renders  it  more  incomprehensible. 

3d.  Testimony.  It  is  required  that  testimony  should 
not  be  contrary  to  reason.  The  testimony  that  the 
Deity  cohvlnces  the  senses  of  men  of  his  existence 
can  only  be  admitted  by  us,  if  our  mind  considers  it 
less  probable  that  these  men  should  have  been  de- 
ceived, than  that  the  Deity  should  haVe  appeared  to 
thenir  Our  reason  can  never  admit  the  testimony  of 
men,  who  not  only  declare  that  they  were  eye-wit- 
nesses of  miracles,  but  that  xhb  Deity  was  irrational ; 
fi>r  he  commanded  that  he  should  be  believed,  he 
proposed  the  highest  rewards  for  faith,  eternal  punish- 
ments for  disbelief.  We  can  only  command  vol- 
untary* actions;  belief  is  not  an  act'of  volition ;  the 
mind  is  even  passive,  or  involuntarily  actiye :  from 
this  it  is  evident  that  we  have  no  sufficient  testimony, 
or  rather  that  testimony  is  insufficient  to  prove  the 
being  of  a  God.  It  has  been  before  shown  that  it 
cannot  be  deduced  from  reason.  They  alone,  then, 
who  have  been  convinced  by  the  evidence  of  the 
senses,  can  believe  it 

Hence  it  is  evident  that,  having  no  proofs  from  either 
of  the  three  sources  of  conviction',  the  mind  cannot 
believe  the  existence  of  a  creative  God :  it  is  also 
evident,  that,  as  belief  is  a  passion  of  th6  mind,  no 
degree  of  criminality  is  attachable  to  disbelief;  and 
that  they  only  are  reprehensible  who  neglect  to  re- 
move the  false  medium  through  which  thoir  mind 
vje\v*B  any  subject  of  discussion.  Every  reflecting 
mind  must  acknowledge  that  there  is  no  proof  of  the 
exbtence  of  a  Deity. 

God  is  an  hypothecs,  and,  as  such,  stands  in  need 
of  proof:  the  onus  probandi  rests  on  the  theist  Sir 
Isaac  Newton  says:  "Hypotheses  non  fmgo, quicquid 
enira  ex  phsenomenis  non  deducitur,  hypothesis  vo- 
canda  e^t,  et  hyik>thesis  vel  meta  physicae,  vel  physices, 
vel  qualitatum  occultarnro,  seu  mechanicee,  in  philo- 
Bophift.  locum  non  habent*'  To  all  proofs  of  the 
existence  of  a  creative  God  apply  this  valuable  rule. 
We  see  a  variety  of  bodies  possessing  a  variety  of 


powers :  we  mer^  know  (heir  effects ;  we  are  m  a 
state  of  ignorance  with  respect  to  their  essences  and 
causes.  These  Newton  calls  the  phenomena  of  thmgs; 
Init  the  pride  of  philosophy  is  unwilling  to  admit  ita 
ignorance  of  their  causes.  From  the  phenomens, 
which  aro  the  objects  of  our  senses,  we  attempt  to 
infer  a  cause,  which  we  call  God,  and  graiuiiously 
endow  it  %vith  all  negative  and  contradictory  qualities. 
From  this  hypothesis  we  invent  this  general  name,  to 
conceal  otar  ignorance  of  causes  and  essences.  The 
being  called  God  by  no  means  answers  with  the  con- 
ditions prescribed  by  Newton ;  it  bears  every  marit 
of  a  veil  woven  by  philosophical  conceit,  to  hide  the 
ignorance  of  philosophen  even  from  themselves. 
They  borrow  the  threads  of  its  texture  from  the  an- 
(hroporaorpliisra  of  the  vulgar.  Words  have 'been 
used  by  sophists  for  the  same  pttrpoaes,  fhxn  the 
occult  quaHties  of  the  peripatetics  to  the  eJUmium  of 
Boyle  and  the  crinitiet  or  nebitUe  of  H^acheL  God  is 
represented  as  infinite,  eternal,  incomprehensible ;  lie 
is  contained  under  every  pnedicate  in  non  thai  the 
logic  of  ignorance  could  febricate.  Even  his  wor- 
shippers allow  that  it  is  impossible  to  form  any  idea 
of  him :  they  exclaim  with  the  French  poet. 

Pour  dire  ce  au*U  est,  il  faut  4tre  lol-iB6ine. 

l/>rd  Baoon  says,  that  "atheism  leaves  to  man 
reason,  philosophy,  natural  piety,  laws,  reputation, 
and  every  thing,  that  can  serve  to  conduct  him  to 
virtue ;  but  superstition  destroys  all  these,  and  erects 
itself  into  a  tyranny  over  the  understandings  of  men: 
hence  atheism  never  disturbs  die  government,  but 
renders  man  more  clear-sighted,  since  he  sees  nothing 
beyond  the  boundaries  of  the  present  life."-!— Bacon's 
Moral  Esuayg. 

La  premii^re  th^ologie  de  I*homme  lui  fit  d^aboid 
craindre  et  adorer  les  elements  meme,  des  objets  mate* 
riels  et  grossiers ;  il  rendit  eiiBuile  ses  hommages  k  des 
agents  presidents  aux  Elements,  k  des  g^nies  inferieuis^ 
k  des  h^ros,  ou  k  des  horames  dou^  de  grandes  qua- 
lit^s.  A  force  de  r^flechir,  il  crut  simplifier  les  chases 
en  soumettant  la  nature  entidre  a  un  seul  agent,  k  un 
esprit,  k  une  ame  universelle,  qui  mettoit  cette  nature 
et  ses  parties  en  mouvement  En  rexnontant  des  caue«s 
en  causes,  les  mortels  ont  6ni  par  ne  rien  voir;  et  c'est 
dans  cette  obscurft^  qu'ils  ont  plac^  leur  Dieu;  c'est 
dans  cet  abyme  t^n^breux  que  leur  imaginaticxi  iO' 
quidte  tr^vaille  toujoun  a  se  fiibriquer  des  chimeres^ 
qui  les  affligeront  jusqu*i  ce  que  la  omnotstoinoe  de 
la  nature  les  detrompe  des  (antdmes  qu'ils  out  toujours 
si  vainement  adores. 

S  nous  voulons  nous  rendre  compte  de  nos  ideessor 
la  Divinit^,  nous  serons  oblig^  de  convenir  que,  par  Is 
mot  DieiL,  les  hommcs  n*ont  jamais  pu  designer  ^oe 
la  cause  la  plus  cach^e,  la  plus  eloign^e,  la  plus  inoisK 
nue  des  effets  qu'ils  voyoient :  ils  ne  font  usage  de  oe 
mot,  que  lorsque  le  jeu  des  causes  nativelles  et  ooi>* 
nues  cesse  d'etre  visible  pour  eux ;  des  qu*ils  perdeol 
le  fil  de  ces  causes,  ou  des  que  leur  esprit  ne  peat 
plus  en  Buivre  la  chaine,  ils  tranchent  lenr  difiiculte, 
et  terminent  leur  recherehes  en  appellant  Dieu  la 
demiere  des  causes,  c'cst-a-dire  celle  qui  est  au-deliL 
de  toutes  les  causes  qu'ils  oonnoissent;  ainsi  ils  ne  foot 
qu*as9igner  une  d^omination  vague  k  uno  cause 
ignor^,  &  laquelle  leur  paresse  ou  les  homes  de  leuis 
connoissances  les  fiircent  de  s'arr^ter.  Toutes  les  fois 
qu'on  nous  dit  que  Dieu  est  Tauteur  de  quelque  pbe* 
nomene,  celii  signifie  qu*on  ignore  ccnnment  on  lel 
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]i\6niaminn  «  pa  ■*op^rer  per  le  secours  des  forces  ou 
ties  causes  que  nous  connoissons  dans  la  nature.  C'est 
sinsi  que  le  commun  des  hommeis,  dont  rignorance 
est  ie  portage,  atiribue  k  la  Divinit^  non  seulement 
les  eflets  inrijiit^  qui  les  frappent,  mois  encore  les 
^venemeos  les  plus  simples,  dont  les  causes  sont  les 
plus  fiiciles  k  oonfioitre  pour  quironquc  a  pu  les  m^- 
diter.  Kn  utt  mot,  rhomme  a  toujours  respect^  les 
causes  inconnu^  des  efliels  surprenans,  que  son  igno- 
rance Temp^choit  de  d^melcr.  Ce  fut  suries  debuts 
de  la  nature  que  les  homines  eleverent  le  colosse 
imaginaire  de  ia  Divinite. 

Si  rignorance  de  la  nature  donna  la  naissance  aux 
dieux,  la  oonnoiannce  de  la  nature  est  faite  pour  1^ 
d^truire.  A  mesure  ^ue  Thomroe  sMiMtruiif  ses  iorces 
et  ses  reiBM>uh:es  augmentent  avec  ses  lumieres ;  les 
■ciences,  lea  arts  conservateuxa,  rindostrie,  lui  four- 
nissent  des  seoours ;  I'exp^^ce  le  rnssure  ou  lui 
procure  dea  (noyeits  de  r^sister  aux  efibrts  de  bien 
des  causes  qui  cessent  de  Talarmer  des  qn*il  lea  a 
connues.  En  un  mot,  sea  tefreurs  se  dissipent  dam 
la  mi&ine  proportion  que  son  esprit  s'^claire.  L'homme 
instrutt  cesae  d'etre  superstitieux. 

Ce  n*eat  jamais  que  sur  parole  qu^e  des  penples 
cntiers  adorent  le  Dieu  de  leurs  peres  et  de  leurs 
prftires;  Tauiorit^,  la  confiance,  la  soumission,  ei 
llmbitude,  leur  tiennent  lieu  de  conviction  et  de  preu- 
Tes ;  ils  se  pruelement  et  prient,  perce  que  leurs  peres 
leur  ont  appris  a  se  prosterher  et  prier :  mais  pourquoi 
eeux«ci  se  sont-ils  mis  a  genoux  ?  C'est  que  dans  les 
temps  eloignds  leurs  Icgislateurs  et  leurs  guides  leur 
en  ont  fiiit  an  devoir.  "  Adorez  et  croyez,"  ont-ils 
dit, "  des  diedx  quo  vous  ne  pouvez  comprondre ;  rap- 
portez-vooa  en  a  nbtre  sagesse  profbnde ;  nous  en  sa- 
▼ons  plus  que  vous  sur  la  Divinity."  Mais  pouiquoi 
men  rapporterois-je  a  vous?  Cesi que  Dieu  le  veut 
amsi,  c^est'qae  Dieu  vous  punira  si  vous  osez  r^sister. 
Mais  ce  Dieu  n'e8t*il  done  pas  la  chose  en  question  ? 
Cependant  les  hommes  se  sont  'toujours  payi^s  de  ce 
cercle  Ticieux,*  la  paresse  de  leur  esprit  leur  fit 
troQver  plus  couft  de  s*en  rapporter  au  jugement  des 
autres.  Toutes  les  notions  religieuses  sont  ibnddes 
aniqnement  sur  Tautoritd;  toutes  les  religions  du 
monde  d6fendent  I'cxamen  ^t  ne  venlent  pas  que  Ton 
nisonne;  c*est  Fautorit^  qui  veut  qu'on  croye  eii 
Dieu ;  ce  Dieu  n'est  !ui-m6mo  fbnde  que  sur  Tautorit^, 
de  qaelques  bommea  qui  pr^tendent  le  connoitre,  et 
venir  de  sa  part  pour  I'aryioncer  a  la  terre.  Un  Di^u 
feit  par  lea  hommes,  a  saAs  doute  besoin  des  hommes 
pour  se  fair%  connottre  aux  hommes. 

Ne  seroic-ee  done  que  pour  des  pr^tres,  des  inspires, 
des  metaphyaiciens  que  seroit  r^serv^e  ia  convicdon 
de  TexisicDce  d*un  Dieu,  que  Ton  dit  n^ajirooins  si 
n^cessaire  k  tout  le  genre  humain  ?  Mais  trouvons- 
oous  de  rharmonio  entre  les  opinions  th^logiquea 
des  dsffirens  inspire  oti  des  penseurs  rependus  sur 
la  terre  f  Ceux  memes  qui  font  profession  d'adorcr  le 
m^me  Dieu,  sont-ils  d]acoord  sur  son  compte  f  Sont- 
lis  contents  dea  preuves  que  leurs  oollegues  apportent 
de  son  existence  ?  Souscrivent-ils  unanimement  aux 
id^es  qulMla  prdsentent  sur  sa  nature,  sur  sa  conduite, 
sur  la  facon  d'entendre  ses  pr#tendus oracles?  Estril 
tme  conir^e  sur  la  terre,  ou  la  science  de  Dieu  se 
soit  r^ellement  perfectionmde?  A-i-elle  pria  quelque 
purt  la  oonsistance  et  runifbrmitd  que  doub  voyons 
prendre  aux  connoissances  humaines,  aux  arts  les  plus 
fhtiles,  aux  metiers  les  plus  m^pris^  f  Des  mots  cTea- 
prit,  tTimmalirialiUf  de  criationy  de  pridetixnatum^ 


de  grace ;  cette  fpule  de  distinctions  subtiles  dont  la 
theolo^ie  s'cst  partout  remplie  dans  quelques  pays, 
ccS  inventions  si  ing^nfdtises,  imaginees  par  des  pen- 
seurs qui  se  sont  succ^des  depuis  tont  de  siecles, 
n'ont  fait,  h^las !  qu'embrouilier  les  choses,  et  jamais 
la  science  la  phis  ndcessairo  aux  hommes  n'a  jus- 
qu'ici  pu  acqu^hr  la  moindre  fixiid.  Depuis  des  mil 
liers  d*ann0e8,  ces  r^veun  oisifii  se  sont  perp^tuellft- 
nient  rolayds  pour  m^diier  la  Diviniti^,  pourdevinersea 
voies  cachc^es,  pour  inventer  d^s  hypotheses  pmpres 
a  d^velppper  cette  dnigme  importante.  Leur  peu  de 
succesn'a  point  d^couragd  la  vanity  th^ologique ;  tou- 
jours on  a  porl6  de  Dieu :  on  s'est  dgorg^  pour  lui, 
et  cet  Stre  sublime  demeure  toujours  le.  plus  ignord 
el  le  plus  discutd. 

Cea  hommes  auroient  6t6  trbp  heureuf,  si,  se  bor- 
nani  aux  objets  visiblea  qui  les  int^ressent,  ils  eua 
sent  employ^  a  perfectionner  leurs  sciences  r^elles, 
leurs  lois,  leur  morale,  leur  Education,  la  moitid  des 
efforts  quails  ont  mis  dans  leurs  recherches  sur  la  Di- 
vinity.    Ils  auroient  ^t^  bien  plus  snges  encore,  et 
plus  fortune,  s*iis  eussent  pu  consentir  a  laiaser  leun 
guides  d^soeutr^  se  qu^reUer  entre  eux,  et  sonder 
des  profendours  capobles  de  les  ^tourdir,  sans  se  m6- 
ler  deieuFB  disputes  insens^es.     Mais  ii  est  de  Tes- 
sence  de  Tignorance  d*attacher  de  Timportance  a  cd 
qu*elle  ne  comprends  pas.  La  vanit^  humaine  fait  que 
Tesprit  se  roidit  centre  Ics  difficulties.     Plus  un  ob- 
Jet  se  d^robe  a  nos  yeux,  plus  nous  faisons  d'efibrtk 
pour  le  saisir,  parceque  des-Iors  il  aiguillonne  notre 
orgueil,  il  excite  notre  curiosild,  il  nous  paroit  int^r- 
essant     En  combattant  pour  son  Dieu  chacun  no 
combattit  en  eflet  que  pour  les  inlerfits  de  sa  propre 
vanit^,  qui  de  toutes  les  passions  produits  par  la  n^a^l 
organisation  de  la  soci^t^,  est  la  plus  promple  a  s'alar- 
mer,  et  la  plus  propre  a  produire  de  tr^  grandes  fiilies* 
Si  ^cartant  pour  un  moment  les  id^es  f&chruses 
que  la  theologio  nous  donne  d'un  Dieu  o^pricieux, 
dont  les  d^crets  partiaux  et  despotiques  ddcident  du 
sort  des  humains,  nous  ne  voulons  fixer  nos  yeux  que 
sur  la  bontd  prdtendue,  que  tgva  les  hommes,  mSme 
en  tremblant  devant  ce  Dieu,,  s'aocordent  a  lui  don- 
ner;  si  nous  lui  suppoaons  le  projet  qu'on  lui  pr6te, 
de  n'avoir  iravaill^  que  pour  sa  propre  gloire;  d'exi- 
ger  les  hommages  des  Stres  intelligens ;  de  ne  cher- 
che^  dans  ses  oedyrcs  que  le  bien-^tre  du  genre  hu- 
main ;  comment  ooncilier  ses  vues  et  ses  dispoHitiona 
avec  I'ignerance  vraiment  invincible  dana  la(|ueUe 
ee  Dieu,  si  glorieux  et  si  bon;  laisse  la  pi  apart  das 
hommes  sur  son  compte  7  Si  Dieu  veut  dire  ct>nnu, 
oh^ri,  remerci^,  que  ne  se  montre-t-il  sous  des  traits 
&vorablM  i  tons  ces  ^tres  intelligens  dont  il  veut 
6tre  tuTu6  et  ador6  ?  Pourquoi  ne  point  se  manifebter 
k  toute  la  terre  d'une  fa^on  non  ^uivoque,  bien  plus 
capable  de  nous  oonvaincre,  que  ces  r^vdlations  piur- 
ticulieres  qui  semblent  accuser  la  Divinity  d'une  par- 
tiality- f  &cheuse  pour  quelques  unes  de  ses  creatures  ? 
Le  Tou^Pui8Bant  n'auroit-il  done   pas  des  moyens 
plus  convainquans  dese  monlrar  aux  hommes.  que 
ces  metamorphoses  ridicules,  ces  incarnations  pre- 
tend ues,  qui  nous  aont  attest^es  par  des  dcrivains  si 
peu  d'accord  entre  eux  dans  les  r^cits  qu'ik  en  font  ? 
Au  lieu  de  tant  de  miracles  invent^  pour,  prouver 
la  mission  divine  de  tant  de  Icgislateurs  rCverCs  par 
lee  difldrens  peuples  du  monde,  le  souverain  des  es- 
prits  ne  pouvoit-il  pas  convaincre  tout  d*un  eoup  I'es- 
prit  humain  des  choses  qu'il  a  voulu  lui  faire  connot- 
tre ?  Au  lieu  de  suspcndre  un  soleil  dans  la  vuAte  du 
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Jfrmament ;  au  lieu  de  r^pen Jre  sans  ordre  lee  ^totles 
et  les  oonntellations  qui  reropUsfieat  respoce,  n'eut'il 
pofl  ^ie  plus  confbrine  aux  vuea  d'un  Dicu  jaloux.  de 
BE  gloire  et  si  bien  intcntionn^  pour  rhomnie,  d*6crire 
d'une  ia^oD  non  sujcUe  k  dispute,  son  nom,  ses  atlri- 
buts,  ses  volenti  pcrmanentes  en  caractcres  inefia^a- 
bles  et  lisible  6galement  pour  tous  lea  habiians  de  la 
terre  7  Personne  alors  n'auroit  pu  douter  de  1 'exis- 
tence d*un  I^eu,  de  ses  volontcs  dairc«,'de  ses  in- 
tenlions  visibles.  Sous  les  yeux  de  ce  Dieu  si  terri- 
ble personne  n'auroit  eu  Taudace  de  violer  ses  or- 
donnances ;  nul  mortel  n'eut  ose  se  inettre  dans  le 
cas  d'atdrer  sa  colore ;  enfin  nul  homme  n'eut  eu  le 
fh>nt  d'en  imposer  en  son  nom,  ou  d'interpreier  ses 
volenti  suivant  ses  propres  faniaisies. 

En  eflfet,  quand  ro^me  on  admettroit  I'existence  du 
Dieu  thfologique,  et  la  fealii6  des  atthbuts  ^i  discor- 
dans  qu'on  lui  donne,  Ton  ne  peut  en  rien  conclure, 
pourautoriser  la  coaduite  ou  les  cultes  qu'on  present 
de  lui  rendre.  La  th^logie  est  vrqiraent  le  tonneau 
dcs  DaiuAdes,  A  (broe  de  qunlit^  contradictoires  et 
d*asBertions  hasard^,  elle  a,  pour  ainsi  dire,  telle- 
ment'  garot^  ion  Dieu  qu'elle  I'a  mis  dans  Timpoasi- 
bilit^  d'agir.  S'il  est  infiniment  bon,  qu'elle  raison 
aurions  nous  de  le  craindre  ?  SMI  est  infiniment  sage, 
de  quoi  nous  inqui^ter  sur  notre  sort  ?  S'ii  sail  tout, 
pOurquoi  I'avertir  de  Qoa  besoins,  et  le  faliguer  de  nos 
pri^res?  S*il  eat  parlout,  pourquoi  lui  elever  des  tem- 
ples? S'ii  est  mattre  de  tout,  pourquoi  lui  faire  des 
sacrifices  et  des  ofTrandes  7  S*il  est  juste,  comment 
cioire  qu'il  punisse  des  creatures  qu'il  a  romplies  de 
foiblesSes  f  Si  la  grace  fait  tout  en  clLes,  quelle  raison 
aufoii-ildeletr^mpenser7  S'il  est  tout- puissant,  com- 
ment Tofifenser,  comment  lui  roister  7  S'il  est  raison- 
nabIe,oommentsemellrait-ilen  colere  contre  desoveu- 
gles,  k  qui  il  a  laiss^  k  liberty  de  deraisonner !  S'il 
est  immuable,  de  quel  droit  pr^iendrions-nous  faire 
changer  ses  d^rets  ?  S*il  est  inconcovablc,  pourquoi 
Dous  en  oocaper  7  S*il  a  parle,  pourquoi  l'Uni- 
TVRS  if'EflT-iL  PA8  C0NVA!Ncu7  Si  la  connoissance 
d*un  Dieu  est  la  plus  n^essaire,  pourquoi  n'est-elle 
^pas  la  plus  ^vidente,  et  la  plus  claire  ? — SyalhnB  de 
la  Naiure.  London^  1781. 

The  enlightened  and  benevolent  Pliny  thus  pub- 
licly professes  himself  an  atheist : — Quapropter  efli- 
giera  Dei,  (brmamque  quserere,  imbecillitaiia  humanm 
reor.  Quisquis  est  Deus  (si  modo  es:  alius)  et  qua- 
cunqoe  in  parte,  totus  est  sensus,  totus  est  visus,  totus 
audjtus,  totus  aninue,  totus  animi,  totus  sui.  *  *  * 
imperfects  vero  in  homine  natures  pnccipua  solatia 
nie  deum  quidem  posse  omnia.  Namquc  nee  sibi  po- 
test mortem  consciscere,  si  yelit,  quod  homini  dedit 
optimum  in  tantis  vita  poenis :  nee  mortales  SBtcmitate 
donare,  aut  revocare  defunclos;  me  facere  ut  qui 
vixit  non  vixerit,  qui  honores  gcssit  non  gesserit,  nul- 
lumque  habere  in  pnsteritum  jus,  pnetcrqiiam  oblivi- 
onis,  aique  ut  facetis  quoque  argumentis  societas  han; 
cum  deo  copuletur,  ut  bis  dena  viginta  non  sint,  el 
multa  similiter  eflflcere  non  posse. — Per  qu«|>,  decla- 
raiur  hand  dubie,  naruna  potentiom  id  quoque  esse, 
quod  Deum  vocamus. — Plin.  Nat.  IIisl.  cap,  de  Deo. 

The  consistent  Newtonian  is  necemarily  an  atheist. 
See  Sir  W.  Drummond's  Academical  Quttaions^  chap. 
Sir  W.  seems  to  consider  the  atheism  to  which 


111. 


it  leads,  as  a  sulHcient  presujnption  of  the  falsehood 
of  the  system  of  gravitatioh :  but  surely  it  is  more 
Gonmsteni  with  the  good  faith  of  philoflophy  to  admit 
a  deduction  from  facts  than  an  hypothesis  incapable 
of  proof,  although  it  might  militate  with  the  '^liR.vnate 


preconceptions  of  the  simob.  Had  this  author,  mitead 
of  inveighing  against  the  guilt  and  absurdity  of  aihe* 
ism,  demonstrated  its  falsehood,  his  oooduct  would 
have  been  more  suited  to. the  modesty  oC  the  aoeptie 
and  the  loleraiioo  of  the  philoaopher. 

Omnia  cnim  per  Dei  poientiam  facia  aunt:  inot 
quia  natura  potentia  nulla  est  nisi  ipsa  Dei  poteniia. 
artem  est  nos  catemus  Dei  potentiam  non  ini^Ugere, 
qualenijs  causas  naturales  ignoramus ;  adeoqutf  stulte 
ad  eandem  Dei  potentiam  recurritur,  quando  rei  ali 
cujus,  causam  naturalem,  sive  eat,  ipsam  Dei  poteo- 
tidm  ignoramus. — Spinoba.  TracL  TbeokgieO'PeL 
chap.  i.  page  14. 

Note  14,  page  117,  ool.  2. 
AhasusnM,  rise! 

''Ahasuerus  the  Jew  crept  forth  from  the  dark 
cave  of  Mount  Carmel.  Near  two  thousand  yean 
have  elapsed  since  he  was  first  goaded  by  never-end- 
ing restlessness  to  rove  the  globe  from  pole  to  pole- 
When  our  Lord  was  wearied  with  Uie  burth(»i  of 
his  ponderous  cross,  and  wanted  to  rest  before  the 
door  of  Ahasueriis,  the  unfeeling  wretch  drove  him 
away' with  brutality.  The  Sovior  of  mankind  al«g- 
gercd.  sinking  under  the  heavy  load,  but  Uttered  no 
complaint.  An  angel  of  death.appeared  before  Aha- 
suerus,  an4  exclaimed  indigpantly,  *  Barbarian !  thou 
hast  denied  rest  to  the  Son  of  Man :  hf  it  denied  thee 
also,  until  he  comes  to  judge  the  world/    , 

**  A  black  demon,  let  loose  from  hell  upon  Ahasa 
enis,  goads  him  now  from  country  to  eountry :  he  9 
denied  the  (H>nsolation  which  death  aflbrds,  and  pra 
eluded  from  the  rest  of  the  peaceful  grave. 

"  Ahasucrus  crept  forth  from  the  dark  cave  ol 
Mount  Carmel — he  shook  the  dust  from  his  beaxd— 
and  taking  up  cme  of  the  skulls  heaped  there,  burled 
it  down  the  eminence  :  it  rebounded  from  the  earth 
in  shivered  atoms.  This  was  my  father !  roared  Alia 
suerus.  i^even  more  skulls  rolled  down  from  rocklo 
rock ;  while  the  infuriate  Jew,  following  them  with 
ghnslly  looks,  exclaimed — Aud  these  were  my  wives ! 
lie  still  conlinued  to  hurl  down  skull  afler  skull,;  rou^ 
ing  in  dreadful  accents — And  these,  and  these,  and 
these  were  my  children !  They  ceuld  diet  but  I! 
reprobate  w  reich,  alas !  I  cannot  die  !  Dreadful  be- 
yond conception  is  the  judgment  that  han^i  over  niCL 
Jerusalem  fell — 1  crushed  the  sucking  babe,  and  prfr 
cipitared  myself  into  the  destructive  flauies.  1  cursed 
the  Romans — but,  alas !  alas !  the  re^tluaa  curse  held 
me  by  the  hair,— and  1  could  not  die  I 

*'  Rome  the  giantess  fell — 1  placed  myself  before 
the  fulling  statue — she  fell*  and  did  not  crush  me. 
Nations  sprung  up  and  disappeared  before  roe ; — bat 
1  remained  and  did  not  die.  From  cloud-enoirrled 
cliffs  did  I  precipitate  myself  into  the  ocean  {  but  the 
foaming  billows  cast  me  upon  the  shore,  ard  tha 
burning  arrow  of  existence  pierced  my  cold  heart 
agoitL  1  leaped  into  £tna*8  flaming  abyaa,  and  roared 
with  the  giants  for  ten  long  months,  polluting  with 
my  groans  the  Mount's  sulphureous  mouth — ali!  tea 
long  months.  The  volcano  fermented,  and  in  a  Mey 
stream  of  lava  cast  me  up.  I  lay  torn  by  the  tortum 
snakes  of  hell  amid  the  glowing  cinders,  and  yet 
continued  to  exist — A  forest  was  on  fire :  1  darted 
on  wings  of  fury  and  despair  into  the  crackling  wood. 
Fire  dropped  upon  me  from  the  trees,  but  ilie  (lames 
only  singed  my  limbs ;  alas !  it  could  not  consume 
thenk — I  now  mixed  with  the  butchers  of  mankind 
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and  pl^mtped  m  the  tompMi  of  the  raging  battle.  I 
loareid  de^ance  to  the  infuriate  Gaul,<  defiance  to  the 
▼ietorioos  Gennan ;  Imt  arrows  and  spears  rebounded 
in  shivers  fiom  my  body.'  The  Saracen's  flaming 
■WDid  broke  upon  my  skull:  balls  in  vain  hisBed 
upon  me:  die  lightnifigs  of  battle  glared  harmless 
around  my  louis:  in  vain  did  the  elephant  trample 
on  me,  in  vain  the  iron  hoof  of  the  wrathful  steed  \ 
The  mine,  big  with  destructive  power,  burst  upon 
me,  and  hurled  me  high  in  the  air-^I  fell  on  heaps 
of  smoking  limbs,  but  was  only  singed.  The  giant's 
steel  club  lebounded  from  my  body ;  the  executioner's 
haild  oould  not  strangle  me,  the  tiger's  tooth  could 
not  pierce  me,  nor  would  the  hungry  Hon  in  the  cir- 
cus devout  me.  I  oohabitated  with  poisonous  snakes, 
and  pinched  the  red  crest  of  the  dragon.  The  ser- 
pent stung}  but  could  not  destroy  me. — The  dragon 
tormented,  "but  dared  not  to  devour  me. — I  now  pro- 
voked the  fbry  of  tyrants:  I  said  to  Nero,  Thou  art 
a  bloodhound !  I  said  to  Christiem,  Thou  art  a  blood- 
hound! I  said  to  Muley  Ismail,  Thou  art  a  blood- 
hound ! — ^The  tyrants  invented  cruel  torments,  but 

did  not .  kill  me. ^Ha !  not  to  be  able  lo 

die — ^not  to  be  able  to  die — not  to  be  permitted  to 
rest  ailei:  the  toils  of  life— to  be  doomed  to  bo  im- 
prisoned for  ever  in  the  clay-formed  dungeon — to  be 
for  ever  clogged  with  this  worthless  body,  its  load  of 
diseases  and  infirmities — ^to  be  condemned  to  hold  for 
millenniums  that  yawning  monster  Sameness,  and 
Time',  that  hungry  hyena,  ever  bearing  children,  and 
ever  devouring  again  her  offipring ! — Ha !  not  to  be 
permitted  to  die  I  AWfol  avenger  in  Heaven,  hast 
thou  in  thine  armory  of  wrath  a  punishment  more 


that  Jesus  Christ,  so  far  fipm  being  a  ,God,  was  only 
a  man  like  themselves.  But  a  numerous  set  of  men, 
who  derived,  and  still  derive  immense  emoluments 
from  this  opinion,  in  the  shape  of  a  popular  belief, 
told  the  vulgar,  that,  if  they  did  not  believe  in  the 
Bible,  they  would  be  damned  to  all  eternity  $  and 
burned,  imprisoned,  and  poisoned  all  the  unlnassed 
and  unconnected  inquiron  who  occasionaTIy  arose. 
They  still  oppress  them,  so  for  as  the  people,  now 
become  more  enlightened,  will  allow. 

The  belief  in  all  that  tlie  Bible  contains,  is  called 
Christianity.  A  Roman  governor  of  Judea,  at  the  in- 
stances of  a  priestpled  mob,  crucified  a  man  called 
Jesus,  eighteen  centuries  ago.  He  was  a  man  of  pure 
life,  who  desired  to  rescue  his  countrymen  from  tlie 
tyraimy  of  their  barbarous  and  degrading  superstitions. 
The  common  fato  of  all  who  desire  to  benefit  man- 
Idnd  awaited  him.  The  rabble,  at  the  instigation  of 
the  priests^  demanded  his  death,  although  his  very 
judge  made  public  acknowledgment  of  his  innocence. 
Jesus  was  sacrificed  to  the  honor  of  that  God  with 
whom  he  wasaf^erw^s  confounded.  It  is  of  im- 
portance, therefore,  to  distinguish  between  the  pre= 
tended  character  of  this  being  as  the  Son  of  God 
and  the  Savior  of  the  worid,  and  his  real  character 
as  a  man,  who,  for  a  vain  attempt  to  refohn  the  world, 
paid  the  forfeit  of  his  life  to  that  overbearing  tyranny 
which  has  since  so  long  desolated  the  universe  in  his 
name.  Whilst  the  one  is  a  hypocritical  demon,  who 
announces  himself  as  the  God  of  companion  and 
peace,  even  whilst  he  stretches  forth  his  blood-red 
hand  with  the  sword  of  discord  to  'waste  the  earth, 
having  confessedly  devised  this  scheme  of  desolation 
dfeadfill  ?  then  let  it  thunder  upon  me,  command  a  from  eternity ;  the  other  stands  in  the  foremost  list  of 
hurricane  to  sweep  me  down  to  the  foot  of  Carmcl,  those  true  heroes,  who  have  died  in  the  glorious 


that  I  there  may  lie  extended ;  may  panfund  writhe, 
and  die!"  , 

This  fragment  is  the  translation  of  part  of  some 
German  work,  whosb  title  I  have  vainly  endeavored 
to  discover.  I  pidced  it  up,  dirty  and  torn,  some 
yean  ago,  in  linooln's-Inn  Fields. 


Note  15,  page  118,  col.  1. 

I  will  beget  a  Son,  snd  he  sbaU  bear 
The  aiiu  of  all  th^  worid* 

A  ,book  is  {kit  into  our  hands  when  children,  called 
the  Bible,  the  purport  of  whose  history  i^  briefly  this: 
That  Go4  made  the  earth  in  six  days,  and  there  planted 
a  delightful  garden,  in  which  he  pkced  the  flrst  pair 
of  human  beings.  In  the  midst  of  the  garden  he 
planted  a  tree,  whose  fruit,  although  within  their 
reach,  they  were  forbidden  to  touch.  That  the  Devil, 
m  the  shape  of  a  snake,  persuaded  them  to  eat  of 
this  fhiit ;  in  consequence  of  which  God  condemned 
both  them  and  their  posterity  yet  unborn,  to  satisfy 
his  justice  by  their  etomal  misery.  That,  four  thou- 
sand yean  aAer  these  events  (the  human  race  in  the 
meanwhile  having  gone  unredeemed  to  perdition), 
God  engendered  with  the  betrothed  wife  ^f  a  car^ 
penter  in  Judea  (whose  virginity  was  nevertheless 
uninjured),  and  begat  a  Son,  whose  name  was  Jesus 
Christ;  and  who  was  crucifiod  and  died,<in  order 
that  no  more  men  might  be  devoted  to  hell-fire,  he 
bearing  the  burthen  of  his  Father's  displeasure  by 
proxy.  The  book  states,  in  addition,  that  the  soul  of 
whoever  disbelieves  this  sacrifice  will  b^  burned  with 
everlasting  fire 

During  many  ages  of  misery  and  darkness,  this 
story  gained  implicit  belief;  but  at  length  men  arose 
wbA  suspected  that  it  was  a  fatfte  and  imposture,  and 


martjrrdom  of  liberty,  and  have  braved  torture,  con- 
tempt, and  poverty,  in  the  cause  of  suffering  hu 
manity.* 

The  vulgar,  ever  in  extremes,  became  persuaded 
that  the  cruoifixion  of  Jesus  n-as  asopemamral  event. 
Testimonies  of  miracles,  so  frequent  in  unenlightened 
ages,  were  not  wanting  to  prove  that' he  was  some- 
thing divine.  This  beUef^  rolling  through  the  lapse 
of  ages,  met  with  the  reveries  of  Plato  and  the  rea- 
sonings of  Aristotle,  and  acquired  force  and  extent, 
until  the  divinity  of  Jesus  liecame  a  dogma,  which 
to  dispute  was  death,  which  to  doubt  was  inflimy. 

Christianity  is  ildw  the  established  religion:  he 
who  attempts  to  impugn  it,  must  be  contented  to  be- 
hold murderen  and  troitora  take  precedence  of  him 
in  public  opinion :  though,  if  his  genius  be  equal  to 
his  courage,  and  assisted  by  a  peculiar  coalition  of 
circumstances,  future  ages  may  exalt  him  to  a  di- 
vinity, and  persecuto  othera  in  his  name,  as  he  was 
persecuted  in  the  name  of  his  predecessor  in  the 
h(Hnage  of  the  world. 

The  same  means  that  have  supported  every  other 
popular  belief^  have  supported  Christianity.  War, 
imprisonment,  assassination,  and  falsehood ;  deeds  of 
unexampled  and  incomparable  atrocity,  have  made  it 
what  it  is.  The  blood  shed  by  the  votaries  of  the 
God  of  mercy  and  peace,  since  the  establishment  of 
his  religion,  would  probably  suffice  to  drown  all  other 
sectaries  now  on  the  habitable  globe.  We  derive 
ffom  our  anceston  a  faith  thus  fostered  and  support- 
ed :  wo  quarrel,  persecute,  and  hate  fi>r  its  mainte- 


*  Since  writing  this  note,  I  have  seen  reason  to  suspect 
that  Jesus  was  an  ambitious  man,  who  aqiired  to  the 
throne  of  Judea. 
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nance.  Even  under  a  government  which,  whilst  it 
infringes  the  very  right  of  thought  and  speech,  boasts 
of  permitting  the  liberty  of  the  press,  a  man  is  pil- 
loried and  imprisoned  because  he  is  a  deist,  and  no 
one  raises  his  voice  in  the  indignation  of  outraged 
humanity.  But  it  is  ever  a  proof  that  the  falsehood 
of  a  proposition  is  fek  by  those  ivho  use  coercion, 
not  reasoning,  to  procure  its  admission ;  and  a  dis- 
passionate observer  would  feel  himself  more  power- 
fully interested  in  favor  of  a  man,  who,  depending 
on  the  truth  of  his  opinions,  simply  stated  his  reasons 
ibr  entertaining  them,  than  in  that  of  his  aggressor, 
who  daringly  avowing  his  unwillingness  or  incapacity 
to  answer  them  by  argument,  proceeded  to  repress 
the  energies  and  break  the  spirit  of  their  promulgator 
by  that  torture  and  imprisonment  whose  infliction  he 
OQuld  command. 

Analogy  seems  to  favor  the  opinion,  that  as,  like 
other  systems,  Christianity  has  arisen  and  augmented, 
ao  like  them  it  will  decay  and  perish ;  that,  as  vio- 
lence, darimess,  and  deceit,  not  reasoning  and  persua- 
sion, have  procured  its  admission  among  mankind, 
80,  when  enthusiasm  has  subsided,  and  time,  that  in- 
fitUible  controverter  of  &\ae  opinions,  has  involved 
its  pretended  evidences  in  the  darkness  of  antiquity, 
it  will  become  obsolete;  that  Milion%  poem  alone 
will  give  permanency  to  the  remembrance  of  its  ab- 
surdities; and  that  men  will  laugh  as  heartily  at 
grace,  faith,  redeknption.  and  original  sin,  as  they 
now  do  at  the  metamorphoses  of  Xupiter,  the  miracles 
of  Romish  saints,  the  efficacy  of  witchcraft,  and  the 
appearance  of  departed  spirila. 

Had  the  Christian  religiun  commenced  and  con- 
tinued 1^  the  mere  force  of  reasoning  and  pensuasion, 
the  preceding  analogy  would  be  inadmissible.  We 
■hould  never  speculate  on  the  future  obsoleteness  of 
a  system  perfectly  conformable  to  nature  and  reason : 
it  woold  endure  so  long  as  ihey  endured ;  it  would 
be  a  truth  as  indisputable  as  the  light  of  the  sun,  the 
criminality  of  murder,  and  other  facts,  whose  evi- 
dence,  depending  on  our  organization  and  relative 
tituatlona,  must  remain  acknowledged  as  satisfactory 
10  long  as  man  is  man.  It  is  an  incontrovertible  fact, 
the  coDsidemtion  of  which  ought  to  repress  the  hasty 
oonclusions  of  credulity,  or  moderate  its  obstinacy  in 
maintaining  them,  thai,  had  the  Jews  not  been  a 
fanatical  race  of  men,  had  even  tiie  resolution  of 
Pontius  Pilate  been  equal  to  his  candor,  the  Christian 
religion  never  could  have  prevailed,  it  could  not  even 
have  existed :  on  so  feeble  a  thread  hangs  the  roost 
cherished  opinion  of  a  sixth  of  the  human  race! 
Wlien  will  the  vulgar  learn  humility  ?  When  will  the 
pride  of  ignorance  bfush  at  having  believed  before  it 
oould  comprehend? 

Either  the  Christian  reli^on  is  true,  or  it  is  false ; 
if  true,  it  Comes  from  God,  and  its  authentici^  can 
admit  of  doubt  and  dispute  no  further  than  its  om- 
nipotent author  is  willing  to  allow.  Either  the  power 
or  the  goodness  of  God  is  called  in  question,  if  he 
leaves  those  doctrines  most  essential  to  the  well-being 
of  man  in  doubt  and  dispute ;  the  only  ones  which, 
since  their  promulgation,  have  been  the  subject  of 
unceasing  cavil,  the  cause  of  irreconcilable  hatred. 
If  God  ha$  spoken,  tohy  U  the  uidverM  ymT  continceit 

There  is  this  passage  in  the  Christian  Scriptures : 
**  Those  who  obey  not  God,  and  believe  not  the  Gos- 
pel <^  his  Son,  shall  be  punished  with  everlasting 
destruction."  This  is  the  pivot  upon  which  all  re- 
ligions turn  ;  they  all  assume  that  it  is  in  our  power 
10  believe  or  not  to  believe ;  whereas  the  mind  can 


only  believe  that  which  it  thinks  true.  A  hnman 
being  can  only  be  supposed  accountable  ibr  tfao^ 
actions  which  are  influenced  by  his  will.  But  belier 
is  utterly  distinct  from  and  unconnect^  with*  volitioa: 
it  is  the  apprehensiofi  of  the  agreement  or  disagree- 
ment  of  the  ideas  that  compose  any  proposition.  Be- 
lief is  a  passion,  oi^  involuntary  operation  of  the  mind* 
and,  like  other  passions,  its  intensity  is  predaely  pco- 
pordonate  to  the  degrees  of  excitement  Volition  im 
essential  to  merit  or  demerit  But  the  Christian  reli- 
gion attaches  the  higheat  possible  degrees  of  mem 
and  demerit  to  that  which  is  worthy  of  neither,  and 
which  is  totally  unconnected  with  the  peculiar 
faculty  of  the  mind,  whose  presence  is  esseniial  to 
their  being. 

Christianity  was  intended  to  refiim  the  world :  had 
an  all-wise  Being  planned  it,  ncMhing  is  more  improba- 
ble than  that  it  should  have  failed:  omniscienca 
would  infallibly  have  foreseen  the  inutili^  of  a 
scheme  which  experience  demonstrates,  to  this  age 
to  liave'  been  utterly  unsuccessfuL 

Christianity  inculcates  the  necessity  of  supplicatix]^ 
the  Deity.  Prayer  may  be  considered  under  two 
points  of  view  ; — as  an  endeavor  to  cl)angc  the  in- 
tentions of  God,  or  as  a  fonnal  testimony  of  our  obe- 
dience. But  the  former  case  supposes  that  the  ca» 
prices  of  a  limited  intelligence  can  occasionally  in- 
struct the  Creator  of  the  world  how  lo  regulate  the 
universe ;  and  the  latter,  a  certain  degree  of  servility 
analogous  to  the  loyalty  demanded  by  earthly  tyrants. 
Obedienre  indeed  is  only  the  pitiful  and  cowardly 
egotism  of  him  who  thinks  that  he  can  do  ■«""*»t^t*ing 
better  than  reason. 

Christianity,  like  all  other  religions,  rests  upoo 
miracles,  prophecies,  and  martyrdoms,  ^o'  religion 
ever  existed,  which  had  not  its  prophets,  ifii  attested 
miracles,  and,  above  all,  crowds  of  devotees  who 
iit'ould  bear  patiently  the  most  horrible  tortures  to 
prove  its  authenticity.  It  should  appear  that  in  no 
cose  can  a  discriminating  mind  subscribe  to  the  genu- 
inencra  of  a  miracle.  A  miracle  is  an  infractioa  of 
nature's  law,  by  a  supernatural  cause ;  by  a  cause 
acting  beyond  that  eternal  circle  within  which  all 
things  are  included.  God  breaks  through  the  law  of 
nature,  that  he  may  convince  mankind  of  the  tnidi 
of  thot  revelation  which,  in  spite  of  his  procaoiMiis, 
has  been,  since  its  introduction,  the  su^ect  of  un- 
ceasing schism  and  cavil. 

Miracles  resolve  themselves  into  the  foUowiiiig 
questions  :* — Whetlier  it  is  more  probable  the  laws 
of  nature,  hitherto  so  immutably  harmonious,  Aould 
have  undergone  violation,  or  thai  a  man  should  have 
told  a  lie  ?  Whether  it  is  more  probable  that  we  are 
ignorant  of  the  natural  cause  of  an  event,  or  Uwt  we 
know  the  supernatural  one?  That,  in  old  tinies» 
when  the  powen  of  nature  were  less  known  than 
at  present,  a  certain  set  of  men  were  themoelves  de* 
ceived,  or  had  some  hidden  motive  for  deceivii^ 
others ;  or  diat  God  b^gat  a  son,  who,  in  his  legisla* 
tion,  measuring  merit  by  belief,  evidenced  himself 
to  be  totally  ignorant  of  the  powen  of  the  human 
mind — of  what  is  voluntary,  and  what  is  the  con* 
trtryf 

We  have  many  instances  of  men  telling  liea ; — 
none  of  an  infraction  of  nature's  lawa,  tbon  kwa  of 
whose  government  alone  we  hav0  any  knowledge 
or  experience.  The  records  of  all  natiom  afibrd  in- 
numerable instances  of  men  deceiving  others,  either 


*  8ee  Hane*s  Essays,  voL  H.  pags  IJU. 
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from  vani^  or  idternt,  or  theiioieh  »  being  deceived 
hy  the  Kmiiednees  of  iheir  views  and  their  ignoraiice 
of  natural  rauaes:  but  where  ia  the  accredited  case 
of  God  having  come  ^ipon  earth,  to  give  the  li^  tp 
his  own  creationa  7  There  would  be  aomething  truly 
wonderful  in  the  appearance  o£  a  ^ghoat ;  but  the 
funertion  of  a  child  that  he  saw  one  as  he  paased 
through  the  church-yaid  is  univenaUy  admitted  to  be 
lesB  miraQalous. 

But  even  supposing  that  a  man  should  raise  a  dead 
body  to  life  be^re  our  eyes,  and  on  this  fact  rest  his 
clain)  to  being  considered  the  son  of  God ; — the  tlu- 
nane  Society  raatoretf  drowned  persons,  and  because 
il  makes  no  mystery  of  the  method  it  employs^  its 
membeiB  are«Dot  mistaken  fi>r  the  sons  of  God.  All 
that  we  have  a  right  to  infer  from  our  ignorance  of 
the  cause  of  any  event  is,  that  we  do  not  know  it : 
had  the  Mexicuns  attended  to  this  simple  rule  when 
they  heard  the  cannon  of  the  Spaniards,  they  would 
not  have  considered  fhem  as  gods :  the  experimetits 
(rf*  modem  chemistry  would  have  defied  the  wisest 
irfiiloaophers  of  ancient  Greece  artd.  Rome  to  have 
accounted'  for  them  on  natural' principles.  An  author 
of  strong  common  seni^  has  observed,  that "  a  miracle 
k  no  miracle  at  second-hand  f  he  might  have  added, 
(hat  a  miracle  is  no  miracle  in  any  case ;  for  until 
we  are  acquainted  with  all  natural  causes,  we  have 
no  rtason  to  imagine  others. 

llkece  remains  to  be  oonndered  another  proof  of 
Christiaiiity — Prophecy.  A  book  is  written  before  a 
certain  event,  in  which  diia  event  is  foretold ;  how 
could  the  prophet  have  foreknown  it  without  inspi- 
ration? how  could  *he  have  been  inspired  without 
God?  The  greatest  stress  is  laid  on  the  prophecies  of 
Moses  and  Hosea  on  the  dispersion  of  the  Jews,  and 
that  of  Iteiah  txmceming  the  coming  of  the  Messiah. 
The  prophecy  of  Moses  is  a  collection  of  every  pos- 
able  cursing  and  blearing ;  and  it  is  so  far  from  being 
marvelloits  that  the  one  of  dispersion  should  have 
been  fhlffUed,  that  it' would  have  been  more  su^ 
priafaig  if.  out  of  all  .these,  none  should  have  taken 
efliect.  In  Deuteronomy,  chap,  zzviii.  ver.  64,  whefe 
Moses  explicitly  foretells  the  dispersion,  he  states  that 
they  shall  there  serve  gods  of  wood  and  stone :  '*  And 
the  Lord  riiall  scatter  thee  among  all  peo(de,  from  the 
one  end  of  ^he  earth  even  to  die  other,  and  there  thou 
thaU  serve  other  god*,  vAidk  neither  thou  nor  thy 
fadUrM  hone  known,  even  god$  of  wood  and  atone.** 
The  Jews  are  at  this  day  remarkably  tenacious  of 
their  religion.  Moses  also  declares  that  they  shall 
be  subjected  to  these  causes  for  disobedience  to  his 
ritual :  "  And  it  shall  come  to  pass,  if  thou  wile  not 
hearken  unto  the  voice  of  the  Lord  thy  God,  to  ob- 
serve to  do  all  the  commandments  and  statutes  which 
I  command  you  diis  day,  that  all  these  curses  shall 
come  upon  thee  and  overtake  thee.**  Is  this  the  real 
reason  ?  Th6  third,  fourth  and  fifUi  chapters  of  Hosea 
are  a  piece  of  immodtet  confossion.  The  indelicate 
type  might  apply  in  a  hundred  aenses  to  a  hundred 
things.  The  fif^third  chapter  of  Isaiah  is  more 
explicit,  yet  it  does  not  exceed  in  clearness  the  oracles 
of  DelphosL  The  historical  proof;  that  Mosea,  Ispiah 
and  Hoaea  did  write  when  they  are  said  to  have 
written,  is  &r-from  being  clear  and.  circumstantial. 

But  prophecy  requires  proof  in  its  character  as  a 
miracle ;  we  have  no  right  to  anppose  that  a  man 
foreknew  future  events  from  God,  until  it  is  demon- 
strated that  he  neither  could  know  Ifa^m  by  his  own 
exertions,  nor  that  the  writings  which  contain  the 
pvedictioD  could  possibly  have  been  fobrieated  after 


the  event  pretended  to  be  foretold.  It  is  more  prob- 
able that  writings,  pretending  to  divine  inspiration, 
should  have  been  ^bricated  aflcr  the  fulfilment  of 
their  pretended  prediction,  thay  that  they  should  have 
really  been  divinely  inspired;  when  we  Consider 
that  the  latter  supposition  makes  God  at  once  thn 
creator  of  the  human  mind,  and  ignorant  of  its  pri 
mary  power^,  particularly  as  we  have  numberless 
instances  of  false  religions,  and  forged  prophecies  of 
things  long  past,  and  no  accredited  case  of  God  ha^- 
ing  conversed  with  men  directly  or  mdjrectly.  .It  is 
also  possible  that  the*  description  of  an  event  might 
have  foregone  its  occurrence;  but  this  is  far  from 
being  a  legitimate  proof  of  a  divine  revelation,  as 
many  men,  not  pretending  to  the  character  of  a 
prophet,  have  nevertheless,  in  this  sense,  prophesied. 

Lord  Chesterfield  was  never  taken  for  a  prophet, 
even  by  a  bishop,  yet  he  uttered  this  remarkable 
prediction :  *^  The  despotic  government  of  France  is 
screwed  up  to  the  highest  pitch;  a  revolution  is  fast 
approaching ;  that  reyolutionf  I  am  convinced,  will 
be  radical  and  sanguinary."  This  appeared  in  the 
letters  of  the  prophet  long  before  the  accomplishment 
of  this  wonderful  prediction.  Now,  have  these  par^ 
tioulars  come  to  pass,  or  havd  they  not  ?  If  they  have, 
how  could  the  Earl  have  foreknown  them  without 
inspiration  ?  If  we  admit  the  truth  of  the  Christian 
reUgiou  on  testimony  such  as  this,  we  must  adraif, 
on  the  same  strength  of  evidence,  that  God  has  af^ 
fixed  the  highest  rewards  to  belief,  and  the  eternal 
tortures  of  the  never-dying  worm  to  disbelief;  both 
of  ^hich  have  been  demonstrated  to  be  involuntary. 

The  last  proof  of  the  Christian  religion  depends 
on  the  influence  of  the  Holy  Ghost  Theologians 
divide  the  influence  of  the  Hdy  Ghost  into  its  ordi- 
nary and  extraordinary  modes  of  operation.  The 
latter  is  supposed  to  be  that  which  inspired  the 
Prophets  and  Apostles;  and  the  former  to  be  tha 
grace  of  God,  which  summarily  makes  known  the 
truth  of  his  revelation,  to  those  whose  mind  is  fitted 
for  its  reception  by  a  submissive  perusal  of  his  word. 
Persons  convinced  in  this  manner,  can  do  any  thing 
bat  occount  for  their  conviction,  describe  the  time  at 
which  it  happened,  or  the  manner  in  which  it  came 
upon  them..  It  is  supposed  to  enter  the  mind  l^ 
other  chaimels  than  those  of  the  senses,  and  there* 
fote  professes  to  be  superior  to  roaaon  founded  on 
their  experience. 

Admitting,  however,  the  usefulness  or  poasibilitf 
of  a  divine  revelation,  unless  we  demolish  the  foiui* 
dations  of  all  human  kndwledge,  it  is  requisite  that 
our  reason  should  previously  demonstrate  its  genu* 
ineness ;  for,  before  we  extinguish  the  steady  ray  of 
reason  and  common  sense,  it  is  fit  that  we  should  die* 
cover  whether  we  can  do  widiout  their  assistancew 
whether  or  no  there  be  any  other  which  may  suffice 
to  guide 'us  through  the  labyrinth  of  life:*  for,  if  « 
man  is  to  be  inspired  upon  all  occaidons,  if  he  is  to 
be  snre  of  a  thing  because  he  is  sure,  if  the  oodinary 
operations  of  the  spirit  are  not  to  be  considered  votf 
extraordinary  modes  of  demonstration,  if  enthusiasm 
is  to  usurp  the  place  of  proofs  and  madness  that  of 
sanity,  all  reasoning  is  superfluous.  The  Mahometan 
dies  fighting  for  his  prophet,  the  Indian  immolates 
hisQself  at  the  chariot-wheels  of  Brahma,  the  Hio^ 
tenlot  worships  an  insect,  the  Negro  a  bunch  of  fa** 


*  See  Ii0cke*s  Essay  on  the  Homan  Undentandiag,  book 
iv.  chap.  ziz.  on  Enthusiasm. 
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then,  the  Mexican  sacrifices  human  victuns !  Their 
degtee  of  conviction  must  certainly  be  very  strong; 
it  cannot  arise  irom  conviction,  it  must  Aom  feelings, 
Uie  reward  of  their  pray>erB.  If  each  of  ihese  should 
affirm,  in  opposition  to  the  strongest  possible  argu- 
ments, that  inspiration  carried  internal  evidence.  I 
fear  dieir  inspired  brethren,  the  orthodox  Mksion- 
aries,  would  be  so  uncharitable  as  to  pronounce  them 
obstinate. 

Miracles  cannot  be  received  as  testimonies  of  a 
disputed  fact,  because  all  human  testimony  has  ever 
been  insufficient  to  establish  the  possibilii^  of  mira- 
cles. That  which  is  incapable  of  proof  itself)  is  no 
proof  of  any  thing  else.  Prophecy  has  also  been 
rejected  by  the  test  of  reason.  Those,  then,  who 
have  been  actually  inspired,  are  the  only  true  be- 
iieveEB  in  the  Christian  religion. 

Mox  Bumine  vise 
Tirginei  tomuere  si^nus,  innuptaque  mater 
Arcano  stupuit  compleri  viscera  parta 
Anctorem  peritura  tfuiim.    Mortalia  eorda 
Artificem  texere  poll,  latuUque  suh  uao 
Pectore,  ^ui  totum  late  coinpleciitur  orbem. 

Claudiam,  CanMH  PiuekaH. 

Does  not  so  monstrous  and  disgusting  an  absurdity 
carry  its  own  infamy  and  refutation  with  itself? 

Note  16,  page  120,  ooL  2* 

Him  (flUB  from  hope  to  hope  the  bliss  puraniiiff, 
Wbieh,  from  tbe  ezhaustlem  lore  of  hnroao  wsal 
Dawr?  on  the  Tirtaooa  nund),  the  thoag|ita  that  riie 
In  tkne-deitrcjruig  inflniteneM,  gift 
Widi  ■elf-fMuhrined  eternitj,  etc. 

Time  is  our  oonsciouBness  of  the  succession  of 
«leas  in  pur  mind.  Vivid  sensation,  of  either  pain 
or  pleasure,  makes  the  time  seem  long,  as  the  com- 
mon phrase '  is,  because  it  renders  us  more  acutely 
conscious  ef  our  ideas.  If  a  mind  be  conicious  of  a 
htmdred  ideas  during  tme  minute,  by  <the  clock,  and 
of  two  hundred  daring  another,  the  latter  of  these 
spaces  would  actually  occupy  so  much  greater  extent 
in  the  mind  as  two  exceed  one  in  quantity.  If,  there- 
fore, the  human  mind,  by  any  future  improvement 
of  its  sensibility,  Should  become  conscious  of  an  in- 
finite number  of  ideas  in  a  minute,  that  minute  would 
be  eternity.  I  do  not  hence  infer  that  the  actual 
space  between  the  birth  and  death  of  a  man  will 
ever  be  prolonged;  but  that  his  sensibility  is  per- 
fectible, and  that  the  number  of  ideas  which  his 
mind  is  capable  of  receiving  b  indefinite.  One  man 
18  stretched  on  the  rack  daring  twelve  hours ;  another 
sleeps  soundly  in  his  bod :  the  difference  of  time 
perceived  by  these  two  persons  is  immense ;  one 
hardly  will  believe  that  half  an  hour  has  elapsed, 
the  other  could  credit  that  centuries  had  ^im  dur- 
ing his  agony.  Thns,  the  life  of  a  roan  of  virtue 
and  talent  who  should  die  in  his  thirtieth  year,  is, 
with  regard  to  his  own  feelings,  longer  than  tfiat  of 
a  miserable  priest-ridden  slave,  who  dreams  out  ia 
century  of  dullness.  The  one  has  perpetually  cul- 
tivated his  mental  faculties,  lias  rendered  himself 
master  of  his  thqughts,  can  abstract  and  generalise 
amid  the  lethargy  of  every-day  business ; — the  other 
can  slumber  over  the  brightest  moments  of  his  being, 
and  is  imable  to  remember  the  happiest  hour  of  hli 
life.  Peihaps  the  perishing  ephemeron  enjoys  a 
longer  life  than  the  tortoue. 


Dark  flood  of  timel 
Roll  as  it  Hstetb  tbee-— I  measare  not 
By  months  or  momentf ,  thy  ambiguoos  coarse. 
Another  may  stand  by' me  on  tbe  brisk. 
And  watch  the  bubble  whitTd  beyond  his  ken 
That  pauses  at  my  feet.    Tbe  sense  of  lore. 
The  thirst  for  action,  and  the  impassion*d  tbonght. 
Prolong  my  being:  if  I^irafce  no  nK»e, 
My  life  more  actual  living  will  contain 
Than  some  gray  veteran's  of  the  worJd's  cold  seteol. 
Whose  listless  hoars  unprofitably  roll,' 
By  one  enthusiast  fbeling  unrcdeem*d, 

'  Sib  Godwin's  PoL  Sum.  ml  i  page  411 ;  md 
Comdortet,  Et^uiue  tTun  ThUeau  HiaUfriptB  dt$ 
Prqgrh  de  V Esprit  Httmain,  Epoqut  iz. 

Note  17,  page  120,  coL  2. 

No  loDffer  now 
He  •lays  tbe  lamb  that  looks  him  in  the  fiioa. 

I  hold  that  the  depravity  of  the  physical  and  motal 
nature  of  man  originated  in  his  unnatuial  habits  ctf 
life.  The  origin  of  man,  like  that,  of -the  univeise 
of  which  he  is  a  part,  is  enveloped  in  impenetrable 
mystery.  His  generations. either  had  a  beginkiing,  or 
they  .had  not.  The  weight  of  evidence  in  favor  of 
each  of  theae  suppositions  seems  tolerably  equal; 
and  it  is  perfectly  unimportant,  to  the  preaent  argu- 
ment, which  is  assumed.  The  language  apoken 
however  by  tbe  mythqlogy  of  neariy  all  reUgiona 
seems  to  prove,  that  at.aome  distant  period  man  for- 
sook the  path  of  natiure,  and  sacrificed  the  parity  and 
happiness  of  his  being  tQ  unnatiyal  appetites  The 
date  of  this  event  aeema  to  have  also  been  that  of 
some  great  change  in  the  climates  of  the  eoitlu  with 
which  it  lias  an  obvious  correspcmdence..  The  alle- 
gory of  Adam  and  Eve  eating  of  the  tree  of  evil, 
and  entailing  upon  their  posteriiy  the  wrath  of  God, 
and  the  loss  of  everlasting  life^  admits  of  no  other 
explanation  than  the  disease  and  crime  that  have 
flowed  from  unnatural  diet  Milton  inm  ao  well 
aware  of  this,  that  ha  makes  Raphael  thua  exhibit  to 
Adam  the  (xmsequence  of  his  disobediencA. 


-Immediately  a  place 


Before  his  eyes  appeared :  sad,  noisome,  dark : 
A  lasar-house  it  seem*d ;  wherein  were  laid 
Numbers  of  all  diseased;  all  maladies 
Of  ghastly  i^iasm,  or  racking  lortore,  qoalma 
Of  heart-siek  agony,  all  feverous  kinds, 
Convulsions,  epilepsies,  fierce  catarrhs, 
Intestine' stone,  and  ulcer,  cholic  pangs. 
Demoniac  frenzy,  moi»ng  melancholy. 
And  moon-stnick  madness,  pining  atrophy. 
Marasmus  and  wide- wasting  pestilence. 
Dropsies,  and  asthmas,  and  joint-rocking  rheuois. 

And  how  many  thousands  more  mi^t  not  be 
added  to  this  fl-ightful  catalcigae  I 

The  story  of  Prometheus  is  one  likewise  which, 
although  univeisally  admitted  to  be  allegorical  has 
never  been  satisfactory  explained.  PMmedwtiB  stole 
fire  from  heaven,  and  was  chained  for  this  crime  to 
Mount  Caucasus,  where  4i  vulture  continnally  de- 
voured his  liver,  that  grew  to  meet  itrhunger.  He- 
siod  says,  that,  before  the  tiiqe  of  Prometheua,  man- 
kind were  exempt  firom  sufiering ;  that  they  ei^ioyed 
a  vigorous  youth,  and  that  death,  when  at  length  it 
came,  approached  like  sleep,  and  gently  eloaed  Iheir 
eyet*  Again,  so  general  was  this  opinion,  that  Hoiaoe, 
a  poet  of  the  Augustan  age,  wriioa 

Audax  omnia  perpeti, 
Oens  humana  rait  per  vetitum  imAw  ; 
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Attdaz  lapeti  genus 
Ignem  frauUe  mala  gei^tibua  intulit: 

Post  ignem  etheri^  domo 
&ubductuiii,  macieset  nova  febrium 
.  Terris  Incubait  cofaors, 
.  Semotique  pritit  tarda  necetsitas 
Lethi  corripuit  gradiioL 

Bow  plain  a  language  is  spoken  by  all  this  !  Prome- 
tbeitt(who  repreienia  the  human  race)  el&cted  ^oitie 
great  change  in  the  condition  of  hj^  nature,  and  ap- 
plied fire  to  cuUnorjr  purposes ;  thus  inventing  an  ex- 
pedient ibr  screening  irom  his  disgust  the  horrors  of 
Uie  shambles.  From  this  moment  his  vitals  were 
devoured  1^  tlie  vulture  of  disease.  It  consumed 
his  being  in  evei^  shape  of  its  lothesome  and  infinite 
variety,  inducing  the  soul«quelling  sinkings  of  premd- 
ture  and  violent  deatlv  All  vice  arose  from  the  ruin 
of  healthful  innocence.  Tyranny,  supersfition,  com- 
meroot  and  inequajity,  were  then  dm  kilowii,  when 
reaixMi  vainly  attempted  to  guide  the  wanderings  of 
exacerbated  paasion  I  conclude  this  part  of  the 
sul^ect  with  on  extract  from  Mr.  Newton's  Defence 
of  Vegetable  Regimen,  irom  whom  I  have  borrowed 
this  interpretation  of  the  fable  of  Prometheus. 

"  Making  allowance  ibr  such  transposition  of  the 
events  of  the  allegory  as  time  might  produce  after 
the  important  truths  were  forgotten,  which  this  por- 
tion of  the  ancient  mythology  was  intended  to  tranih 
mit,  the  drift  of  the  ihble  seems  to  be  this : — Man  at 
his'  ereacion  was  endoNved  with  the  giil  of  perpetual 
youth;  that  is,  he  was  not  formed  to  be  a  sickly  suf- 
fering creature  as  we  now  see  him,  but  to  er\joy 
heal^i,  and  to  sink  by  slow  degrees  into  the  bosom 
of,  his  parent  earth,  without  disease  or  pain.  Prome- 
theus first  taught  the  use  of  animal  food  (primus 
bovem  occidit  Prometheus*)  and  of  Hre,  with  which 
to  render  it  more  digestible  and  pleasing  to  the  taste. 
Jupiter,  and  the  rest  of  thO'goda,  foreseeing  the  con- 
sequeDces  of  tl^ese  inventions,  were  aniused  or  irri- 
/-  fated  at  the  short-sighted  devices  of  the  newly-formed 
creature*  and  leA  him  to  experience  the  sad  effects 
of  them.  Thirst,  the  necessary  concomitant  of  a 
flesh  diet,"  (perhaps  of  all  diet  vitiated  by  culinaiy 
preparation,)  ''ensued;  water  was  resorted  to,  and 
man  forfeited  the  inestimable  gift  of  health  which  he 
had  received  from  Heaven :  he  became  diseased,  the 
partaker  of  a  j;)recanott8  existence,  and  no  longer 
ilesoMided  slowly  to  his  gTave.**t 

But  Just  disease  to  luxury  suceecds. 
And  every  death  its  own  avenger  breeds;   ' 
The  fury  passions  f^om  that  blood  began, 
.  Afld  tum'd  on  roan  a  fiercer  savage— man. 

Man*  and  die  animals  whom  he  has  infected  with 
nis  society,  or  depraved  by  his  dominion,  are  alone 
diseased.  The  wild  hog,  the  mou6on,  the  bison,  and 
the  wolf^  are  perfectly  exempt  from  malady,  and  in- 
variably die  eithev  from  external  violence,  or  natural 
old  age.  But  the  domestic  hog,  the  sheep,  the  cow, 
and  the  dog,  are  subject  to  an  incredible  variety  of 
distempers ;  and,  like  the  corrupters  of  their  nature, 
have  i^ysicians  who  thrive  upon  their  miseries.  The 
supercminence  of  man  is  like  Satan's,  a  superemi- 
n«ice '  of  pain ;  and  the  nugority  of  his  species, 
doomed  to  penury,  disease,  and  crime,  ha  %'e  reason  to 
eiine  the  untoward  event,  that  by  enabling. him  to 

*  Plin.  Nat.  Hist.,  lib.  vii.  sect.  57. 
t  Return  to  Nature.   Cadell,  18il. 
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cdmmunicate  his  sensations,  raised  him  above  the 
level  of  his  fellow  animals.  But  the  steps  that  have 
been  taken  ore  irrevocable.  The  whole  of  human 
science  is  comprised  in  one  question : — How  can  the 
advantages  of  intellect  and  civilization  be  reconciled 
With  the  liberty  and  pure  pleasures  of  -natural  life  f 
How  can  we  take  the  benefits,  and  reject  the  evils 
of  the  system,  wliich  is  now  interwoven  with  all  the 
fibres  of  our  being? — I  believe  that  abstinence  from 
animal  food  and  spirituous  liquors  would  in  a  great 
measure  capacitate  us  fi>r  the  solution  of  this  import* 
ant  question. 

It  is  true,  that  mental  and  bodily  demngement  is 
attributable  in  part  to  other  deviations  from  rectitude 
and  nature  than  those  which  concern  diet  The  mis- 
takes cherished  by  society  respecting  the  connexion 
of  the  sexes,  whence  the  misery  and  diseases  of  un- 
sattsHed  celibacy,  unenjoying  prostitution,  and  the 
premature  arrival  of  puberty,  necessarily  spring;  the 
putrid  atmosphere  of  crowded  ibiiies ;  tlie  exhalations 
of  chemical  processes-;  the  muffling  of  our  bodies  in 
superfluous  apparel ;  the  absurd  treatment  of  infants : 
— eil  these,  and  innumerable  other  causes,  contribute 
their  mite  to  the  mass  of  human  evil. 

Comparative  anatomy  teaches  us  that  man  resem- 
bles frugivorous  animals  in  everything,  and  carnivor- 
ous in  nothing ;  he  has  neither  claws  wherewith  to 
seize  his  prey,  nor  distinct  and  pointed  teeth  to  tear 
thoiliving  fibre.  A  Mandarin  of  the  fir^t  class,  with 
nails  two  inches  long,  would  probably  find  them  alone 
ineflficient  to  hold  even  a  hare.  After  every  subter- 
fuge of  gluttony,  the  bull  must  be  degraded  into  the 
ox,  and  the  nm  into  the  wctli^r,  by  an  unnatural 
and  inhuman  operation,  that  the  fkccid  fibre  may 
ofTer  a  fainter  resistance  to  rebellious  nature.  It  is 
only  by  eoflening  and  disguising  dead  flesh  by  culi- 
nury  preparation,  that  it  is  rendered  susceptible  of 
mnstic-ation  or  digestion;  and  that  the  sight  of  its 
bloody  juices  and  raw  horror  does  not  excite  intoler- 
able lothing  and  disgust.  Let  the  advocate  of  animal 
food'  force  himself  to  a  decisive  experiment  on  its 
finiesB,  and,  as  Plutarch  recommends,  tear  a  living 
lamb  with  his  teeth,  and  plunging  his  head  into  its 
vitals,  slake  his  tiiirst  with  tho  streaming  blood ;  when 
freah  from  she  deed  of  horror,  let  him  revert  to  the 
irresistible  instincts  of  nature  that  would  rise  in  judg- 
ment against  it,  and  say,  Nature  formed  me  for  such 
work  OS  this.  Then,  and  then  oaly,  wOuld  he.  be 
consistent. 

Mnn  resembles  no  carnivorous  animal.  There  is 
no  exception,  unless  man  be  one,  to  the  rule  of  her- 
bivorous animals  having  cellulaied  colons. 

l^e  orang-outang  perfec^tly  resembles  man  both 
in  the  order  and  number  of  his  teeth.r  The  orang- 
outang is  the  most  anthropomorphous  of  the  ape  tribe, 
all  of  which  are  strictly  frugivorous.  There  is  no 
other  species  of  animals,  which  live  on  diflorent  food, 
in  which  this  analogy  exists.^  In  many  frugivorous 
animals,  the  canine  teeth  are  more  pointed  and  dis- 
tinct than  thdse  of  man.  The  resemblance  also  of 
the  human  stomach  to  that  of  the  orang-outang,  is 
greater  than  to  that  of  any  other  animal. 

The  intestines  are  also  identical  with  those  of  her- 
bivorous animals,  which  present  o  larger  surface  for 
abeorption,  and  have  ample  and  celfulated  colons. 
The  cGccum  also,  though  short,  is  larger  than  that  of 


I  Cuvier,  Leipons  d*Anat  Comp.  torn.  iii.'page  160,  S73, 
448, 465, 480.    Rccs's  CydQpeedia,  article  Mam. 
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carnivorous  animalii ;  ond  even  here  the  bmng-outang 
retains  its  accustomed  similan'iy. 

The  structure  of  the  huniao  frame  -then  is  that  of 
one  fitted  to  a  pure  vegetable  diet,  in  every  essential 
particular.  It  is  true,  that  the  reluctance  to  abstain 
from  animal  fbod,  in  those  who  have  b^n  long  ac- 
customed to  its  stimulus,  is  so  great  in  some  persotis 
of  vi'cak  minds,  a^i  to  be  scarcely  dvercome;  bat  this 
is  far  from  bringing  any  argument  in  its  favor.  A 
lamb,  which  was  fed  for  some  time  on  flesh  by  a 
ship's  crew,  refused  its  natural  diet  at  the  end  of  the 
voyage.  There  are  numerous  instances  of  horses, 
■heep,  oxen,  dnd  even  wood-pigeons,  having  been 
taught  to  live  upon, flesh,  until  they  have  lothed  their 
natural  aliment  Toung  children  evidently  prefer 
pastry,  oranges,  apples,  and  other  fruit,  td  the  flesh 
of  animals;  until,  by  the  gradual  depravation  of  the 
digestive  organs,  the  free  use  of  vegetables  has  for  a 
time  produced  serious  inconveniences ;  for  a  timet  I 
tay,  since  there'  never  was  an  instance  wherein  a 
change  from  spirituous  liquors  and  animal  food  to 
vegetables  and  pure  water,  has  failed  ultimately  to 
invigorate  the  Ixxly,  by  rendering  its  juices  bland 
and  consentaneous,  and  to  restore  io  the  mind  that 
cheerfulness  and  elasticity,  which  not  one  in  fif\y 
possesses  on  the  present  system.  A  love  of  strong 
liquors  is  also  with  difficulty  taught  to  in&nts.  Al- 
most every  one  remembers  the  wry  faces  which  the 
first  glass  of  port  produced.  Unsophisticated  instinct 
is  invariably  unerring ;  but  to  decide  on  the  fitness 
of  animal  food,  from  the  perverted  appetites  which 
its  constrained  adoption  produces,  is  to  make  the 
criminal  a  judge  in  his  own  cause :  it  is  even  worse, 
it  is  appealing  to  the  infatuated  drunkard  in  a  qaes- 
tion  of  the  salubrity  of  brandy. 

What  is  the  cause  of  morbid  action  in  the  animal 
system  ?  Not  the  air  we  breathe,  for  our  fellow-deni- 
sens  of  nature  breathe  the  same  uninjur(*d ;  not  the 
water  we  drink,  (if  remote  from  the  pollutions  of 
man  and  his  inventions,*}  for  the  animals  drink  it  too; 
not  the  earth  we  tread  upon ;  not  the  unobscured 
sight  of  glorious  nature,  in  the  wood,  the  field,  or  the 
expanse  of  sky  and  ocean ;  notliin^  thai  we  are  or 
do  in  common  with  the  undisfeased  inhabitants  of  the 
forest.  Something  then  wherein  we  diflfer  from  them: 
our  habit  of  altering  our  food  by  fire,  so  that  our  ap- 
petite is  no  longer  a  just  criterion  for  the  fiuiess  of  its 
gratification.  Except  in  children,  there  remain  no 
traces  of  that  instinct  which  determines,  in  all  dther 
animals,  what  aliment  is  natural  or  otherwise ;  and 
ao  perfectly  obUterated  are  they  in  the  reasoning  adults 
of  our  species,  that  it  has  become  ifeeessary  to  urge 
considerations  drawn  from  comparative  anatomy  to 
prove  that  we  are  naturally  frugivorous. 

Crime  is  madness.  Madness  is  disease.  Whenever 
the  cause  of  disease  shall  be  discovered,  the  root, 
from  which  all  vice  and  misery  have  so  long  over- 
shadowed the  globe,  will  Ue  Ijare  to  the  ax.  All  the 
exertions  of  man,  from  that  moment,  moiy  be  consid- 
ered as  tending  to  the  clear  profit  of  his  species.  No 
•ane  mind  in  a  sane  body  resolves  upon  a  real 
crime.    It  is  a  man  of  violent  passions,  blood-shot 

*  The  necessity  of  resortiog  to  some  meaas  of  purifying 
water,  and  tlie  disease  which  arises  froip  its  adulteration 
ia  civilized  countries,  is  sufficiently  apparent.— See  Dr. 
Lahbb's  Reports  on  Cancer.  I  do  not  ssmrt  that  the  use 
of  water  Is  in  itself  unnatural,  but. that  the  unperverted 
palate  jvould- swallow  no  liquid  capable  of  occasioiiiDg| 
disease. 


eyes,  and  swollen  veins,  that  alone  can  gnsp  ths 
knifo  of  murder.    The  system  of  a  ainple  diet  prom- 
ises no  Utopian  advantages   ft  is  no  mere  reform  of 
legislation,  whilst  the  furious  passions  and  evil  pio> 
pensiiiea  of  the  human  heart,  in  which  it  had  in 
origin,  are  still  unassuaged.    It  strikes  at  the  root  of 
all  evil,  and  is  an  expMiment  which  may  be  tried 
with  success,  tiot  alone  by  nations,  but  by  smali  so- 
cieties, families,  a6d  even  individuals.     In  no  case 
has  a  return  to  vegetable  diet  produced  the  slightest 
injury;  in  most  it  has  been  attended  with  changes 
undeniably  beneficial.    Should  ever  a  physician  be 
bo^  with  the  genius  of  Locke,  I  am  peiaimded  that 
he  might  trace  all  bodOy  and  mental  derangements 
to  our  unnatural  habits,  as  clearly  as  that  philoeopher 
has  traced  all  knowledge  to  sensation.  What  prolilk 
sources  of  disease  are  not  those  mineral  and  vegeta- 
ble poisons  that  have  6een  introduced  for  ita  extirpa- 
tion !  tiow  many  thousands  htkve  become  mnrderen 
and  robbers,  bigots  and  domestic  t}'rant8,  diaaolnle 
and  abandoned  adventurers,  from  the  nfee  of  iei^ 
mented  liquors!  who,  had  they  slaked  their  thint 
only  with  pur^  water,  would  have  lived  but  to  dif^ 
fuse  the  hoppmess  of  their  own  unperverted  feelings. 
How  many  groundless  opinions  and  absurd  insiitutionB 
have  not  received  a  general  sanction  from  the  sot- 
tishness  and  hiteraperance  of  individuals !  Who  will 
assert  that,  had  the  populace  of  Pteris  aatiafjed  their 
hunger  at  the  ever-furnished   table  of  vegetable' 
nature,  they  would  have  len^  their  brutal  suffrage  to 
the  proscription-list  of  Robespietre  ?    Could  a  aet  of 
men,  whose  passions  were  not  perverted  by  unnatu- 
ral stimuli,  look  with  coolness  on  an  auto  da  fl6  f    Is 
it  to  be  believed  that  a  being  6f  gentle  feelings, 
rising  from  his  meal  of  roots,  would  take  delight  in 
sports  of  blood?    Was  Nero  a  man  of  temperate 
life  7  could  you  read  calm  health  in  his  cheek,  flushed 
with  ungovernable   propensities  of  hatred  for  the 
human  race  ?  Did  Muley  Ismael's  pulse  beat  erenly, 
was  his  skin  transparent,  did  his  eyes  beam  widi 
healthfulness,  and  its  invariable  concomilanta,  cheer- 
fulness and  benignity  ?    Though  histor}'  haa  decided 
lionc  of  these  questions,  a  child  could  not  heaitale  to 
answer  in  the  negative.    Surely  the  bile^suffused 
cheek  ef  Bonaparte,  his  wrinkled  brow,  and  yellow 
eye,  the  ceaseless  inquietude  of  his  nervous- syaiein, 
speak  no  less  plainly  the  character  of  his  unresting 
ambition  than  his  murders  and  his- victories.*  It  is 
impossible,  had  Bonaparte  descended  from  a  race  d 
vegetable  feedern,  that  he  eould  have  had  either  the 
inclination  or  tho  power  to  ascend  the  throne  of  the 
Bourbons.    Tho  desire  of  tyranny  could  scarcely  be 
excited  in  the   individual,   the  power  to  tyranniis 
would  certainly  not  be  delegated  by  a  society  neither 
frenzied  by  mebriation  nor  rendered  impotent  and 
irrational  by  disease.    Pregnant  indeed  with  inex- 
haustible calamity  is  the  renunciation  of  instinct,  as 
it  concerns  our  physical  nature;  arithmetic  cannot 
enumerate,  nor  reason  perhaps  suspect,  the  mullitn- 
dinous  sources  of  disease  in  civilized  life.     Even 
common  wnter,  that  apparently  innoxious  pabolua 
when  corrupted  by  tho  filth  of  popiilous  cities,  is  a 
deadly  and  insidious  destroyei*.*    Who  can  wonder 
that  all  the  inducements  held  out  by  God  hfanself  in 
the  Bible  to  virtue  should  have  beeil  vainer  than  a 
nune's  tale;  and  that  thnae  dogmas,  by  which  He  has 
there  excited  and  justified  the  most  ferocions  propen- 


*  Lambe's  Reports  on  Cancer. 
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■tMi,  11100111  hsTo  alone  been  deemed  eMentud; 
whilat  ChristiaDi  are  in  the  daily  practice  of  all  those 
habili,  which  hare  infected  with  diaeaae  and  crime, 
noc.only  the  reprobate  toM,  but  those  fevered  chil- 
dren of  the  eoamion  Father's  lovet  Omnipotence 
ilieif  oonld  not  save  them  from  the  oonaequenoei  of 
tbit  original  and  universal  sin. 

There)  is  no  disease,  bodily  or  mental,  which  adop- 
tian  of  vegetable  diet  and  pure  water  has  not  in&lli- 
bly  mitigated,  wherever  the  experiment  has  been 
Airly  tried.  Debility  is  gradually  converted  into 
strength,  disease  into  healthfulness ;  madness,  in  all 
its  hideous  variety,  from  the  ravings  of  the  fettered 
maniac,  to  the  unaccountaUe  irrationalities  of  ill 
temper,  that  make  a  hell  of  domestic  life,  into  a  calm 
and  oonsideratB-evenness  of  temper,  that  alone  might 
ofisr  a  certain  pledge  of  the  future  moral  reformation 
of  sotiety.  Gto  i^  natural  system  of  diet,  old  age 
would  be  our  last  and  our  only  malady ;  the  term  of 
our  existence  would  be  protracted  $  we  should  enjoy 
life,  and  no  longer  preclude  otbem  from  the  ei^oy- 
ment  of  it ;  all  sensational  delights  would  be  infi- 
oiiely  more  exquisite  and  perfect ;  the  very  sense  of 
being  would  then  be  a  continued  pleasure,  such  as 
we  now  feel  it  in  some  few  and  favored  moments  of 
oar  youth.  £y  all  that  is  sacred  in  bur  hopes  for 
the  human  race,  I  conjure  those  who  love  happinen 
and  truth«  to  give  a  fair  trial  to  the  vegetable  system. 
Reasoning  is  surely  snperfloous  on  a  subject  whose 
merits  an. experience  of  six  montlis  would  set  for 
ever  at  reaL  But  it  is  only  among  the  enlightened 
and  benevolent  that  so  great  a  sacrifice  of  appetite 
SBd>  pn^udioe  can  be  expected,  even  though  its  ulti- 
mate excellence  should  not  admit  of  dispute.  It  is 
found  easier,  by  the  shertpsighted  victims  of  disease, 
lo  palliate  their  torments  by  medicine,  than  to  pre- 
vent them  by  regimen.  The  vulgar  of  all  ranks  are  in- 
variably sensual  and  indocile ;  yet  I  cannot  but  feel 
myself  peituaded,  diat  when  the  benefits  of  vegeta- 
ble diet  are  mathem^tiGaUy  proved ;  when  it  is  as 
dear,  that  those  who  live  naturally  are  exempt 
fiom  premature  death,  as  that  nine  is  not  one,  the 
most  sottish  of  mankind  will  feel  a  preference  to- 
wards a  long  and  tranquil,  contrasted  with  a  short  and 
painful  life.  On  an  average,  out  of  sixty  persons, 
four  die  in  three  years.  Hopes  are  entertained  that, 
in  April  1814,  a  statement  will  be  given,  that  sixty 
persons,  all  having  lived  more  than  three  yean  on 
vegetables  and  pure  water,  are  then  in  petfect  heaUh. 
More  than  two  yean  have  now  elapsed ;  not  one  of 
them  hfu  died ;  no  such  example  will  be  found  in  any 
sixty  persons  taken  at  random.  Seventeen  persons 
of  all  ages  (the  femilies  of  Dr.  Lamb  and  Mr.  New- 
ton) have  lived  for  seven  years  on  this  diet  without 
a  death,  and  almost  without  the  slightest  illness.  Sure- 
ly, when  we  consider  that  soroo  of  these  were  infants, 
and  on^  a  martyr  to  asthma  now  nearly  subdued,  we 
may  challenge  any  seventeen  persons  taken  at  ran- 
dom In  this  city  to  exhibit  a  parallel,  case.  Those 
who  have  been  excited  to  question  the  rectitude  of 
established  habits  of  diet,  by  these  loose  remarks, 
should  consult  Mr.  Newton's  luminous  and  eloquent 


When  these  proofe  come  feirly  before  the  world, 
tid  are  clearly  seen  by  all  who  undentand  arithmetic, 


•  "  Return  to  Nature,  or  Dsfeace  of  VvgetaUs  Regimen. 
Cadell,  1811. 


it  is  scarcely  possible  that  abstinence  from  aliments 
dnBonstcnUy  pemicfous  should  not  become  univer- 
sal '  In  pR^portioo  to  the  number  of  proselytes,  so 
will  be  the  weight  of  evidence ;  -and  when  a  thou- 
sand persons  can  be  ixoduced;  living  on  vegetables 
and  tlistillod  water,  who  have  to  dread  no  disease  bat 
old  age,  the  world  will  be  compelled  to  regard  ani- 
mal flesh  and  fermented  liquon  as  slow  but  cexlain 
poisonB.    The  change  which  would  be  produced  by 
simpler  habits  on  political  economy  is  sufficiently  re- 
markable.   The  monopolizing  eater  of  animal  flesh 
would  no  longer  destroy  his  constitution  by  devouring 
an  acre  at  a  meal,  and  many  k>aves  of  bread  would 
cease  to  contribute  to  gout,  madness  and  apoplexy, 
in  the  shape  of  a  {xnt  of  porter,  or  a  dram  of  gin, 
when  appeasing  the  long-protncted  femine  of  the 
hard-working  peasant's  hunguy  babes.  The  quantity  of 
nutritious  vegetable  matter,  consumed  in  fettening  die 
carcass  of  an  ox,  would  aflbrd  ten  times  the  sustenance, 
undepraving  indeed,  and  incapable  of  generating  dis- 
ease, if  gathered  immediately  from  the  bosom  of  the 
earth.  The  most  fertile  districts  of  the  habitable  globe 
are  now  actually  ^cultivated  by  men  for  animals,  at  a 
delay  and  waste  of  aliment  absolutely  incapable  of 
calcuhition.     It  is  only  the  wealthy  that  can,  to  ai^ 
great  degree,  even  now,  iiKlulge  the  utuiatural  cra- 
ving for  dead  flesh,  and  they  pay  for  ^he  greater 
license  of  the  privilege  by  sulqection  to  supenm- 
merary  diseases.   Again,  the  spirit  of  the  nation  that 
should  take  the  lead  in  this  great  reform,  would  in- 
sensibly becQine  agricultural ;  commerce,  with  all  its 
vice,  selfishness  and  corruption,  would  gradually  de- 
cline; more  natural  habits  would  produce  gentler 
monnen,  and  the  excessive  eomplication  of  political 
relations  would  be  so  for  simplified,  that  every  indi- 
vidual might  feel  and  understand  why  he  loved  his 
country,  and  took  a  personal  interest  in  its  welfere. 
How  would  England,  for  example,  depend  on  the 
caprices  of  foreign  mien,  if  she  contained  within 
herself  all  the  -necessaries  and  despised  whatever 
they  possessed  of  the  luxuries  of  life  ?    How  could 
they  starve  her  into  compliance  with  their  views ' 
Of  wliat  consequence  would  it  be  that  they  refused 
to  take  her  woollen  mauufectures,  when  loMge  and 
fertile  tracts  of  the  island  ceased  to  be  allotted  to  the 
waste  of  pasturage  7  On  a  natuful  system  of  diet,  we 
should  require  no  spices  from  India;  no  wines  from 
Portugal,  Spain,  France,  or  Madeira ;  none  of  those 
multitudinous  articles  of   luxury,  for  whi^  every 
comer  of  the  globe  is  rifled,  und  which  are  the  causes 
of  so  much  individual  rivalship,  such  calamitous  and 
sanguinary  national  disputes.    In  the  history  of  mod- 
em times,  the  avarice  of  commercial  monopoly,  no 
less  than  the  ambition  of  weak  and  wicked  chieis, 
seems  to  have  fomepted  the  univenal   discord,  to 
have  added  siubbomness  to  the  mistakes  of  cabinets, 
and  indocility  to  the  infatuation  of  the  people.     Let 
it  ever  be  remembered,  that  it  is  tlie  direct  influence 
of  coimnerce  to  make  the  interval  between  the  rich- 
est and  the  poorest  man  wider  and  more  unconquer- 
able.    Let  it  be  remembered,  that  it  is  a  foe  to  every 
thing  of  real  worth  and  excellence  in  the  human 
character.      The  odious  and  disgusting  aristocracy 
of  wealth  is  built  upon  the  ruins  of  all  that  is  good 
in  chivalry  or  republicanism  ;  and  luxury  is  the  fore- 
runner of  a  barbarism  scarce  capable  of  cute.    Is  it 
Impossible  to  realize  a  state  of  society,  .where  all  the 
energies  of  man  shall  bo  directed  to  the  production 
of  his  solid  happiness  ?  Certainly,  if  this  advatitaga 
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(thA  object  of  all  political  ip^culadon)  be  in  any 
degree  attainable,  it  is  attainable  only  by  a  commu- 
nity, which  holds  out  no  lactilious  incentives  to  the 
avarice  and  ambition  of  the  few^  and  which  is  inters 
nally  orgaahsed  Ibr  the  liberty,  security  and  comfort 
oi  the  many.  None  must  be  intrusted  with  "power 
(and  money  is  the  completest  species  of  power)  who 
do  not  stand  pledged  to  use  it  exclusively  for  the 
general  benefit.  But  the  use  of  animal  flesh  and 
fermented  liquqis,  directly  militates  with  tliis  equal- 
ity of  the  rights  of  man.  The  peasant  cannot  gratify 
theae  fashionable  cravings  without  leaving  his  &mily 
to  starve.  Without  disease  aM  war,  those  sweeping 
curtailers  of  population,  pasturage  would  include  a 
waste  too  great  to  be  afibrdcd.  The  labor  requisite 
to  support  a  ihmily.is  far  lighter*  than  is  usually 
Buppoeed.  The  peasantry  work,  not  only  for  them- 
selves, but  for  the  aristoeracy,  the  array,  and  the  man- 
ufacturers. 

The  advantage  of  a  reform  in  diet  is  obviously 
greater  than  that  of  any  other.  It  strikes  at  the  root 
of  the  evil  To  remedy  the  abuses  of  legislation, 
before  we  annihilate  the  propensities  by  which  they 
are  produced,  i»-to  suppose,  that  by  taking  away  the 
effoct,  the  cause  will  cease  to  operate.  But  the  effi- 
cacy «f  this  system  depends  entirely  on  the  proae- 
lytism  of  individuala,  and  grounds  its  merits,  as  a 
benefit  to  the  community,  upon  the  total  change  of 
the  dietetic  habita  in  its  members.  It  process  se- 
curely from  a  number  of  particular  cases  to  one  that 
is  uhivennl,  and  has  this  advantage  over  the  contra- 
ry mode,  that  one  error  does  not  invalidate  all  that 
has  gone  before. 

Let  not  loo  much  however  be  expected  from  this 
system.  The  healthiest  among  us  is  not  exempt  from 
hereditary  disease.  The  most  symmetrical,  athletic, 
and  long-lived,  is  a  being  inexpressibly  inferior  to 
what  he  would  have  been,  had  not  the  unnatural 
habits  of  bia  ancestors  accumulated  for  him  a  certain 
portion  of  malady  and  deformity.  In  the  most  per- 
fect specimen  of  civilized  man,  something  is  still 
found  wanting  by  the  physrological  critic.  Can  a 
return  to  nature,  ihen,  instantaneously  eracidate  pre- 
dispositions that  have  been  slowly  taking  root  in  the 
silence  of  innumerable  ages? — Indubitably  noL  All 
that  I  contend  for  is,  that  from  the  moment  of  the 
relinquishing  all  unnatural  habits,  no  new  disease  is 
generated :  and  that  the  predisposition  to  hereditary 
maladies  gradually  perishes,  for  want  of  its  accustom- 
ed supply.  In  eases  of  consumption,  cancer,  gout, 
asthma,  and  scrofula,  such  is  the  invariable  tendency 
of  a  diet  of  vegetables  and  pure  wtiter. 

Those  who  may  be  induced  by  these  emarks  to 
give  the  vegetable  system  a  fair  trial,  should,  in  the 
firat  place,  date  the  commencement  of  their  practice 
fiom  the  moment  of  their  conviction.  All  depends 
upon  breaking  through  a  pemirious  habit  resolutely 
and  at  once.    Dr.  Trottert  asserts,  that  no  drunkard 

was  ever  reformed    by  gradually  relinquishing  his 

' '  -- 

*  It  has  come  under  the  author's  experience,  that  some 
of  the  workmen  on  an  embankinent  in  North  Wales,  who, 
in  consequence  of  the  inability  of  the  proprietor  to  pay 
them,  seldom  received  their  waires,  have  supported  large 
fkmilies  by  cultivating  small  spots  of  dtel-ile  ground  by 
moonliffht.  In  the  notes  to  Pratt's  Poem,  "  Bread  of  the 
Poor,"  is  an  account  nf  an  industrious  laborer,  who,  by 
working  in  a  smalt  garden,  before  and  after  his  day's 
task,  attained  to  an  enviable  state  of  Independence. 

t  flea  Trotter  on  the  Nervous  l^mperament. 


dram.  Animal  flesh,  in  its  eflecta  pn  the  humm 
stomach,  is  analogous  to  a  dram.  It  is  similar  to  tho 
kind,  though  differing  in  the  degree,  of  its  operalioo 
The  proselyte  to  a  pore  diet  must  be  warned  to  ex- 
pect a  temporary  diminution  of  muscular  strength. 
The  subtraction  of  a  powerful  stimuhia  will  suffice 
to  account  for  this  event.  But  it  is  only  temporaiy, 
and  is  succeeded  by  an  equable  capability  for  exer- 
tion, far  surpassing  his  former  various  and  fluctuating 
strength.  Above  all,  he  will  acquire  an  enirineas  of 
breathing,  by  which  such  exertion  is  perfonned,  with 
a  reraar^ble  exemption  from  that  pfeinful  and  diffi- 
cult panting  now  felt  by  almost  eveiy  one,  after 
hastily  climbing  an  ordinary  mountain.  He  will  be 
equally  capable  of  bodily  exertion,  or  mental  appli- 
cation, afler  as  before  his  aimple  raeaL  He  will  foel 
none  of  the  narcotic  effects  of  oidinaiy  diet  irrita- 
bility, the  direct  conaequenae  of  exhaustiiig  stimuli, 
would  3rie1d  to  the  poWer  of  natural  and  tnnquil 
impulses.  He  will  no  longer  pine  under  the  lethaigy 
of  eimui,  that  unconquerable  weariness  of  life,  mora 
to  be  dreaded  than  death  itaelC  He  will  eacape  the 
emic  madneas,  which  broods  over  its  own  injuri- 


ous notions  of  the  Deity,  and  **  realizea  fhe  hell  that 
priests  and  beldams  foign.*'  Every  man  fonna  as  it 
were  his  god  from  his  own  chfetracter;  to  the  divinity 
of  one  of  simple  habits,  no  offering  wodld  be  more 
acceptable  than  the  h&ppineas  of  his  creatures.  He 
would  be  incapable  of  hating  or  peraecating  otfaen 
for  the  love  of  God.  He  will  find,  moreover,  a  sys- 
tem of  simple  diet  1o  be  a  system  of  perfect  epi- 
curism. He  will  no  longer  be  inceasantly  occupied 
in  blunting  and  destroying  those  organs  fhxn  tvhich 
he  expects  his  gratification.  The  pleaaurea  of  taste 
to  be  derived  from  a  dinner pf  potatoes,  beans,  pess, 
tumipfl,  lettuces,  with  a  dessert  of  apples,  gooseber- 
ries, strawberries,  currants,  raspberries,  and,  in  winter, 
oranges,  apples  and  pears,  is  far  greater  than  is  sup- 
posed. Those  who  wait  until  they  can  eat  this  plain 
fore  with  the  sauce  of  appetite  will  scarcely  job 
with  the  hypocritical  sensualist  at  a  lord-mayor's 
feast,  who  declaims  against  the  pleasures  of  the  table. 
Solomon  kept  a  thousand  concubines,  and  owned  in 
despair  that  all  was  vanity.  The  man  whose  hap> 
piness  is  constituted  by  the  society  of  one  anuaUe 
woman,  would  find  some  difficulty  in  ajrmpathiBng 
with  the  disappointment  of  this  venerable  debauchee. 
I  oddreas  myaelf  not  only  to  the  yo«mg  enthusiast, 
the  ardent  devotee  of  truth  and  virtue,  the  pure  and 
passionate  moralist,  yet  unvitiated  by  the  oontagioa 
of  the  world.  He  will  embrace  a  pure  system,  ffom 
its  abstract  truth,  its  beauty,  its  simplicity,  and  its 
promise  of  wide-extended  benefit ;  tmles^  custom  bss 
turned  poison  into  food,  he  will  hate  the  brutal  pleas- 
ores  of  the  chase  by  instinct ;  it  will  be  a  contem- 
plation full  of  horror  and  disappointment  to  his  mind, 
that  beings  capable  of  the  gentlest  and  moat  admira- 
ble sympathies,  should  take  delight- in  the  death- 
pangs  ahd  last  convulsions  of  dying  animala.  The 
elderly  man,  whose  youth  has  been  poisoned  by  in- 
temperance^  or  Who  has  lived  t^th  apparent  modera- 
tion, and  is  afflicted  with  a  variety  of  painful  mala- 
dies, would  find  his  account  in  a  beneficial  change 
produced  without  the  risk  of  poisonous  medicines. 
The  mother,  to  whom  the  perpetual  reatleasncss 
of  disease,  and  unaocountable  deaths  incident  to 
her  children,  are  the  causes  of  incurable  unhaf^ 
piness,  would  on  thiadiet  experience  the  satisfaction 
of   beholding   their   perpetual   health  and  natoral 
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pfaiyiblnaMi*  The  most  valuable  lives  are  ^aily  de- 
stroyed by  diseaaes,  that  it  is  dangerous  to  .palliate 
and  impossible  to  cure  by  medicine.  How  mu^h 
longer  will  man  continue  to  pimp  for  the  gluttoijy  of 
death,  his  most  insidious,  implacable,  and  eternal, 
foe? 

*AAAa  SpoK^vraf  ^ypxotlf  KoXtirt  xal  vapSekits  Kot 
Xiovroif  cirroi  it.  /tia^o^ciW  d^  it/i&rrfTa  €aTaXtit6itn( 
lUiwots  0^Sivm  iiUivPis  fh  h  ^6»os  Tpp<pilf  ^piv  ii  ttpop 

•         •  »         •         •         • 

On  ydp  s^c  tcrtv  avOp^mp  xar^  ^taiv  t4  ffctptcotpaYeiv^ 
f^pArw  filv  ^xd  TUP  9»jtdTti»v  ^ijXoSrai  r^;  KaraaicittK. 


Mr.  Newton^s  book.  His  children  are  the  most 
beaatifiil  an'd  healthy  creatares  it  is  possible  to  conceive ; 
the  girls  are  perftct  models  for  a  sculptor ;  their  disposi- 
tioBs  are  also  tlie  most  gentle  and  conciliating ;  the  Judi. 
eious  treatmeai,  frhich  they  expurienos  in  other  points, 
may  be  a  corrslatl  ve  cause  of  this.  In  the  first  five  years 
of  their  life,  of  1S.O0O  children  that  are  born,  7,900  die  of 
various  diseases ;  and  how  many  more  of  tliose  that  sur- 
viv«  are  not  rendered  miwrable  by  maladies  not  inunedi- 
ateiy  mortal  7  The  quality  and  quantity  of  a  woman's 
milk  are  materially  injured  by  the  use  of  desd  flesh.  In 
sn  island  near  Iceland,  where  no  vegetables  are  to  be  got, 
the  children  invariably  die  of  tetanus,  before  they  are 
three  weeks  old,  and  the  population  is  supplied  from  the 
main  land.— Sir  O.  Ma.ckbnzib*s  2fi#t.  tf  leeUnd.  See  also 
Xkrilt,  drnpti  i.  pages  53, 54,56. 


Ohitpyiip  htti  r^  avOpOwn  stf^e  t«v  nri  capin^aylf 
yc/oydrwv,  «^,  XP^w6rris  ;^ci'Xo«f,  o^k  6^^nis  Srvx^t  oi 
Tpax^rtff  iUmav  irpSnertv,  oh  KotXlas  nrovia^  jcal  itv/m- 
/larsf  &epftiiiiff  rpk^tai^  ital  KaTepydvaedat  iwarii  r6  fiap4 
Kai  Kpi&6ts  ;  «IAA*  aifTdOiv  tf  fins  rff  Xcctfn/ri  twv  Himtv, 
Kol  m  o/uKp&rrtn  rsp  ov^irof,  «a^  rjy  ftoXoctfri/n  r^t 
yA<Mrffi7(,  Ka2  rp  -K^oi  Tt^iv  AftSkhrriTt  rev  wvivftaroff 
i(6pvvTat  r^  oapxb^ayidv.  Ei  ht  Xtytfi  ns^Khat  trtav 
Tip  irri  TotaSr^p  iii&SnPi  8  fio^yti  ^ayttvy  npHrvp  airii 
ttvdKTttPQP.  (UA*  abrdst  ^«i  (reaoroilf /li)  ^ptiffdfAtvot  ttowH^ 
pifii' Tvniraptp  pilii  wiMku.  dXXd  wf  Xhttot,  Koi  ipttTot^  Kot 
A<tfMf  airtft  itff  ic^toin  ^ptoeitrtVf  ivekt  impart  ^«Vv, 
jj  itfipari  r?p,  tj  apva  ^  XayCktv  iid^^^op^  gal  <pdy$  wpov^ 
irurCtP  tri  ((&¥tos  &s iKciPO* 

B/tei (  a  otnti  ev  rtp  ptai^Sptp  rpv^&pcvf  &oTt  Sfpop  r^ 
Kpiai  rpovayoptCopeVf  tha  Sxpwv  ir^o(  ivrS  rd  /cpiat  3io- 
pt9a,  dpa^iyp^vrti  tXtuov,  oIpw,  p(Xi^  y^pov,  S^ofj  ^  ih^ 
pofft  ^vpiaKoif,  *A^^a6iffoif|  &<nrtg  9m»f  vcKp&Vf  ivra/^i^ 
a^oprei*  Kai  yip  5rw(  abrwp  iiaXv^ipnap  Kal  fUika^fiv'^ 
Tvp  Kol  rp6vop  Tipd  Kptvffairivvnn  ipyov  ivrl  r^v  Tixjftp 
Kpar^trat  k«,1  iiaKpaniOiterif  ti  dstpdf  fitiodnjras  iftmitl 
Kol  vov&Utt  airexl/ids, 

Otrnt  rd  rpHrov  aYpt6v  n  fSov  i6pA6rf  icat  KtucdBpyov 
stra  tppii  Tif  ^  ix^f  ttXicwTo'  «v2  ycdoftcivv,  o6ro  ffa2 
vpo/tcAcriliray  tp  IkzIpoh  rd  vikovp  hn  ^o&y  ipydrrfv  ^$tf 
Koiri^KOffpop  tpSBarop  ndi  rh'  oUovpop  AXitcrp^ova' Ktd 
KarapiKpbp  ofiro  rifp  iwXtiirrtdp  svvtftmtvrc;,  iiris^aydc 
apOptnUp,  Kai  ^ivovi  «ac  mXipovt  vpe9i\6tp, 

UXow;*  vtpi  r»;  vapKo^aXiat* 


^Vnfftov ;  or  tfir  Sb9ivit  ef  SboUtuTre. 


Nondum  amabam,  et  amare  amabam,  qnierebam  quid  amarem  amans  amare. 

Cnf$$0,  SL  AugnaL 


PREFACE. 


The  poem  entitled  **  AlasCbr,"  may  be  considered  as 
allegorical  of  one  (^  the  most  interesting  situations 
of  the  human  mind.  It  refNtesents  a  youth  of  uncor- 
rupted  feelings  and  adventurous  genius  led  forth  by 
an  imagination  inflamed  and  purified  through  femi- 
liarity  with  all  that  is  ex<^llent  and  majestic  to  the 
contemplation  of  tl|e  imi verse.  He  drinks  deep  of 
the  fountains  of  knowle<^e,  and  is  still  insatiate. 
The  munificence  and  beauty  of  the  external  world 
sinks  profoundly  inlb  the  fmme  of  his  conceptions, 
and  afibcda  to  their  modifications  a  variety  not  to  be 
exhanated.  So  long  as  it  b  possible  for  his  desires 
to  point  towards  objects  thos  infinite  and  unmeasured, 
he  ia  joyous,  and  tranquil,  and  self-possessed.  But 
the  period  arrives  when  these  objects  cease  to  suf- 
fice. His  mind  is  at  length  suddenly  awakened,  and 
thirsts  for  intercourse  with  an  intelligence  similar  to 
itael£  He  inuges  to  himself  the  being  whom  he 
lovea  conversant  with  speculaUobs  of  the  sublimest 
and  most  perfect  natures,  the  vision  in  which  he 


embodies  his  own  imaginations  unites  all  of  wondei 
ful,  or  wise,  or  beautiful,  which  the  poet,  the  philoao 
pher,  or  the  lover  cou)d  depicture.  The  intellectual 
foculties,  tho  imagination,  the  functions  of  sense,  have 
their  respective  requisitions  on  the  sympathy  of  oo^ 
responding  powers  in  other  human  brings.  The  Pbel 
is  represented  as  uniting  these  requisitions,  and  at- 
taching them  to  a  single  image.  He  seeks  in  vain 
for  a  prototype  of  his  conception.  Blasted  by  his 
disappointment,  he  descends  to  an  untimely  gr^ve 
The  picture  is  not  barren  of  instruction  to  actual 
men.  The  Pbet*s  self-centnxi  seclusion  was  avenged 
by  the  furies  of  an  irresistible  passion  punuing  tiira 
to  speedy  ruin.  But .  that  power  which  strikes  the 
luminaries  of  the  world  with  sadden  darkness  and 
extinction,  by  awakening  them  to  too  exquisite  a  per* 
ception  of  its  influences,  dooms  to  a  slow  and  poison- 
ous decay  those  meaner  epirits  that  dare  to  abjure  its 
dcmiinion.  Their  destiny  is  more  al^ect  and  inglori- 
ous, as  their  delinquency  is  more  contemptible  and 
pernicious.  They  who,  deluded  by  no  generous  er- 
ror, instigated  by  no  sacred  thiiat  of  doubtful  know- 
ledge, duped  by  no  illustrious  superstinon,  loving 
noUiing  on  this  earA,  and  cherishing  no  hopes  b^ 
yond,  yet  keep  aloof  from  sympathies  with  their  kind 
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rejoicing  nchher  in  human  J07  nor  mourning  with 
human  grief;  these,  and  such  as  they,  have  their 
apportioned  curse.  They  languish,  because  none 
feel  with  them  their  common-  nature.  Th^  are 
morally  dead.  They  are  neither  fiiends,  nor  loven, 
nor  fiuhers,  nor  citizens  of  the  world,  nor  bene&ctorB 
of  their  country.  Among  those  who  attempt  to  exist 
without  human  sympathy,  the  pure  and  tender-hearted 
perish  through  the  intensity  and  passion  of  their 
search  aAer  its  communities,  when  the  vacancy  of 
their  spirit  suddenly  makes  itself  <elL  All  else,  sel- 
fish, blind,  and  torpid,  are  those  iinfi)reseeing  multi- 
tudes who  constitute,  together  with  -ifaeir  own,  the 
lasting  misery  and  loneliness  of  the  world.  Those 
who  lovo  not  their  fellow-beings,  live  tuifruitfiil  lives, 
and  prepare  for  their  old  age  a  miserable  grave. 

The  good  die  flnt. 
And  those  whose  hearts  are  diy  as  summer's  dust. 
Burn  to  Ute  socket  I 

December  14, 1815. 
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OR.  TBE  SPIRIT  OF  SOUTUDE. 


Earth,  ocean,  air,  beloved  brotherhood ! 
If  our  great  Mother  hqa  imbued  my  soul 
With  aught  of  natural  piety  to  feel 
Your  love,  and  recompense  the  boon  with  mine ; 
If  dewy  mam,,  and  odorous  noon,  and  even. 
With  sunset  and  its  gorgeous  ministenr, 
And  solemn  midnight's  tingling  silenmess ; 
*f  autumn^s  hollow  sighs  in  the  sere  wood. 
And  winter  robing  with  pure  snow  and  crowns 
Of  starry  ice  the  gray  grass  and  bare  boughs ; 
If  spring's  voluptuous  pantings  when  she  breathes 
Her  first  sweet  kisses,  have  been  dear  to  me ; 
If  no  bright  bird,  insect  or  gentle  beast 
I  conscbusly  have  injured,  but  still  loved 
And  cherish'd  these  my  kindred  ; — then  Ibigive 
This  bofMt,  beloved  brethren,  and  withdraw 
No  portion  of  your  wonted  tavor  now ! 

Mother  of  this  unfathomable  worid ! 
Favor  my  solemn  9ong,  for  I  have  loved 
Thee  ever,  and  thee  only ;  I  have  walch*d 
Thy  shadow,  and  the  darkness  of  thy  steps, 
And  my  heart  ever  gazes  on  the  depth 
Of  thy  deep  mysteiies.    I  have  made  my  bed 
In  chamois  and  on  oofiins,  where  black  death 
Keeps  record  of  the  trophies  won  from  thee, 
Hoping  to  still  these  obstinate  questionings 
Of  thee  and  thine,  by  forcing  epme  lone  ghost, 
Thy  messenger,  to  render  up  the  tale 
Of  what  we  are.    In  lone  aiid  silent  houn, 
When  night  makes  a  weird  sound  of  its  ownjHillneas, 
Like  an  inspired  and  desperate  alchemyat 
Staking  hb  very  life  on  some  dark  hope, 
Have  I  mix'd  awful  talk  and  asking  looks 
With  my  most  innocent  love,  until  strange  tears. 
Uniting  with  those  breathless  kisses,  made 
Such  magic  as  compels  the  charmed  night 
1*0  render  up  thy  charge :  and,  though  ne'er  yet 
Than  html  unveil'd  thy  inmost  sanctuary, 


Enough  from  incommunicable  dream. 

And  twilight  phantasms,  and  deep  noonday  thong;fat 

Has  shone  within  me,  that  serenely  now, 

And  moveless  aik  a  long-foigotten  lyre. 

Suspended  in  the  solitary  dome 

Of  some  mysterious  and  deserted  fene, 

I  wait  thy  breath,  Great  Phrent,  that  my  atrain 

May  modulate  with  murmurs  of  the  air. 

And  motions  of  the  forest  and  the  sea. 

And  voice  of  living  beings,  and  wovvn  h3niUM 

Of  night  and  day,  and  the  deep  heart  of  man. 

There  was  a  Poet  whose  untinfely  tomb 
No  human  hands  With  pious  reverence  reared. 
But  the  chaim'd  eddies  of  autumnal  winds 
Built  o'er  his  mouldering  bones  a  pyramid 
Of  mouldering  le&ves  in  the  waste  wilderness; 
A  lovely  youth!— -ne  mourning  maiden  deck*d 
With  weeping  flowers,  or  votive  cypress  wraath. 
The  lone  couch  of  his  everlasting  sleep: 
Gentle,  and  brave,  and  generous,  no  lorn  bard 
Breathed  o*er  his  dark  fete  one  melodkms  sigh : 
He  lived,  he- died,  he  sung,  in  solitude. 
Strangers  have  wept  to  hear  his  pasrionate  notes. 
And  virgins,  as  unknown  he  past,  have  sigfa*d 
And  wasted  for  fond  love  of  his  wild  eyes. 
The  fire  of  those  soft  orbs  has  ceased  to  bum. 
And  Silence,  too'  enamor'd  of  that  voice. 
IjxkB  iu  mute  music  in  her  rugged.celL 

By  solemn  vision  and  bright  silver  dream. 
His  in&ncy  was  nurtured.     Every  sight 
And  sound  from  the  vast  earth  and  ambient  air, 
Sent  to  his  heart  its  choicest  impulses. 
The  fountains  of  divine  philosophy 
Fled  not  his  thirsting  lips ;  and  all  of  great. 
Or  good,  or  lovely,  which  the  sacred  past 
In  truth  or  feble  consecrates,  he  felt 
And  knew.     When  early  youth  had  past,  be  left 
His  cold  fireside  and  alienated  home. 
To  seek  strange  tmtlu  in  undiscover'd  lands. 
Many  a  wide  waste  and  tangled  wilderness 
Has  lured  his  fearless  steps ;  and  he  has  bought 
With  his  sweet  voice  and  eyes,  fiom  savage  men. 
His  rest  and  ibod.    Nature's  most  secret  steps 
He,  like  her  shadow,  has  pursued,  where'er 
The  red  volcano  overcanbpies 
Its  fields  of  snow  and  pinnacles  of  ice 
With  burning  smoke ;  or  where,  bitumen  lakes, 
On  black  bare  pointed  islets  ever  beat 
With  sluggish  surge ;  or  where  the  secret  caves. 
Rugged  and  dork,  winding  among  the  aprings 
Of  fire  and  poison,  inaccessible 
To  avarice  or  pride,  their  starry  donea 
Of  diamond  ami  of  gold  expand  above 
Numberless  and  immeasurable  halls, 
Frequent  with  crystal  column,  and  dMir  shrines 
Of  pearl,  and  thrones  radiant  with  chryadite* 
Nor  had  tfiat'  scene  of  ampler  m^ieaty 
Than  gems  of  gold,  the  varying  roof  of  heavjSA 
And  the  green  earth,  lost  in  his  heart  its  daims 
To  love  and  wonder;  he  would  linger  long 
In  lonescHne  vales,  making  the  wild  hia  home. 
Until  the  doves  and  squirrels  would  partake 
From  his  iimbcuoos  hand  his  bloodless  food. 
Lured  by  the  gentle  meamng  of  his  looks, 
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And  the  wild  antelope,  that  ftarlB  whene'er 
Th«  dry  leaf  rtitdet  in  the  brake,  luiipend 
Her  timid  atepB^  to  gaae  upon  a  iorm 
More  graceful  than  her  own. 

Hia  wandering  atep, 
Obedient  to  high  thoughta,  hai  viaited 
The  awful  ruina  of  the  daya  of  old  : 
Athena,  and  Tyre,  and  Balbec,  and  the  waafee 
Where- Mood  Jeniaalem,  the  fiillen  towen 
Of  Babylon,  the  etemai  pynunida, 
Meniphia  and  SThebea,  and  wb<ltaoe*er  of  itnuige, 
Soulptur'd  on  alabaater  obelisk. 
Of  jasper  tomb,  or  mutilated  sphinx, 
Daric  Ethiopia  on  her  desert  hills 
Conceals.    Apiong  the  ruin'd  temples  there, 
Stupendoua  columna,  and  wild  imagea 
Of  more  than  man,  where  marble  demons  watch 
The  Zodiac's  brazen  mystery,  and  dead  men 
Hang  their  mute  thoughts  on  the  mute  walls  around, 
He  lingered,  poring  on  memoriala 
Of  the  world*a  youth,  through  the  long  burning  day 
Gazed  on  thoae  speechless  shapea,  nor,  when  the  moon 
Fill'd  the  mysterious  lialls  with  floating  shadea 
Suspended  he  that  task,  but  ever  gazed 
And  gazed,  till  meaning  on  his  vacant  mind 
Flash'd  like  atrong  inspiration,  and  he  saw 
The  thrilling  aecrets  of  the  birth  of  time. 

Meantime  an  Arab  maiden  brought  his  food. 
Her  daily  portion,  from  her  father's  tent,^ 
And  spread  her  matting  for  his  couch,  and  stole 
From  duties  and  repose  to  tend  his  steps : — 
Enamor'd,  yet  ndt  dliring  foi^  deep  awe 
To  speak  her  love .- — and  vi'Btch'd  hia  nightly  sleep. 
Sleepless  herself,  to  gaze  upon  his  lips 
Parted  in  slumber,  whence  the  regular  breath 
Of  innocent  dreams  arose :  then,  when  red  mom 
Made  paler  the  pale  moon,  to  her  cold  home, 
Wilder'd  and  wan  and  panting,  she  retum'd 

The  Poet  wandering  on,  through  Arabie 
And  Peisia,  and  the  wild  Carmanian  waste, 
And  o'er  the  aerial  mountains  which  pour  down 
Indus  and  Oxiii  from  their  icy  caves. 
In  joy  and  exultation  held  his  way. 
Till  in  the  vale  of  Cachmire,  for  within 
Its  lonehekt  dell,  where  odorous  plants  entwine 
Beneath  the  hollow  rocks  a  natural  bower, 
Beside  a  sparkling  rivulet  he  siretch'd 
His  languid  limba.     A  vision  on  his  sleep 
There  came,  a  dream  of  hopes  that  never  yet 
Had  ilush'd  his  cheek.    He  dream'd  a  veiled  maid 
Sate  near  him,  talking  in  low  silver  tones. 
Her  voice  was  like  the  voice  of  his  own  soul 
Heard  in  the  calm  of  thought :  its  music  long, 
like  woven  sounds  of  streams  and  breezes,  held 
His  inmost  sense  suspended  in  its  web 
Of  many-color'd  woof  and  shifting  hues. 
Knowledge  and  triith  and  virtue  were  her  theme, 
And  lofty  hopes  of  divine  liberty. 
Thoughts  the  most  dear  to  him,  and  poesy, 
Henelf  a  poet    Soon  the  solemn  mood 
Of  her  pore  mind  kindled  through  all  her  frame 
A  permeating  fire :  wild  numbers  then 
She  raised*  with  voice  stiffed  m  tremulous  sobs 


Subdued  by  its  own  palhoa :  her  Air  httids 

Were  bare  alone,  sweeping  from  some  strange  harp 

Strange  symphony,  and  in  their  fanmching  veins 

The  ehxjuent  Mood  told  an  ineflable  tale. 

The  beating  of  her  heart  was  heard  lo  fill 

The  pauaea  of  her  moaic,  and  her  breath 

Tumultuously  accoided  with  those  fits 

Of  intennitteid  song.    Sudden  she  rose. 

As  if  her  heart  impatiently  endured 

Its  bursting  burthen :  at  the  sound  he  turo'd. 

And  saw  by  the  warm  light  of  dieir  own  liff 

Her  glowing  limbs  beneath  the  ainuooa  veil 

Of  woven  wind ;  her  outspread  arms  now  bara,  ' 

Her  dark  locks  floating  in  the  breath  of  night,  . 

Her  beamy  bending  eyes,  her  parted  lips 

Oulstretch'd,  and  pale,  and  quivering  eagerly. 

His  strong  heart  sunk  and  sicken'd  with  excess 

Of  love.  He  rear'd  his  shuddering  limbs,  and  quell'd 

His  gasping  breath,  and  spread  hia  arms  to  meet 

Her  panting  bosom : — she  drew,  badk  awhile, 

Then,  yielding  to  the  irresistible  joy,     - 

With  frantic  gesture  and  short  breathless  cry 

Folded  his  fiaxpe  in  her  dissolving  arms. 

Now  blackness  veil'd  his  dizzy  ;eyes,  and  nig^t 

Involved  and  swallow'd  up  the  vision ;  aleep^ 

like  a  dark  flood  suspended  in  its  oouiae, 

RoU'd  beck  its  impulse  on  his  vacant  brain. 


Routed  by  the  shock,  he  started  from  his 

The  cold  white  light  of  morning,  the  blue  mooO' 

Low  in  the  west,  the  clear  and  garish  hills. 

The  distinct  valley  and  the  vacant  woods. 

Spread  round  where  he  stood. — Whither  have  fled 

The  hues  of  heaven  that  canopied  his  bower 

Of  yesternight  ?  The  sounds  that  soothed  his  deep 

The  mystery  and  the  mi^ty  of  earth. 

The  joy,  the  exultation?  His  wan  eyes 

Gaze  on  the  empty  scene  as  vacantly 

As  ocean's  moon  looks  on  the  moon  in  heaveiv 

The  spirit  of  sweet  human  love  has  sent 

A  vision  to  the  sleep  of  him  who  spum'd 

Her  choicest  gifla.     He  eagerly  pursues 

beyond  the  realms  of  dream  that  fleeting  shade  * 

He  overleaps  the  bound.     Alas !  alas ! 

Were  limbs  and  breath,  and  being  intertwined 

Thus  treacherously  ?  Lost,  lost,  for  ever  lost. 

In  the  wide  pathless  desert  of  dim  sleep. 

That  beautiful  shape !  does  the  dark  giate  of  death 

Conduct  to  thy  my?teriuus  paradise, 

O  Sleep?  Does  the  bright  arch  of  rainbow  clouds. 

And  pendent  mountains  seen  in  the  calm  lake. 

Lead  only  to  a  black  and  watery  depth. 

While  death's  blue  vault  with  loiheliest  vapors  hung 

Where  every  shade  which  the  foul  grave  exhalea 

Hides  its  dead  eye  from  the  detested  day. 

Conduct,  O  Sleep,  to  thy  delightful  realroa? 

This  doubt  with  sudden  tide  flow'd  on  his  heart, 

The  insatiate  hope,  which  it  awaken'd,  stung 

His  brain  even  like  despair. 

While  daylight  held 
The  sky,  the  Pbet  kept  mute  conference 
With  his  still  soul.    At  night  the  passion  came. 
Like  the  fierce  fiend  of  a  distemper'd  dream. 
And  shook  hint  from  his  rest,  and  led  him  fbitb 
Into  the  darkneas. — As  an  eagle  grasped 
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In  Iblds  of  tbe  green  Berpeot,  ftete  her  breaflC 

Bum  with  the  poison,  and  precipitates' 

Through  night  and  day,  tempest,  and  calm  and  cloud, 

Frantic  with  dizzying  anguish,  her  blind  flight 

0*er  the  wide  aery  wilderness :  thus  driven- 

By  the  bright  shadow  of  that  lovely  dream, 

Beneath  the  cold  glare  of  the  desolate  night, 

Through  tangled  swamps  and  deep  precipitous  dells. 

Startling  with  careless  step  the  moonlight  snake, 

He  fled — Red  moniing  dawn*d  upon  his  flight, 

SHiedding  the  mockery  of  its  vital  hues 

Upon  his  cheek  of  death.    He  wander'd  on ; 

Till  vast  Aomos  seen  from  Petra's  steep 

Hung  o'er  the  low  horizon  like  a  cloud ; 

Through  BaUi,  and  where  the  desolated  tombs 

Of  Parthian  kings  scatter  to  every. wind 

Their  wasting  dust,  wildly  he  wandered  on. 

Day  after  day,  a  weary  waste  of  hours, 

Bearing  within  his  life  the  brooding  care 

"niat  ever  fed  on  its  decaying  flame. 

And  now  his  limbs  were  lean ;  his  scattei^d  hair, 

Sered  by  the  autumn  of  strange  sufllerin^. 

Sung  dirges  in  the  wind ;  his  listless  hand 

Hung  like  dead  bone  within  its  wither'd  sldn ; 

LUe,  and  the  lustre  that  consumed  it,  shone 

As  in  a  furnace  burning  secretly 

From  his  dark  eyes  alone.    The  oottagers. 

Who  raoisten'd  with  human  charity 

BDs  human  wants,  beheld  with  wcuodering  awe 

Their  fleeting  visitant    The  mountaineer. 

Encountering  on  some  dizzy  precipice 

That  spectral  form,  deem'd  that  the  ISpirit  of  wind. 

With  lightning  eyes,  and  eager  breath,  and  feet 

Disturbing  not  the  drifted  snow,  had  paused 

In  his  career.    The  infant  would  conceal 

His  troubled  visage  in  his  mothers  robe. 

In  terror  at  the  glare  of  those  wild  eyes,-. 

To  remember  their  strange  light  in  many  a  dream 

Of  after-times :  but  youthful  maidens  taught 

By  nature,  would  interpret  half  the  woe 

That  wasted  him,  would  call  him  with  false  names 

Brother,  and  friend,  would  press  his  pallid  b^nd 

At  parting,  and  watch,  dim  through  tears,  the  path 

Of  his  departure  from  their  father''s  door. 


At  length  upon  the  lone  Chorasmian  shore 
He  paused,  a  wide  and  melancholy  waste 
Of  putrid  marshes — a  strong  impulse  urged 
His  steps  to  the  sea-shore.     A  swan  was  there 
Beside  a  sluggish  stream  among. the  reeds. 
It  rose  as  he  approach*d,  and  with  strong  wings 
Scaling  the  upward  sky,  bent  its  bright  course 
BSgh  over  the  immeasurable  main. 
His  eyes  pursued  its  flight : — '*  Thou  hast  a  home. 
Beautiful  bird :  thou  voyogest  to  thine  home, 
Where  thy  sweet  mate  uill  twine  her  downy  neck 
With  thine,  and  welcoipe  Ihy  return  with  eyes 
Bright  in  the  lustre  of  their  own  fond  joy. 
And  what  am  I,  that  I  should  linger  here. 
With  voice  flir  sweeter  than  thy  dying  notes. 
Spirit  more  vast  than  thine,  frame  more  attuned 
To  beauty,  wasting  these  surpassing  powers 
la  the  deaf  air,  to  the  blind  earth,  and  heaven. 
That  echoes  not  my  thoughts  ?**  A  gloomy  smile 
Of  despertite  hope  wrinkled  his  quivering  lips. 
For  sleep,  he  knew,  kept  most  relentlessly 


Its  precious  charge,  and  silent  death  ezpoaed. 
Faithless,  perhaps  as  sleep,  a  shadowy  lure. 
With  doubtful  smile  mocking  its  own  si 


Startled  by  his  own  thoughts  he  look*d  aitMmd 
There  was  no  fair  fiend  near  him,  not  a  sigh 
Or  sound  of  awe  but  in  his  own  deep  mind. 
A  little  shallop  flooAing  near  the  shore 
Caught  the  iqipatient  wandering  of  his  gaze. 
It  had  Iteen  long  abandon*d,  for  its  sides 
Gaped  wide  with  many  .a  rifl,  and  its  frail  jcnnis 
Sway'd  with  the  undulations  of  the  tide. 
A  restless  impulse  ur^ed  him  to  embArk. 
And  meet  lone  Death  on  the  drear  ocean's  waste  ,* 
For  well  he  knew  that  mighty  Shadow  loves 
The  slimy  eavems  of  ibQ  populbui  deep. 

The  day  was  fair  and  sunny:  sea  and  sky 
Dmnk  its  inspiring  radiance,  and  die  vripd 
&wept  strongly  from  the  shore,  blackening  die  wavsi 
Following  his  eager  soul,  the  wanderer 
Leaped  in  the  boat,  he  spread  his  cloak  alofl 
On  the  bare  mast,  and  took  his  lonely  seat. 
And  felt  the  boat  speed  D'er  the  tranquil  sea 
like  a  torn  cloud  before  the  hurricane. 

As  one  that  in  a  silver  vision  floats 

Obedient  to  the  sweep  of  odorous  winds 

Upon  resplendent  clouds;  so  rapidly 

Along  the  dark  and  ruffled  waters  fled 

The  straining  boat — A  whirlwind  swept  4t  on» 

With  fierce  gusts  and  precipitating  £)rce. 

Through  the  white  ridges  of  the  chafed  sea. 

Tlie  waves  arose.     Higher  and  higher  still 

Their  fierce  necks  writhed  beneath  the  tempeslli 

.    scourge. 
Like  serpents  struggling  in  a  vulture's  grasp. 
Calm  and  rejoicing  in  the  fbarful  wi^ 
Of  wave  running  on  wave,  and  blont  xai  Uast 
Descending,  and  black  flood  on  whirlpool  driven- 
With  dark  obliterating  course,  he  sale : 
As  if  theh"  genii  were  the  roiniAers 
Appointed  to  cx>nduct  him  to  the  light 
Of  those  beloved  eyes,  the  Poet  sate 
Holding  the  steady lielm^     Evening  cane  on. 
The  beams  of  sunset  hung  their  rainbow. hues 
High  *mid  the  shifting  domes  of  sheeted  spray 
That  canopied  his  path  o'er  the  waste  deep ; 
Twilight,  ascending  slowly  from  the  east, 
Entwined  in  duskier  wreaths  her  braided  locks 
O'er  the  fair  front  and  radkint  eyes  of  day ; 
Night  fbllow'd,  clad  with  stars.    On  every  side 
More  horribly  the  multitudinous  streams 
Of  ocean's  mountainous  waste  to  mutual  war 
Rush'd  in  dark  tumult  thundering,  as  to  mock 
The  calm  and  spangled  sky.    'Hie  little  boat  - 
Sdll  fled  before  the  storm  ,*  still  fled,  like  fbam 
Down  the  steep  cataract  of  a  wintry  river ; 
Now  pausing  on  the  edge  of  the  riven  wave  * 
Now  leaving  far  behind  the  bursting  mass 
That  fell,  convulsing  ocean.     Safely  fled — 
As  if  that  frail  and  wasted  human  form 
Had  been  an  elemental  god. 

At  midnigfat 
The  moon  arose :  and  lo !  the  ethereal  difli 
Of  Caucasus,  whose  icy  summits  shpne 

392 


ALABTOH. 


145 


Among  the  itan  like  sunlight,  and  arotind 

Whose  cavem'd  base  the  whirlpools  and  the  waves 

Bursting  tod  eddyin/ irresistibly  . 

Rige  and  resound  for  ever. — Who  shall  save  ? 

The  boat  fled  on^-lhe  boiling  torrent  drove, — 

The  crags  closed  round  with  black  and  jagged  arms. 

The  shaller'd  mountain  overhung  the  sea. 

And  Ihsier  still,  beyond  all  human  speed. 

Suspended  on  the  sweep  of  the  smbolh  wave, 

The  Utile  boat  was  driven/  A  cavern  there        ^ 

Yuwn'd,  and  araid  its  slant  aiid  winding  depths 

Ingulfd  the  rushing  sea-   The  boat  fled  on 

With  unrelaxing  si»ed.    "  Vision  and  Love ! " 

The  poet  cried  aloud,  "  I  have  beheld 

The  poih  of  thy  departure.    Sleep  and  death 

Shall  not  divide  ub  long.** 


The  boot  pursued  •- 
The  windings  of  the  cavenu — Daylight  shone 
At  length  upon  4h«t  gloomy  river's  flow^ 
Now,  where  the  fiercest  war  among  the  waves 
Is  calm,  on  the  un&lhomable  stream 
The  boat  moved  slowly.   Where  the  nuxintain  riven 
Flxposed  tboee  black  depths  to  the  asure  aky, 
Ere  yet  the  flood's  enormous  volume  fell 
Even  to  the  base  of  Caucasus,  \vith  sound 
That  shook  the  everlasting  rocks,  the  mass 
Fiird  with  one  whirlpool  all  that  ample  chasm ; 
Stair  above  stair  the  eddying  waten  rose, 
Circling  immeasurably  fast,  and  laved    . 
With  alternating  dash  the  gnarled  roots 
Of  mighty  trees,  that  stretched  their  giant  arms 
In  darkness  over  it.    I'  the  midst  was  leil, 
Reflecting,  yet  distorting  every  cloud, 
A  pool  of  tseacherous  and  tremendous  calm. 
Seized  by  the  sway  of  the  ascendipg  stream. 
With  disy  swiftness,  round,  and  round,  and  round. 
Ridge  after  ridge  the  straiiung  boat  arose. 
Till  on  the  verge  of  the  extremest  cur«'e, 
Where  throiigh  an  opening  of  the  rocky  bank 
The  waten  overflow,  and  a  smooth  spot 
Of  glassy  quiet  'mid  those  battling  tides 
Is  leO,  the  boat  paused  shuddering.    Shall  it  sink . 
iJown  the  abyss  7  Shall  the  reverting  stress 
Of  that  resistless  gulf  embosom  it  7 
Now  shall  it  fall  ?  A  wandering  stream  of  wind, 
Breathed  (ram  the  west,  has  caught  the  expanded 

sail, 
And,  lo  I  with  gentle  motion  between  bonks 
Of  mossy  slope,  and  on  a  placid  stream. 
Beneath  a  woven  grove,  it  sails,  and,  hark ! 
The  ghaaily  torrent  mingles  itM  far  roar 
With  the  breeze  murmuring  in  the  musical  woods. 
Where  the  embowering  trees  recede,  and  leave 
A  little  space  of  green  expanse,  the  cove 
h  closed  by  meeting  banks,  vvhui^o  yellow  flowers 
For  ever  gaze  on  their  own  drooping  eyes. 
Reflected  in  the  crystal  calm.    The  wave 
Of  the  boat's  motion  raarr'd  thoir  pensive  task. 
Which  nauiiht  but  vagrant  bird,  or  wanton  wind, 
Or  falling  spear-gnijs,  or  their  own  decay 
Had  e'er  disturh'd  before.    The  Poet  long'd 
To  fleck  with  their  bright  hues  his  withered  hair. 
Bat  on  his  heart  its  solitude  retum'd, 
And  ho  forbore.  ^  Not  the  strong  impulse  hid 
In  those  flusn'd  cheeks,  bent  eyes,  and  shadowy 

'  frame. 
Had  yel  performed  its  ministry :  it  hung 
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Upon  his  life,  as  lightning  !n  a  cloud 
Gleams,  hovering  ere  it  vanis^  ere  the  floods 
Of  night  close  over  it 

The  noonday  mm 
Now  shone  upon  the  forest,  one  vast  mass 
Of  mingiing  shade,  whose  brown  magnificence 
A  narrow  ^e  embosoms.    Them,  huge  caVes, 
Scoop'd  in  the  dark  base  of  those  aery  rocks, 
Mocking  its  moans,  respond  and  mar  for  ever. 
The  meeting  boughs  and  implicated  leaves 
Wove  twilight  o'er  the  Poet'^  path,  as  led 
By  love,  or  dream,  or  God,  or  mightier  Death, 
He  sought  in  Nature's  dearei^t  haunt,  some  bonk, 
Her  cradle,  and  his  septilchre.    Mora  dark 
And  darR  itie  shades  accumulate— the  oak. 
Expanding  its  immeasurable  arms, 
Embraces  the  light  beach.    The  pyramids 
Of  the  tall  cedar  overarching;  fkime 
Most  solemn  domes  within,  and  &r  below. 
Like  clouds  suspended  in  an  emerald  sky. 
The  ash  and  the  acacia  floating  hang 
Tremulous  and  pale.    like  restless  serpents,  clothed 
Tn  rainbow  and  in  fire,  the  parasites, 
Starr'd  with  ten  thousand  blossoms,  flow  around  ' 
The  gray  trunks,  and  as  gamesome  infimts'  eyes,  ' 
With  gentle  meanings,  and  most  innocent  wUes, 
Fold  their  beams  round  the  hearts  of  those  that  loTa» 
These  twine  their  tendrils  with  the  wedded  boughs. 
Uniting  their  close  union ;  the  woven  leaves 
Make  net- work  of  the  daVk-blue  light  of  day, 
And  the  night's  noontide  clearness,  mutable 
As  shapes  in  the  weird  clouds.    Soft  mossy  lawns 
beneath  these  canopies  extend  their  swells. 
Fragrant  with  perfumed  herbs,  and  eyed  with  blooms 
Minute  yet  beautiful.    One  darkest  glen 
Sends  from  its  woods  of  niusk-rose,  twined  with  jas- 
mine, 
A  soul-dlssolving  odor,  to  invite 
To  some  more  lovely  mystery.    Through  the  dell, 
Silence  and  Twilight  here,  twin-sisters,  keep 
Their  noonday  watch,  and  sail  among  the  shades 
Like  vaporous  shapes  half  seen ;  beyond,  a  well. 
Dark,  gleaming,  and  of  most  translucent  wave. 
Images  all  the  woven  boughs  above. 
And  each  depending  leaf,  and  every  speck 
Of  azure  sky,  darting  between  their  chasms : 
Nor  aught  else  in  the  liquid  mirror  laves 
Its  portraiture,  but  some  Inconstant  star 
Between  one  foliaged  lattice  twinkling  fair. 
Or,  painted  birrl,  sleeping  beneath  the  moon, 
Or  gorgeous  insect  floating  motionless, 
Unconscions  of  the  day,  ere  yet  his  wings 
Have  spread  their  glories  to  the  gaze  of  noon. 


Hither  the  Poet  came.    His  eyes  beheld 
Their  own  wan  light  through  the  reflected  lines 
Of  his  thin  hair,  distinct  in  the  dark  depth ' 
Of  that  still  fountain ;  as  the  human  heart. 
Gazing  in  dreams  over  the  gloomy  grave. 
Sees  its  own  treacherous  likeness  there.  He  heard 
The  motion  of  the  leaves,  the  grass  that  sprung 
Startled  and  glanced  aild  trombied  even  lo  feel 
An  unaccustomed  presence,  and  th^  sound 
Of  the  sweet  brook  that  from  tlie  secret  springs 
Of  that  dark  fountain  rose.    A  Spirit  soem'd 
To  stand  beside  him — clothed  in  no  bright  robes 
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Of  shadow^r  silver  or  enshrining  light, 
Borrow'd  from  aught  the  visible  world  aflbrds 
Of  grace,  or  majesty,  or  mystery  ; 
But  undulating  woods,  and  silent  well. 
And  leaping  rivolet,  and  evening  gloom 
Now  deepening  the  dark  shades,  for  speech  asBuming 
Held  comraune^with  him,  as  if  he  and  it 
Were  all  that  was,-:only — when  has  regard 
Was  raised  by  intense  pentiveneas — two  eyes. 
Two  starry  eyes,  hung  in  the  gloom  of  thought. 
And  seem'd  with  Iheir  serene  and  azuie  imilea 
To  beckon  him. 


Qbedient  to  the  light 
That  shone  within  his  soul,  he  went,  pursuing 
The  windings  of  the  delL — ^The  rivulet      • 
Wanton  and  wild,  through  many  a  green  ravine 
Beneath  the  Ibrest  flowed.    Sometimes  it  fell 
Among  the  moss  with  hollow  Harmony 
Dark  and  profound.  Now  on  the  polish'd  stones 
It  danced,  like  childhood  laughing  as  it  went: 
Then  through  the  plain  in  tranquil  wanderings  crept, 
Reflecting  every  herb  and  drooping  bud 
That  overhung  its  quiemess. — '*  O  stream ! 
Whoae  source  a  inaccessibly  profound. 
Whither  do  thy  mysterious  waters  tend  ? 
Thou  imagest  my  life.    Thy  darksome  stillness, 
Thy  dazzling  waves,  thy  loud  and  hollow  gulfi. 
Thy  searchless  fountain  and  invisible  course 
Have  each  their  type  in  me :  and  the  wide  sl^. 
And  measureless  ocean  may  declaro  as  soon 
What  oozy  cavern  or  what  wandering  cloud 
Contains  thy  waters,  as  the  universe 
Tell  where  these  living  thoughts  reside,  when  stretchM 
Upon  thy  flowers  my  bloodless  limbs  shall  waste 
r  the  passing  wind  !^' 


Beside  the  grassy  ahofe 
Of  the  small  stream  he  went ,-  he  did  impress 
On  the  green  mots  his  tremulous  step,  that  caught 
Strong  shuddering  from  his  burning  limbs.  As  one 
Roufled  by  some  joyous  madness  from  the  couch 
Of  fever,  he  did  move ;  yet,  not  like  him, 
Forgetful  of  the  grave,  whei^,  when  the  flame 
Of  his  frail  exultation  shall  be  spent, 
He  must  descend.    With  rapid  steps  he  went 
Beneath  the  shade  of  trees,  beside  the  flow 
Of  the  wild  babbling  rivulet ;  and  now 
The  forest's  solemn  canopies  were  changed 
For  the  uniform  and  lightsome  evening  sky. 
Gray  rocks  did  peep  irom  the  spara  moss,  and 

stemm'd 
The  struggling  brook :  tall  spires  of  windle^tro 
Threw  their  thin  shadows  down  the  rugged  slope, 
And  naught  but  gnarled  roots  of  ancient  pines, 
Branchless  and  blasted,  clench'd  with  grasping  roote 
The  unwilling  soil.    A  gradual  change  was  here, 
Yet  ghastly.    For,  as  fast  years  flow  away, 
The  smooth  brow  gathers,  and  the  hair  grows  thin  ' 
And  white ;  and  where  irradiate  dewy  eyes 
Had  shone,  gleam  stony  orbs :  so  from  his  stepi 
Bright  flowers  departed,  and  the  beautiful  shaide 
Of  the  green  groves,  with  all  their  odorous  winds 
And  mtisical  motions.    Calm,  he  still  pursued 
The  stream,  that  with  a  larger  volume  now 
Roird  through  the  labyrinthine  dell ;  and  there 
Fretted  a  path  through  its  descending  curves 


With  its  wintry  speed.   On  every  side  now 

Rocks,  which,  in  unimaginable  forms, 

lifted  their  Mack  and  barren  pinnacles 

In  the  light  of  evening,  and  its  precipioe 

Obscuring  the  mvine,  disclosed  above, 

'Mid  toppling  stones,  black  gulfs,  and  yawning  caves 

Whose  windings  gave  ten  thousand  various  tongues 

To  the  loud  stream.    Lo !  Where  the  pass  expands 

Its  stony  jaws,  the  abrupt  mountain  breaks, 

And  seems,  with  its  accumulated  crags. 

To  overhang  the  \\x«ld :  for  wide  expand 

Beneath  the  wan  stavs  aud  descending  moon 

Islanded  seas,  blue  mountains,  mighty  streams, 

Dim  tracts  and  vast,  rol»ed  in  tite  lustrous  gloom 

Of  lead«aKX»lor'd  even,  and  flery  hills 

Mingling  their  flames  with  twilight,  on  the  verge 

Of  the  remote  horiaon.    The  near  scene. 

In  naked  and  severe  simplicity, 

Made  contrast  with  the  universe.    A  pine. 

Rock-rooted,  streCch'd  athwart  die  vacancy 

Its  swinging  boughs,  to  each  inconstant  blast 

Yielding  one  only  response  at  each  pause; 

In  most  ftmiliar  cadence,  with  the  howl 

The  thunder  and  the  hiss  of  homeless  streans 

Mingling  its  solemn  song,  whilst  the  broad  river. 

Foaming  and  hurryii^  o'er  its  ragged  path. 

Fell  into  that  immeasurable  void 

Scattering  ks  waters  to  the  passing 


Yet  the  gray  precipioe,  and  solemn  pine 
And  torrait,  wera  not  all ;— one  silent  nook 
Was  there.   Even  on  the  edge  of  that  vast  moimtaia. 
Upheld  by  knotty  roots  and  fallen  rocks, 
It  overiook'd  in  its  serenity 
The  dark  earth,  and  th6  bending  vault  of  stan. 
It  was  a  tranquil  spot,  that  seem'd  to  smile 
Even  in  the  lap  of  horror.    Ivy  clasp'd 
The  Assured  stones  with  its  entwining  arms. 
And  did  embower  with  leaves  for  ever  green. 
And  berries  dark,  the  smooth  and  even  space 
Of  its  inviolatod  floor ;  and  here 
The  children  of  the  autumnal  whiriwind  bore. 
In  wanton  sport,  those  bright  leaves,  whoae  decoy 
Red,  yellow,  or  ethereally  pale, 
Rival  the  pride  of  summer.    'T  is  the  luKint 
Of  every  gentle  wind,  whose  breath  can  teach 
The  wilds  to  love  tranquillity.    One  step, 
One  human  step  alone,  has  ever  broken 
The  stillness  of  its  solitude : — one  voice 
Alone  inspired  its  echoes ;— «vfen  that  voice 
Which  hither  came,  floating  among  the  winds. 
And  led  the  loveliest  among  human  forms 
To  make  their  wikl  haunts  the  depositor 
Of  all  the  grace  and  beauty  that  endued 
Its  motions,  render  up  its  m^jes^,  * 
Scatter  its  music  on  the  unfeeling  storm. 
And  to  the  damp  leaves  and  blue  cavern  mouUL 
Nurses  of  rainbow  flowen  and  branching  mass, 
Commit  the  colms  of  that  varying  cheek. 
That  snowy  breast,  those  dark  and  drooping  dyes 


The  dim  and  homed  moon  hung  low,  and  pour'd 
A  sea  of  lustre  on  the  horiaon's  verge 
That  overflow'd  its  mountains.    Yellow  mist 
Fill'd  the  unbounded  atmosphere,  and  drank 
Wan  moonlight  even  to  foUness:  not  a  star 
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Shone,  not  a  sound  was  heard ;  die  very  'winds, 

Danger's  grim  playfnates,  on  that  precipice 

Slept,  clasp'd  in  hia  embrace. — O,  Aorjn  of  death ! 

Wboae  sightless  apeed  divides  this  sullen  night  t 

And  thou,  colossal  Skeleton,  that,  stiU 

(luiding  its  irresistible  career 

la  thy  devastating.omnipotence. 

Art  King  of  this  (rail  world,  from  the  red  field 

Of  slaughter,  from  the  reeking  hospital. 

The  patriot's  sacred  couch,  the  snowy  bed 

Oi'  innocence,  the  scaHbld  and  the  throne, 

A  roigh^  voice  invokes  thee.     Ruin  call* 

His  Brodier  Death.    A  rare  and  regal  prey 

He  hath  prepared,  prowling  around  the  world ; 

Glutted  with  which,  thou  mayeat  rep08e,<and  men 

Go  to  their  graves  like  flowers  or  creeping  wanna, 

Mnr  ever  move  ofler  at  thy  dark  shrine 

The  unheeded  tribute  of  a  broken  heart 

I 

When  on  the  threshold  of  die  green  r^ess 
The  wanderer's  ibotatepa  fell,  he  knew  that  death 
Was  on  him.     Yet  a  little,  ere  it  fled, 
Did  he  resign  his  high  and  holy  soul 
To  images  of  the  m%)eatic  past, 
That  paused  within  his  passive  being  now, 
Like   winds   that  bear  sweet  music;  when  they 

brtothe 
Through  some  dim  latticed  chamber.  He  did  place 
His  pole  lean  hand  upon  the  rugged  trunk 
Of  the  old  pine.     Upon  an  ivied  stone 
Recliued  his  languid  head ;  his  limbs  did  rest, 
Diffused  and  motionless,  on  the  smooth  brink 
Of  that  obscurest  chasm  ;-'Hind  ihus  he  lay. 
Surrendering  lo  their  final  impulses 
Tlie  hovering  powers  of  life.    Hope  and  Despair, 
The  torturers,  slept :  no  mortal  pain  or  fear 
Msrr'd  his  repose,  the  influxes  of  sense, 
And  his  own  being  unalioy'd  by  pain. 
Yet  feebler  and  more  feeble,  calmly  fed 
The  stream  of  thought,  tiQ  he  lay  breathing  there 
At  peace,  and  faintly  smjling : — his  last  sight 
Was  the  greSt  moon,  which  o*er  the  western  line 
or  the  wide  work!  her  mighty  horn  suspended, 
With  whose  dun  beams  inwoven  darkness  seem*d 
To  mingle.     Now  upon  the  jagged  hills   . 
It  rests,  and  atill  as  the  divided  frame 
Of  the  vast  meteor  sunk,  the  Poet's  blood. 
That  ever  beat  in  mystic  sympathy 
With  nature's  ebb  and  flow,  grew  feebler  still : 
And  when  two  leaseoing  points  of  light  alone 
Gleam'd  through  the  darkness,  the  alternate  gasp 
Of  his  ftSnt  reapiration  scarce  did  stir 
The  stagnate  night .- — till  the  minutest  ray 
Was  quench*d,  the  pulse  yet  lingered  in  his  heart 
It  paused — it  fluttered.    But  when  heaven  reroain'd 
Utteriy  black,  the  murky  shades  involved 
An  image;  silent  cold,  and  motbnleas,     . 
As  their  own  voiceless  earth  and  vacant  air. 
Even  as  a  vapor  fed  with  golden  beams 


That  minister'd  on  sunlight  ere  the  west 

Eclipses  it,  was  now  that  wondrous  frame — 

No  sense,  no  motion,  no  divinity — 

A  fragile  lute,  en  whose  harmonious  strings 

The  breath  of  heaven  did  wander — a  bright  stream 

Once  fed  with  many-voiced  waves— a  dream 

Of  foutli,  which  night  and  time  have  quench'd  for 

ever. 
Still,  dark,  and  dry,  and  unremember'd  now. 

O,  for  Medea's  wondrous  alchemy, 
Which,  wheresoe'er  it  fell,  made  the  earth  gleam 
With  bright  flowers,  and  the  wintry  boughs  exhale 
From  vernal  blopms  fresh  fragrance !  O,  that  God» 
Profuse  of  poisons,  would  conceal  the  chalice 
Which'but  one  living  man  has  dfain'd,  who  now. 
Vessel  of  deathless  wrath,  a  slave  that  (eels 
No  proud  exemption  in  the  blighting  cudm 
He  beais,  over  the  world  wanders  for  ever. 
Lone  as  incarnate  death  I  O,  that  the  dream 
Of  dark  magician  in  his  vision'd  cave. 
Raking  the  cinders  of  a  crucible 
For  life  and  power,  even  when  his  feeble  hand 
Slakes  in  its  last  decay,  were  the  true  law 
Of  this  so  lovely  world !  But  thou  art  fled 
Like  some  frail  exhalation,  which  the  dawn 
Robes  in  its  golden  beams, — ah !  thou  hast  fled ; 
The  brave,  the  gentle,  and  the  beautiful, 
The  child  of  grace  and  genius.     Heartless  things 
Are  done  and  said  i^  the  world,  and  many  worms 
And  beasts  and  men  live  on,  and  mighty  Earth 
From  sea  and  mountain,  city  and  wilderness. 
In  vesper  low  or  joyous  orison, 
Lifls  still  its  solemn  voice: — but  thou  art  fled^— 
Thou  canst  no  longer  know  or  love  the  shapes 
Of  this  phantasmal  scene,  who  have  to  thee 
Been  purest  ministers,  who  are,  alas ! 
Now  thou  art  not     Upon  those  pallid  lips 
So  sweet  even  in  their  silence,  pn  those  eyes  > 
That  image  sleep  in  death,  upon  that  form 
Yet  safe  from  the  worm's  outrage,  let  no  tear 
Be  shed — not  even  in  thought  Nor,  when  those  hoea 
Are  gone,  and  those  divinest  lineaments. 
Worn  by  the  senseless  wind,  shall  live  alone 
In  the  frail  pauses  of  this  simple  strain. 
Let  not  high  verse,  inouming  the  memory 
Of  that  which  is  no  more,  or  painting's  woe, 
Or  s(hilpture,  speak  in  feeble  imagery 
Their  own  cold  powers.     Art  and  eloquence. 
And  all  the  shows  o'  the  world,  are  tnil  and  vain 
To  weep  a  loss  that  turns  their  light  to  shade. 
It  is  a  woe  too  *'  deep  for  tears,"  when  all 
Is  refl  at  once,  when  some  surpassing  Spirit, 
Whose  light  adom'd  the  world  around  it  leaves 
Those  who  remain  behind,  nor  sobs  nor  groans. 
The  passionate  tumult  of  a  clinging  hope ; 
But  pale  despair  and  cold  tranquillity. 
Nature's  vast  frame,  the  web  of  human  things 
Birth  and  the  grave,  that  aro  not  as  they  were 
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A  MODERN  ECLOGUE. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

I  The  ttory  of  Rosalind  and  Helen,  is,  undoobtQdly, 
^  not  an  attempt  in  the  higheit  style  of  poetry.    It  is 
^  in  no  degree  calculated  to  excite  profound  meditatioh; 
i  and  if,  by  interestuig  the  aflections  and  amusing  the 
imaginatioii,' it  awaken  a  certain  ideal  melancholy 
favorable  to  the  reception  of  more'  important  im- 
^  pressions,  it  will  produce  in  the  reader  all  that  the 
writer  experienced  in  the  composition.     I  resigned 
myself  as  I  wrote,  to  the  impulse  of  the  feelings 
which  moulded  the  conception  of  the  story ;  ond  this 
impulto  determined  the  pauses  of  a  measure.,  which 
mly  pretends  to  be  regular  inasmuch  as  it  corresponds 
fvith,  and  expreaaes,  the  'irregularity  of  the  imagina- 
tions which  inspired  it 
Nt^,  Dec  20,  1818. 


ROSALIND  AND  HELEN. 


SCENK  —The  Shore  of  the  Lake  of  Coma. 
RoBAUND,  Helen,  and  her  ChSd. 

HELEN. 

Come  hitlier,  my  sweet  Rosalind. 

Tis  long  since  thou  and  I  have  met, 

And  yet  methinks  it  were  unkind 

Those  moments  to  Ibrget 

Come,  sit  by  me.     I  see  thee  stand 

By  this  lone  lake,  in  this  far  land, 

Thy  loose  hair  in  the  light  w^ind  flying, 

Thy  sweet  voice  to  each  tone  of  even 

United,  and  thine  eyes  replying 

To  the  hues  of  yon  fair  heaven. 

Come,  gentle  friend !  wilt  sit  by  me  t 

And  be  as  thou  wert  wont  to  be 

£re  we  were  disunited  ? 

None  doth  behold  us  now :  the  power 

That  led  us  forth  at  this  lone  hour 

Will  be  but  ill  requited 

If  thou  depart  in  scorn :  oh !  oom6» 

And  talk  of  our  abandon'd  home. 

Remember,  this  is  Italy, 

And  we  are  exiles.     Talk  with  me 

Of  that  our  land,  whose  wilds  and  floods, 

Barren  and  dark  although  they  be, 

Were  dearer  than  these  chestnut  woods ; 

Those  heathy  paths,  that  inland  stream. 

And  the  blue  mountains,  shapes  which  seem 

Like  wrecks  of  childhood's  sunny  dream : 

Which  that  we  have  abandon'd  now. 

Weighs  on  tlie  heart  like  that  remorse 

Which  alter'd  friendship  leaves.     I  seek 

No  more  our  youthful  intercourse. 

That  cannot  be !  Rosalind,  speak, 


Speak  to  me.    Leave  me  not— rWkm  moro  lU 

come, 
When  evening  fell  upon  our  common  home. 
When  for  one  hour  we  parted,— do  not  fiown ; 
I  vBDuld  not  chide  thee,  though  thy  faith  is  broken 
But  turn  to  me.    Oh !  by  this  cheriah'd  token. 
Of  woven  hair,  which  thou  wilt  not  disown 
Turn,  as  't. were  but  ih^  memory  of  me. 
And  not  my  scorned  self  who  pray'd  to  thee 

ROSALTN'D. 

Is  it  a  dream,  or  do  I  see 

And  hear  frail  Helen?  I  would  flee 

Thy  tainting  touch  ;  but  former  years 

Arise,  and  bring  forbidden  tears ; 

And  my  o'erburihen'd  memory 

Seeks  yet  its  lost  repose  in  thee. 

I  share  thy  crime.     I  cannot  chtx)68 

But  weep  for  thee :  mine  own  strange  gm^ 

But  seldom  stoops  to  such  relief; 

Nor  ever  did  I  love  thee  less, 

Though  mourning  o'er  thy  wickedness 

Even  with  a  sister's  woe.     I  knew 

What  to  the  evil  World  is  due, 

And  therefore  sternly  did  refuse 

To  link  me  with  the  infamy 

Of  one  so  lost  as  Helen.     Now 

Bewilder'd  by  my  dire  despair, 

Wondering  I  blush,  and  weep  that  thou 

Shouldst  love  me  still,  thou  only ! — ^There 

Let  us  sit  on  that  gray  stone. 

Till  our  mournful  talk  be  done. 

HELEN. 

Alas !  not  there ;  I  cannot  bear 

The  murmur  of  this  lake  to  hear. 

A  sound  from  thee,  Rosalind  dear. 

Which  never  yet  I  heard  elsewhere 

But  in  our  native  land,  recurs. 

Even  "here  where  now  w*e  meet.     It  stirs 

Too  much  of  suffocating  sorrow ! 

In  the  dell  of  yon  dark  chestnut  i\t)od  . 

Is  a  stone  seat,  a  soUtude 

Less  Hke  our  own.     The  ghost  of  peac# 

Will  not  desert  this  spot     To-morrow, 

If  thy  kind  feelings  should  not  cease, 

We  may  sit  here. 

ROSALIND. 

Thou  lead,  my  sweet 
And  I  will  follow. 

itENRY. 

Tia  Fenici's  seat 
Where  you  'are  going  ?  This  is  not  .the  vrrv 
Mamma;  it  leads  behind  those  trees  thai  grpv 
Close  to  the  little  river. 

HELEN. 

Yes ;  I  know : 
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T  WM  bewilder'd.   Km  me,  and  be  gsy* 
Dmr  boy,  why  do  you  aobf 


HINRT. 


I  do  not  know : 
Hut  it  migbt  break  any  one's  heart  to  tee 
You  and  the  lady  cry  ao  bitterly. 

HXLBN. 

It  ]■  m  gende  child,  my  friend    Go  home, 
Henry,  and  play  with  LQIa  till  they  come. 
We  only  cried  -vnih  joy  to  see  each  other ; 
We  are  quite  merry  now — <3ood  night 

The  boy 
liAed  a  ludden  look  upon  hie  mother. 
And  in  the  gleam  of  forced  and  hollow  joy 
Which  fighlen*d  o*er  her  ftoe,  laugh*d  with  the  glee 
Of  light  and  uneuspecting  in&ncy. 
And  whisper'd  in  her  ear,  **  Bring  h6me  with  you 
lliat  flweet  strange  lady-friend."  Then  off  he  flew. 
But  iiK^p'd  and  beckon*d  with  a  meaning  amile; 
Where  the  road  tumU    Pale  RoMlind  the  while, 
Hiding  her  fiice,  flood  weeping  silently. 

In  silence  then  they  took  the  way 

Beneath  the  forest's  solitude. 

It  was  a  vast  and  antique  wood. 

Through  which  they  took  their  way ; 

And  the  gray  shades  of  evening 

O'er  that  green  wilderness  did  flingf    , 

Still  deeper  solitude. 

Pursuing  still  the  path  that  wound  • 

The  vast  and  knotted  irees  around 

Through  which  slow  shades  were  wandering. 

To  a  deep  lawny  dell  they  came, 

To  a  stone  seat  beeide  a  spring. 

O'er  which  the  oolumn'd  wood  did  frame 

A  roo^esB  temple,  like  the  fiuie 

Where,  ere  new  creeds  oould  fiiith  obtain, 

Man's  early  race  once  knelt  beneath 

The  overhanging  deity. 

O'er  fhis  fair  fountain  hung  the  sky. 

Now  spangled  with  rare  stars.    The  snake, 

The  pale  snake,  that  with  eager  breath 

Creeps  here  his  noontide  thirst  to  slake. 

Is  homing  with  many  a  mingled  hue, 

Shed  from  yon  domcCs  eternal  blue. 

When  he  floats  on  that  dark  and  lucid  flood 

In  the  light  of  his  own  loveliness ; 

And  the  birds  that  in 'the  fountain  dip 

Their  plumes,  with  fearless  fellowship 

Above  and  round  him  wheel  and  hover. 

The  fitful  wind  is  heard  to  stir    ' 

One  solitary  leaf  on  high ; 

The  ehirping  of  the  grasshopper 

FilU  every  pause.    There  is  emotkm 

In  all  that  dwells  at  noontide  here : 

Then,  through  the  intricate  wild  wood, 

A  maze  of  life  and  light  and  motion 

la  woven.    But  there  is  stilhieas  now  ; 

Gloom,  and  the  trance  of  Nature  now : 

The  snake  is  in  his  cave  asleep ; 

The  bird*  are  on  the  branches  dreaming : 

Only  the  ohadows  creep ; 

(My  the  glow-woim  is  gleaming; 


Only  the  owls  and  the  nightingales 
W^te  in  this  dell  when  daylight'fiifle. 
And  gray  shades  gather  in  the  woods : 
And  the  owls  have  all  fled  far  away 
In  a  merrier  glen  to  hoot  and  play. 
For  the  moon  is  veil'd  and  sleeping  now. 
The  accustom'd  nightingale  still  broods 
On  her  accustom'd  bough, 
But  she  is  mute ;  for  her  false  mate 
Has  fled  aixl  left  her  desolate. 


This  silent  spot  tradition  old 
Had  peopled  with  the  spectral  dead. 
For  the  roots  of  the  speaker's  hair  felt  cold 
And  stifll!  OS  with  tremulous  Hps  he  told 
That  a  hellish  shope  at  midnight  led 
The  ghost  of  a  youth  with  hoaiy  hair. 
And  sate  6n  the  seat  beeide  him  there. 
Till  a  naked  child  come  wandering  by. 
When  the  fiend  would  change  to  a  lady  fiur! 
A  fearful  tale !   The  truth  was  wotm  : 
For  here  a  sister  and  a  brother 
Had  solemnized  a  monstrous  curse, 
Meeting  in  this  foir  solitude « 
For  beneath  yon  very  sky. 
Hod  they  resign'd  to  one  another 
Body  and  soiil.   The  multitude. 
Tracking  them  to  the  secret  wood. 
Tore  limb  from  limb  their  innocent  child. 
And  stabb'd  and  trampled  <m  its  mother ; 
But  the  youth,  for  God's  most-  holy  gruw, 
A  priest  sa%'ed  to  bum  in  the  market-place. 


Duly  at  evening  Helen  came 

To  this  lone  silent  spot. 

From  the  wrecks  of  a  tale  of  wilder  ionow 

So  much  sympathy  to  borrow 

As  soothed  her  own  dark  lot. 

Duly  each  evening  from  her  home. 

With  her  fair  child  would  Helen  come 

To  sit  upon  that  antique  seat, 

While  the  hues  of  day  were  pole ; 

And  the  bright  boy  beside  her  feet 

Now  lay,  lifting  at  intervals 

His  broad  blue  eyes  on  her ; 

Now,  where  some  sudden  impulse  ciUs 

Following.    He  won  a  gentle  boy 

And  in  all  gentle  sports  took  joy ; 

Ofl  in  a  dry  leaf  for  a  buat. 

With  a. small  feather  for  a  sail. 

His  foncy  on  that  spring  would  float, 

If  some  invisible  breeze  might  Itir 

hs  marble  calm :  and  Helen  smiled 

Through  tears  of  awe  on  the  gay  child. 

To  think  that  a  boy  as  fair  as  he. 

In  yean  which  never  more  may  be. 

By  that  some  fount,  in  that  same  wood, 

liie  like  sweet  fancies  bad  ptmued ; 

And  thai  a  mother,  lost  like  her. 

Had  mournfully  sale  watching  him. 

Then  all  the  scene  was  wont  to  swim 

Through  the  mist  of  a  burning  tear. 


For  many  months  had  Helen  known 
Una  scene ,-  and  now  she  thither  tum'd 
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Her  fbotflleiN,  not  done. 
Tho  friend  whose  fabehood  she  h^  nMNim*d» 
Sate  wiih  her  on  that  seat  of  ttone. 
Silent  they  sate ;  for  evening, 
And  the  power  its  glimpses  bring 
Had,  with  one  awful  shadow,  quell'd    > 
The  panion  of  their  grief.   They  sate 
With  linked  hands,  for  unrepell'd 
Had  Helen  taken  Rosalind's. 
like  the  autumn  wiiid,  when  it  unbinds 
The  tangled  locks  of  the  nightshade's  hair. 
Which  is  twined  in  the  sultry  summer  air 
Round  the  walls  of  an  outworn  septilehre. 
Did  the  voice  of  Helen,  sad  end  sweet. 
And  the  sound  of  her  heart  that  ever  beat, 
As  with  sighs  and  words  die  breathed  on  her, 
Unbind  the  knots  of  her  friend's  despair. 
Till  her  thonghts  wer^  free  to  float  and  &>w ; 
And  from  her  laboring  bosom  now, 
like  the  bursting  of  a  pdson'd  flame. 
The  voice  of  a  long-pent  sorrow  came. 


ROfiALINDw 

I  saw  the  dark  earth  frU  upon 

The  coffin ;  and  I  sftw  the  stone 

Laid  over  him  whom  this  cold  breast 

Had  piltow'd  to  his  nightly  rest ! 

Thou  knoweat  not,  thou  canst  not  know 

My  agony.    Oh !  I  could  not  weep  : 

The  sources  whence  such  blessings  flow 

Were  not  to  be  approech*d  by  me ! 

But  I  could  smile,  and  I  could  sleep. 

Though  with  a  self-accusing  heart 

In  mpming^s  light,  in  evening's  gloom, 

I  watch'd, — and  would  not  thence  depart,— 

My  husband's  tinlamented  tomb. 

My  children  knew  their  sire  was  gone, 

But  when  I  told  them,  '*  he  is  dead," 

They  laugh'd  aloud  in  fmniic  glee. 

They  clapp'd  their  hands  and  leap'd  about, 

Answering  each  other's  ecstasy 

With  many  a  prank  and  merrj'  shouL 

But  I  sate  silent  and  alone, 

Wrapp'd  in  the  mock  of  mourning  weed. 


They  Mngh'd,  for  he  was  dead ;  but  I 
Sate  with  a  hard  and  tearless  eye, 
And  with  a  heart  which  would  deny 
The  secret  joy  it  could  not  quell, 
Low  muttering  o'^r  his  lothed  name ; 
Till  from  that  self-contention  came 
Ramorse  where  .sin  was  none ;  a  hell 
Which  in  pure  spirits  should  not  dwell. 


in  toll  the  truth.  He  was  ^ man 

Hard,  selfish,  loving  only  gold. 

Yet  full  of  guile :  his  pole  eyes  rsn 

With  tears,  which  each  some  falsehood  told, 

And  ofV  his  smooth  and  bridled  tongue 

Would  give  the  lie  to  his  flushing  chaak: 

He  was  a  coward  to  the  strong ; 

He  was  a  tyrant  to  the  weak. 

On  whom  his  vengeance  he  would  wreak : 

For  soom,  wheoe  arrows  search  the  heart. 

From  many  a  stranger's  eye  would  dart. 


And  on  hk  taenory  aliog,  arid  ftJlow 

His  soul  to  its  home  ao.oold  and  hoU^w. 

He  was  a  tyrant  to  the  weak. 

And  we  were  such,  alas  the  day  1 

Ofl,  when  my  little  ones  at  pby 

Were  in  youth's  natural  lighmess  gay. 

Or  if  they  list^n'd  to  some  tale 

Of  travellers,  or  of  frliy-land^ — 

When  the  light  from  the  wood-lire's  dying  bnad 

Flash'd  on  their  fiices,— 4f  they  heard 

Or  thought  they  heard  upon  the  stair 

His  footstep,  the  suspended  word 

Died  on  my  lips :  we  all  gnyf  pale ; 

The  babe  at  ray.  bosom  Washush'd  with  fear. 

If  it  thought  it  heard  its  father  near ; 

And  my  two  wild  boys  would  near  w^ 

Cling,  oow'd  and  cowering  fearfully. 


Ill  tell  the  truth:  I  loved  another. 
His  name  in  my  ear  was  ever  ringin^^ 
His  form  to  my  brain  wns  ever  clinging ; 
Yet  if  some  stranger  breathed  that  name. 
My  lips  tura'd  white,  and  my  heart  beat  feat: 
My  nights  were  once  haunted  by  dreama  of  flans 
My  days  were  dim  in  the  shadow  cast. 
By  the  memory  of  the  same  I 
Day  and  night,  day  and  night. 
He  was  my  breath  and^  life  and  li^it. 
For  three  short  yean,  which  soon  ware  ptttt 
.On  the  fourth,  iny  getitle  mother 
Led  me  to  the  shrine,  to  be 
His  sworn  bride  eternally. 
And  now  we  stood  on  the  altaMtair, 
•   Whbn  my  father  t;ame  from  a  distant  land. 
And  with  a  loud  and  fearful  ciy, 
Rosh'd  between  us  suddenly. 
I  saw  the  stream  of  his  thin  grey  hair,- 
I  saw  his  lean  and  lifted  hand,    . 
And  heard  his  words,— and  live !  O  God! 
Wherefore  do  I  live  2—"  Hold,  holdl" 
He  cried,—**  I  tell  thee  'tis  her  brother! 
Thy  mother,  boy,  beneath  the  sod 
Of  yon  church-yard  rests  in  her  shroud  so  mU 
I  am  now  weak,  and  pale,  and  okl : 
We  were  once  dear  to  one  another, 
I  and  that  corpse !  Thou  ait  our  child !" 
Then  with  a  laugh  both  long  and  wiU    * 
The  youth  upon  the  pavement  fell : 
They  found  him  dead !  All  look'd  on  ma 
The  spasms  of  my  despair  to  see ; 
But  I  was  calm.    I  went  away ; 
I  was  clammy-cold  like  clay ! 
I  did  not  weep— -I  did  not  speak ; 
But  day  by  day,  week  after  week. 
I  walk'd  about  like  a  corpse  ahve ! 
Alas !  sweet  fnend,  yon  must  believe 
This  heart  is  stone--4t  did  not  braak. 


My  fether  lived  a  little  while. 
But  all  mig^t  see  that  he  was  dying* 
He  smiled  with  such  a  wofol  smile ! 
When  he  was  in  the  ehardi-yti4  lying 
Among  the  woms,  he  giew  quite  pojr. 
So  that  no  one  would  give  as  breai. 
My  mother  look'd  at  me,  and  Mid 

899 


ROSAIiND  AND  HELEN. 


Ul 


Faint  words  of  dicer,  'i>liich  only 

That  she  could  die  and  1>e  oontenl ; 

So  I  went  forth  from  the  aame  ehurchFdoor 

To  another  hnabend*!  bed. 

And  thia  was  he  wha  died  at  hMt, 

When  weeka  and  months  and  years  hod  .past. 

Through  which  I  6rnily  did  fidfii 

My  duties,  a  devoted  wife« 

With  the  stem  step  of  vanquish'd  wilV 

Walking  beneath  the  night  of  life, 

Whoae  hours  extuiguish'd,  Hke  slow  min 

Falling  for  ever,  pain  by  pain. 

The  very  hope  of  death's  dear  rest ;  ' 

Which.  sRiee  the  heart  within  my 

Of,  natural  life  wivi  dispolsest. 

Its  aliange  sustmnef  there  had  been. 


When  flowers  were  dead,  and  gvass  was  green 

Upon  my  mother's  gntve,^that  mother 

Whom  to  outlive,  and  cheer,  and  make,    ^ 

My  wan  eyes  gUttnr  for  her  aake. 

Was  my  vow'd  task,  the  angle  care 

Whieh  once  gave  liie  to  my  dcBpeir,^' 

When  she  was  a  thing  that  did  not  stir, 

And  the  crawling  worms  were  cradling  her 

To  a  sleep  more  deep  and  so  more  sweet 

Than  a  baby's  rock'd  on  iti  nurse's  knee, 

I  lived ;  a  living  pulse  then  beat 

Beneath  my  heart  that  awaken'd  me. 

What  was  thia  pulse  so  warm  and  free  ? 

Alas!  I  knew  it  could  not  be 

My  own  dull  blood;  'twas  like  a  thought 

Of  liquid  lovev  that  spread  and  wrought 

Under  my  boeam  and  in  my  brain,. 

And  crept  with  the  blood  through  every  veift; 

And  hour  \>y  hour,  day  afterday,. 

The  wonder  could  jiot  charm  away, 

But  l^d  in  sleeps  my  wakeful  pain,     . 

Until  I  knew  it  was  a  child. 

And  then  I  wept.   For  long,  long  years 

These  froeen  eyes  had  shed  no  .team : 

But  now — 't  was  the  season  iair  and  mild 

When  April  has  wept  itself  to  May? 

I  sate  through  the  sweet  sunny  day 

By  my  window  bower'd  round  with  leaveB^ 

Aiid  down  my  cheeks  the  quick  tean  ran 

like  twinkling  raiinlnH*  ^'Oio  ^o  eavea, 

Wheri  warm  spring  showers  are  passing  o^er: 

O  Helen,  none  can  ever  tell 

The  )oy  it  was  to  weep  OQjce  more! 


I  wept  to  think  how  hard  it  were 

To  kill  my  babe,  and  take  from  it 

The  aeoae  of  irght,  and  the  warm  air,. 

And  my  own  fond  end  tender  care. 

And  love  and  smiles ;  ere  I  knew  yet 

That  these  for  it  might,  as  for  me, 

Be  the  masks  of  a  grinning  mockery. 

And  haply,  I  would  dream,  'twere  sweet 

To  feed  it  from  my  faded  breast. 

Or  mark  my  own  heart's  reatless  beat 

Rock  it  to  its  untroubled  rest, 

And  watch  the  growing  soul  beneath 

Dawn  in  fainf  smiles;  and  hear  its  brsath, 

Half  inteirupied  by  calm  sighs, 


And  seal«h  the  depth  of  its  foir  eyas 
For  long  departed  memories! 
And  so  I  lived  till  that  sweet  load 
Was  lighten'd.    Darkly  forward  flow'd 
The  stream  of  years,  and  on  it  bore 
Two  shapes  oC  gladness  to  my  sight ; 
Two  other  babes,  delightful  more 
In  my  lost  soul's  abondon'd  night, 
Than  their  own  oohntiy  ships  may  be 
Sailing  towards  Wreck'd  mariners, 
*  Who  cling  to  the  rock  of  a  wintry  sea. 
For  each,  as  it  came,  brought  soothing  teei^ 
And  a  loosening  warmth,  as  each  one  Jay 
Sucking  the  siillen  milk  away  v 

About  my  frozen  heart,  did  pUiy, 
And  wean'd  it,  oh  how  painfully ! — 
As  they  themselves'  were  wean'd  each  oai» 
From  that  sweet  food, — even  from  the  thirst 
Of  death,  and  nothingness,  and  rest. 
Strange  inmate  of  a  Uving  breast ! 
Which  all  that  I  had  undergone 
Of  grief  and  shame,  since  she,  who  fiiat 
The  gates  of  that  dark  refuge  closed, 
€ame  to  my  sight,  and  almost  burst 
The  seal  of  that  Lethean  spring ; 
But  these  fair  shadows  interposed : 
For  all  delights  are  shadows  now! 
And  from  my  brain  to  my  dull  brow 
The  heavy  tears  gather  and  flow : 
I  cannot  speak — Oh.  let  me  weep ! 

The  tears  which  fell  from  her  wan  eyea 
Glimmer'd  among  the  moonlight  dew ; 
Her  deep  hard  sobs  and  heavy  sighs  . 
Their  echoes  m  the  darkness  threw. 
When  she  grew  calm,  she-  thus  did  keep 
The  tenor  of  her  tale : — 


He  died, 
1  know  not  how.    He  was  not  old. 
If  age  be  number'd  by  its  years ; 
But  he  was  bow'd  and  bent  with  feaia. 
Pale  with  the  quenchless  thirst  of  gold. 
Which,  like  fierce*  fever,  lefl  him  weak , 
And  his  strait  lip  and  bloated  cheek 
Were  warp'd  in  spasms  by  Im^ow  me^n 
And  selfish  cares  with  barren  plow, 
Not  age,  had  lined  his  narrow  broW, 
And  foul  and  cruel  thoughts,  which  feed 
Upon  the  withering  Ufe  within, 
Like  vipers  on  some  poisenous  weed. 
Whether  his  ill  were  death  or  sin 
None  knew,  until  h^  died  indeed. 
And  then  men  own'd  they  were  the 


Seven  days  within  my  chamber  lay 
That  corse»  and  my  babes  made  holiday; 
At  last,  I  told  them  what  is  death : 
The  eldest,  with  a  kind  of  shame. 
Came  to  my  knees  with  silent  Ineatfa, 
And  sate  awe-stricken  at  my  feet  i 
And  soon  the  others  lefl  their  play,' 
And  sate  there  too.    It  is  unmeet 
Tq  shed  on  the  brief  flower  of  youth 
The  withering  knowledge  of  the  grava . 
From  me  remorse  then  wrung  that  troth 
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I  could  not  bea^  the  joy  which  gave 
Too  just  a  response  to  mine  own. 
In  vain.    I  dared  not  feign  a  groan ; 
And  in  their  artleiB  looks  I  saw. 
Between  the  mists,  of  fear  and  awe, 
That  my  own  thought  was  theirs ;  and  they 
Express'd  it  not  in  words,  but  said, 
Each  in  its  heart,  how- every  day 
Will  pass  in  happy  wortt  and  play. 
Now  he  is  dead  and  gone  away. 


Afler  the  funeral  all  our  kin 
Assembled,  and.  the  will  was  read. 
•My  fiiend,  I  tell  thee,  even  the  dead 
Have  strength,  their  putrid  shrouds  within, 
To  blast  and  torture.    Those  who  live 
Still  fear  the  living,  but  a  corse 
Is  mercilesa,  and  power  doth  give 
To  such  pale  ^nranti  half  the  siwil 
He  rends  from  those  who  groan  and  toil. 
Because  they  blush  #)ot  with  remorse 
^mong  tl\eir  crawling  worms.    Behold, 
I  have  no  child !  my  tale  grows  old 
With  grieC  and  staggers :  let  it  reach 
The  limits  of  my  feeble  speech. 
And  languidly  at  length  recline. 
On  the  brink  of  its  own  grave  and  mine. 


Thou  knowest  what  a  thing  is  Poverty 

Among  the  fallen  on  evil  days : 

Tis  Crime,  and  Fear,  and  Infamy,    . 

And  houseless  Want  in  frozen  ways 

Wandering  ungannented,  and  Pain, 

And,  worn  than  all,  that  inward  slain 

Foul  Self-contempt,  which  drowns  in  sneen 

Youth's  starlight  smile,  and  makes  its  tears 

First  like  hot  gall,  then  dry  for  ever. 

And  well  thoii  knowest  a  mother  never 

Could  doom  her  children  to  this  ill. 

And  well  he  knew  the  same.    The  will 

Imported,  that  if  e'er  again 

I  sought  my  children  to  behold, 

Or  in  my  birth-place  did  remain 

Beyond  three  duyn,  whose  houn  were  told, 

They  should  inherit  naught :  and  he, 

To  whom  neit  came  their  patrimony, 

A  sallow  lawyer,  cruel  and  cold. 

Aye  watch'd  me,  as  the  will  was  read, 

With  eyes  askance,  which  sought  to  see 

The  secrets  of  my  agony ; 

And  with  close  lips  and  anxious  brow 

Stood  canvasring  still  to  and  fro 

The  chance  of  my  resolve,  and  all 

The  dead  man's  caution  just  did  call; 

For  in  that  kilhng  lie  'twas  said — 

"  She  is  adulterous,  and  doth  hold 

In  secret  that  the  Christian  creed 

Is  feke,  and  therefore  is  much  need 

That  I  should  have  a  care  to  save 

My  children  from  eternal  fire." 

Friend,  he  was  sheltered  by  the  grave. 

And  therefore  dared  to  be  a  liar ! 

In  truth,  the  Indian  on  the  pyre 

Of  her  dead  husband,  half  consumed, 

As  well  might  there  be  false,  as  I 

To  those  abhorred  embraces  doom'd* 


Far  wane  Aan  fire's  brief  agony. 

As  to  the  Christian  creed,  if  true 

Or  iUse,  I  never  question'd  it : 

I  took  it  as  the  vulgar  do : 

Nor  my  vext  soul  had  leisure  fet 

To  doubt  the  things  men  say,  or  deem 

.That  they  are  other  than  they  aeeoi. 


All  present  who  those  crimes  did  hear. 
In  feign'd  or  actual  soom  and  fear. 
Men,  women,  children,  slunk  away. 
Whispering  with  self^xntented  pnde. 
Whidi  half  suspects  ^ts  own  base  liei. 
I  spoke  to  none,  nor  did  abide. 
But  silently  I  went  my  way. 
Nor  noticed  I  where  joyously 
Sate  my  two  younger  babes  at  play. 
In  the  court-yard  through  whidi  I 
But  went  with  footsteps  firm  and  fast 
Till  I  came  to  the  brink  of  the  ocean 
And  there,  a  woman  with  gray  hairs, 
Who  had  my  mother's  servant  been. 
Kneeling,  with  many  tears  and  prayers, 
Made  me  accept  a  purse  of  gold. 
Half  of  the  earnings  she  had  kept 
To  refoge  her  when  weak  and  cid. 


With  woe,  which  never  sleeps  or  depC, 

I  wander  now.    Tis  a  vain  thought — 

But  on  yon  alp,  whose  snowy  head 

'Mid  the  azure  air  is  islanded 

(We  see  it  o'er  the  flood  of  ctoud. 

Which  sunrise  from  its  eastern  dkvee 

Drives,  wrinkling  inlQ  golden  wavea. 

Hung  with  its  predpioes  proud. 

From  that  grliy  stone  where  first  we  met). 

There,  now  who  knows  the  dead  feel  naugfitf 

Should  be  my  grave  ,*  fer  he  who  yet 

Is  my  soul's  soul,  once  said :  **  Twere  sweet 

'Mid  'stars  and  lightoings  to  abide. 

And  winds  and  lulling  snows,  that  beat 

With  their  sofl  fiakes  the  mountain  wide, 

When  weary  meteor  lamps  repose. 

And  languid  storms  their  pinions  ckise: 

And  all  things  strong  and  bright  and  purs. 

And  ever^uring,  aye  endure : 

Who  knows,  if  one  were  buried  there. 

But  these  things  might  our  spirits  make, 

Amid  the  all-surrounding  air, 

Their  own  eternity  partake  V 

Then  'twas  a  wild  and  playful  string 

At  which  I  laugh 'd  or  seem'd  to  lao^ : 

They  were  his  words :  now  heed  my  prayifif 

And  let  them  be  ray  epitaph. 

Thy  memory  fbr  a  term  may  be 

My  monument    WUt  remember  me  f 

I  know  thou  wilt,  and  canst  forgive 

Whilst  in  this  erring  ^*orld  to  live 

My  soul  disdain'd  not,  that  I  thought 

Its  lying  forms  were  worthy  aught. 

And  much  leas  thee. 


O  speak  not  Ml 
But  come  to  me  and  pour  thy  wo« 
Into  this  heart,  fiill  though  it  he, 

400 


ROSALIND  AND  HELEN. 


1 53 


Aye  overflowiog  with  its  own : 

I  thought  ihiit  grief  had  ■ever'd  me 

From  all  beside  wbo  weep  and  groan; 

Iti  likeneiB  upon  earth  to  be, 

Iti  expTOH  image ;  but  thou  art 

More  wretched-    Sweet!  we  will  not  part 

Henceforth,  if  death  be  not  division ; 

If  so,  the  dead  feel  no  contrition. 

But  wilt  thou  hear,  since  last  we  parted 

All  that  has  left  me  broken-hearted  7 

ftOSALIND. 

Tes,  apeak,   'the  iaintest  sian  are  scarcely  shorn 
Of  their  thin  beams  by  that  dblnsive  mom 
Which  sinks  again  in  darknass,  fike  the  light 
Of  eaily  k>ve,  soon  lost  in'tocal  night. 


Alas!  Italian  winds  are  mild, 

But  my  bo^om  is  cold — wintiy  cold?— 

When  the  warm  air  weaves,  among  the  fresh  leaves, 

Soft  music,  my  poor  brain  is  wild. 

And  I  am  WMk  like  a  nariling  child, 

llK>ugh  my  soul  wi^  grief  is  gray  and  old. 

K0SAI4NDk 

Weep  not  at  thine  own  words,  tho*  they  most  make 
Me  weep.    What  is  thy  tale? 

HXLXN. 

I  fear  'twill  shake 
Thy  gentle  heart  with  team.    Thou  well 
Remembereat  when  we  met  no  more. 
And,  though  I  dwelt  with  Lkmel, 
That  frieiMiless  caution  pierced  me  sore 
With  grief;  a  wound  my  spirit  bore 
Indignantly,  but  when  he  died 
With  him  lay  dead  both  hope  and  pride. 

Alas!  all  hope  is  buried  now. 
But  then  men  dream*d  the  aged  earth 
Wss  laboring  in  that  mighty  birth« 
Which  many  a  poet  aiKl  a  sage 
Has  aye  foreseen — ^the  happy  age 
When  truth  ami  love  shall  d^ell  below 
Among  the  works  and  ways  of  men ; 
Which  on  thia  world  not  power  but  will 
Even  now  ia  wanting  to  fulfil. 

Among  mankind  what  thence  befell 
Of  strife,  how  vain,  is  known  too  well ; 
When  Uberty*s  dear  pnan  fell 
'Mid  murdcjrous  howls.    To  Lionel, 
Though  of  great  wealth  and  lineage  high. 
Yet  through  those  dungeon  walls  there  came 
Thy  thrilUng  light,  Q  liberty! 
And  as  the  meteor's  midnight 'flame 
Startles  the  dreamer,  sonlike  truth 
Flash'd  on  his  visionary  youth. 
And  fin*d  him,  not  with  love,  but  faith, 
And  hope,  and  courage  mute  in  death ; 
For  love  and  life  in  him  were  twins, 
Bom  at  one  birth :  in  every  other 
First  life  then  love  its  coum  begins, 
Though  they  be  children  of  one  mother ; 
And  so  through  this  dark  world  they  fleet 
Divided,  till  in  death  they  meet : 
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But  he  loved  all  things  ever.    Then 

He  paas'd  amid  the  strife  of  men. 

And  stood  at  the  throne  of  armed. power 

Pleading  ibr  a  world  of  woe : 

Secure  as  one  on  a  rock-built  tower 

Cer  the  wrecks  which  tlie  surge  trails  lo  and  fro, 

'Mid  the  passions  wild  oC  hunian-kind 

He  stood, Jike  a  spirit  calming  them ; 

For,  it  was  said,  his  words  could  bind 

like  music  the  luU'd  c^pwd,  and  stem 

That  torrent  of  unquiet  dream 

Which  mortals  truth  and  reason  deem. 

But  is  revenge  and  fear,  and  pride. 

Joyous  he  waa;  and  hope  and  peace 

On  all  who  heard  him  did  abide, 

Raining  like  dew  from  hia  sweet  talk. 

As  where  the  evening  star  ipay  walk 

Along  the  brink  of  the  gloomy  seas, 

liquid  mista  of  splendor  quiver. 


His  very  gestures  toach'd  to  tean 

The  unpenuaded  tyrant,  never 

So  moved  before .-  his  presence  stung 

The  torturenf  with  their  victim's  pain. 

And  none  knew  how ;  and  through  their  ean. 

The  subtle  witchcraft  of  hi"  tpngue 

Unlocked  the  hearts  of  those  who  keep 

Gold,  the  world's  bond  of  slavery. 

Men  wonder'd,  and  some  sneer'd  to  see 

One  sow  what  he  could  never  reap ; 

For  he  is  rich,  they  said,  and  young, 

And  might  drink  from  the  depths  of  luxury. 

If  he  seeks  feme,  feme  n^ver  crown'd 

'The  champion  of  a  trampled  creed : 

If  he  seek^  poweifpbwer  is  enthroned 

'Mid  ancient  rights  and  wrongs,  to  feed 

Which  htmgry  wolves  with  praise  and  spoil 

Those  who  'Mould  sit  near  power  must  toil; 

And  such,  there  sitting,  all  may  see. 

What  seeks  he  ?  All  that  others  seek 

He  casts  away,  like  a  vile  weed 

Which  the  sea.  casts  unretumingly. 

That  poor  and  hungry  men  should  break 

Tlie  laws  which  wreak  them  toil  and  scorn. 

We  understand ;  but  Lionel 

We  know  is  rich  and  nobly  boriL 


So  wonder'd  they ;  yet  all  men  loved 
Young  Lionel,  though  few  approved ; 
All  but  the  priests,  whose  hatred  fell 
like  the  unseen  blight  of  a  smiling  day. 
The  withering  honey-dew,  which  clings 
Under  the  bright  green  buds  of  May, 
Whilst  they  unfold  their  emerald  wings : 
For  he  made  verses  wild  and  queer 
On  the  strange  creeds  priests  hold  so  dear, 
Because  they  bring  them  land  and  gold. 
Of  devils  and  saints  and  a?l  such  gear. 
He  made  tales  which  whoso  heard  or  read 
Would  laugh  till  he  were  almost  dead. 
So  this  grew  a  proverb :  *'  Don't  get  old 
Till  Lionel's  <  biuiquet  in  hell'  you  hear, 
And  then  you  will  laugh  yourself  young  agaiiL* 
So  the  priests  hated  him,  and  he 
Repaid  their  hate  with  cheerful  glee. 
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Ah,  amilea  and  joyoiice  quickly  died. 

For  pahKc  hopd  grow  pale  and  dim 

in  an  alter'd  time  aud  tide, 

And  in  iti  wasting  wither'd  him. 

Km  a  summer  flower  that  blows  too  toon 

Droops  in  th&'smile  of  the  waning  moon, 

V^en  it  scatters  through  an  April  night 

rhe  fiozen  dews  of  wrinkling  bligfaL 

None  now  hoped  more.    Gray  Power  was  seated 

Safely  on  her  anoest^  throne; 

And  Faith,  the  Python,  undefeated. 

Even  to  its  blood-stain'd  steps  dragg'd  on 

Her  foul  and  wounded  train,  and  men 

Were  trami^ed  and  deceived  again. 

And  words  and  shows  again  could  bind 

The  wailing  tribes  of  human-kind 

In  scorn  and  fiimine.    Fire  and  blood 

Raged  round  the  raging  multitude. 

To  fields  remote  by  tyrants  seat 

To  be  the  soomed  instrument 

With  which  they  dng  from  mines  of  gore 

The  chains  th«ir  slaves  3ret  ever  wore ; 

And  in  the  streeti  men  met  each  other, 

And  by  old  altars  and  ifi  halls. 

And  smiled  again  at  festivals. 

But  each  man  found  in  hb  heart's  brother 

Cold  cheer;  tut  all,  though  half  deceived, 

The  outworn  creeds  ugain  believed. 

And  the  same  round  anew  began, 

Which  the  weary  world  yet  ever  nn. 


Biany  then  wept,  not  tears,  bu(  gall 
Witldn  their  hearts,  like  drops  which  &11 
Wasting  the  fountain-stone  a%ay. 
And  in  that  dark  and  evil  day 
Did  all  desires  and  thoughts,  that  claim 
Men*f  care — ambition,  friendship,  fame. 
Love,  hope,  though  hope  was  now  despair- 
Indue  the  colors  of  this  change. 
As  from  the  all-suirounding  air 
The  earth  takes  hues  obscure  and  strange, 
When  stonn  and  earthquake  linger  there. 


And  so,  my  inend,  it  then  befell 
To  many,  most  to  Lionel, 
Whose  hope  was  like  the  life  of  jrouth 
Within  him,  an^  when  dead,  became 
A  spirit  of  unresting  flame. 
Which  goaded  him  in  his  distress 
Over  the  world's  vast  wilderness. 
Three  yean  he  left  his  native  land, 
And  on  the  feurth,  when  he  retum'd. 
None  knew  him :  he  was  stricken  deep 
With  some  disease  of  mind,  and  tum*d 
Into  aught  unliker  Lionel. 
On  him,  on  whom',  did  he  pause  in  sleep, 
Serenest  smiles  were  wont  to  keep. 
And,  did  he  wuke,  a  winged  band 
Of  bright  persuasions,  which  had  fed 
On  his  sweet  lips  and  liquid  eyes, 
Kept  their  swift  pinions  half  outspread, 
To  do  on  men  his  least  command ; 
On  him,  whom  once  'twas  pandise 
Even  to  behold,  now  miseiy  lay: 
In  his  own  heart  'twas  mercilesi. 


To  all  things  else  none  may  express 
Iti  innocence  and  teodemess. 

Twas  said  that  he  liad  refuge  sought 

In  k>ve  from  his  unquiet  thought 

In  distant  lands,  and  been  deceived 

By  some  strange  show ;  for  there  were  foond. 

Blotted  with  teen  as  those  relieved- 

By  their  own  iiyords  are  wont  to  do, 

T^ese  mournful  vemes  on  the  ground. 

By  all  who  read  them  blotted  too. 

''Hew  ami  changed!  m^  hopes  were  onee  like  fin 
I  leve<l,  and'l  believed  that  life  was  lov^ 
How  am  I  lostl  en  wini^  of  swift  dense 
Among  Heaven's  winds  |ny  spirit  once  did  move 
I  slept,  and  silver  drowns  did  aye  inspire 
Afy  liquid  sleep.    I  woke,  and  did  approve 
AU  nature  to  my  heart,  and  thought  to  make 
A  paradise  of  earth  for  one  sweet  sake. 


**  I  love,  but  I  believe  in  love  no  more : 
I  feel  desire,  but  hope  not.   O,  from  sleep 
Most  Vainly  must  my  weary  brain  implore 
Its  long-lost  flattery  now.    I  wake  to  weep, 
And  sit  through  the  long  day  gnawing  the  core 
Of  my  bitter  heart,  and,  like  a  miser,  keep, 
Since  none  in  what  I  feel  take  pain  or  pleason 
To  my  own  soul  its  sejLf-coosumuig  Uvasure  " 


He  dwelt  beside  me  near  die 
And  oft  in  evening  did  we  meeu 
When  the  waves,  beneath  the  sladigh^  flee 
O'er  the  yellow  sanfls  with  silver  feet. 
And  talk'd.    Our  talk  was  sad  and  swee^ 
Till  slowly  from  his  mien  there  pass'd 
The  desolation  which  it  spoke ; 
And  smileSi^-as  when  the  lightning's  blast 
Has  parch'd  some  Heeven-deljght^  oak,     '; 
.  The  next  spring  shows  leaves  pale  and  ran.-/ 

■  But  like  flowers  delicate  and  feir. 
On  its  rent  boughs, — again  array'd 

■  His  countenance  in  tender  light : 

His  words  grew  subtle  fire,  which  made 
The  air  his  hearen  breathed  delight : 
Hif  motions,  like  the  winds,  were  free, 
Which  bend  tlie  bright  grass  graoefuUy, 
Then  fade  a\^  in  circlets  fiunt: 
And  winged  Hope,  on  which  upborne 
His  soul  seera'd  hovering  in  his  eyes, 
like  some  bright  spirit  newly-born 
Floating  amid  the  sunny  skies, 
Sprang  forth  from  his  rent  heart  anew. 
Yet  o'er  his  talk,  and  looks,  and  mien. 
Tempering!  their  loveliness  too  keen. 
Past  woe  its  shadow  backwar4  threw. 
Till  like  an  exhalation,  spread 
From  flowen  half  drunk  with  evening  dew. 
They  did  become  infectious :  sweet 
And  subtle  mists  of  sense  and  thought; 
Which  wrapt  ito  soon,  when  we  might  meet, 
Almost  from  our  own Jooks  and  auight 
C  The  wide  world  holds.    And  so,  his  mind 
\  Was  heal'd,  while  mine  grew  sick  with  fear  - 
For  ever  now  his  health  declined, 
,Iike  some  frail  bark  which  cannot  beer 
Tlie  impulse  of  an  alter'd  wind, 
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{ llioagii  proipaioui;  and  my  hmtt  grew  foil 
I  'Mid  ilBliewjojrof  aneweara: 
'  For  Ua  cbeek  became,  not  pale,  bat  ftir, 
As  row-o'enhadDw'd  liUea  an ; 
And  Mon  hk  deep  and  pimny  hair; 
Id  thin  alone  lem  beaudful. 
Like  gnn  in.tombi  grew  wild  ttad  ran. 
The  blood  in  hie  tranducent  veim 
B«at,>not  like  animal  life,  bat  love 
Seem'd  now  its  sullen  springs  lo  moTe» 
Wheik  life  had  fiulU  and  aU  iM  paiui; 
And  sodden  sleep  woold  seise  him  oft 
like  death,  so  cidni,  bat  that  a  tear, 
Bm  pointed.  eye4Bahes  between. 
Would  gather  in  the  light  serene 
Of  smfloB,  whose  lostn^iight  end  soft 
Beoealh  lay  nnrirtlaring  there. 
His  breath  was  like  incofistaDt  flame, 
As  eagerly  it  went  and  «ame ; 
And  1  hung  o'er  him  in  his  sleep, 
Till,  likd  an  image  in  the  lake 
Which  rains  diaturtH  my  tears  wooldjivfak 
The  ritadow  of  that  slumper  deep ;  \. '' 
Then  he  would  bid  mc  net  to  we6p. 
And  say  with  flauery  fidie,  yet  sweet* 
That  death  and  h0  ooold  never  meet, 
If  1  would  never  part  with  him. 
And  so  we  loved,  and  did  unite 
All  that  in  us  was  yet  divided^ 
For  when  he  said,  that  many  a  rite. 
By  nqen  to  Und'  but  once  provided, 
Ci»Qld  not  be  shared  by  hhn.  and  me. 
Or,  they  would  kill  him  in  their  glee, 
I  shuddered,  and  then  laughing  said, 
*  We  will- have  rites  our  fkith  to  bind. 
But  our  ehorch  staall  be  the  starry  night. 
Our  altar  the  grassy  earth  outsprrad, 
And  our  priest  the  mutteiing  wind.'* 

Twas  sunset  as  I  spoke :  one  star 

Had  scarce  bunt  forth,  when  from  afar 

Tlie  ministen  of  misrule  sent. 

Sailed  upon  lionel,  and  bojre 

His  chain 'd  limbs  to  a  dreary  tower. 

Id  the  midst  of  a  city  vast  tnd  wide. 

F(Nr  he,  they  said,  from  his  mind  had  bent 

Against  their  gods  keen  blasphemy, 

For  which,  though  hib  soul  must  roasted  be 

In  hell's  nd  lakes  immortally. 

Yet  even  on  earth  must  he  abide 

The  vengeance  ^  their  slaves — a  tiiial, 

I  think,  men  call  it    What  avail 

Are  pmyen  and  tears,  which  chase  denial 

From  the  fierce  savage,  nursed  in  hate  ? 

Whiit  the  knit  soul  that  pleading  and  pale 

Makes  wan  the  quivering  cheek,  which  late 

It  painted' with  its  own  delight  ? 

We  were  divided.    As  I  could, 

I  Btill'd  the  tingling  of  my  Wood, 

And  foUow'd  him  in  their  despite. 

As  a  widow  follows,  pale  and  wild, 

llie  murderen  and  corse  of  her  only  child ; 

And  when  we  came  to  the  prison  door. 

And  I  pmy'd  to  share  his  dungeon  floor 

With  prayers  that  rarely  have  been  spurn'd, 

Ana  when  men  drove  me  forth,  and  I 


I     Stared  with  blank  frenzy  on  the  sky, 
A  frrewell  look  of  love  he  turn'd. 
Half  calming  me ;  then  gazed  BwhQe, 
As  if  through  that  black  and  massy  pile. 
And  through  the' crowd  around  him  there, 
And  through  the  dense  and  murky  air,^ 
And  the  throng'd  streets,  he  did  espy 
What  poets  know  and  prophesy ; 
And  said,  with  voice  that  made  them  shiver 
And  dung  like  music  in  my  brain. 
And  which  the  mute  walls  spoke  again 
Prolonging  it  with  deepened  8traitt~- 
**■  Fear  tnt  the  tyrants  shall  rule  ibr  ever. 
Or  the  priests  of  the  bloody  ftdih ; 
They  stand  on  the  brink  of  that  mighty  river, 
Whose  waves  they  have  tainted  witii  death  :- 
It  is  fed  from  the  depths  of  a  thousand  dell% 
Around  them  it  foams,  and  rages,  and  swells^ 
And  their  swords  and  their  sceptres  I 
Like  wrecks  in  the  suige  of  eteraitjr." 


I      I  ^  I  dwelt  beside  the  prison-gate, 

t*^  '^      And  the  strange  crowd  that  out  and  in 

Pkos'd,  some,  ho  doubt,  with -mine  own  fate. 

Might  have  fretted  me  with  its  ceaseless  din 

But  the  fever  of  care  was  louder  within, 

Soon,  but  too  late,  in  penitence 

Or  fear,  his  foes  releesed  him  thence : 

I  saw  his  thin  and  languid  fl>rm. 

As  leaning  on  the  jailer's  arm, 

Whose  haiden'd  eyes  grew  moist  the  while. 

To  meet  his  mute  and  &ded  smile. 

And  hear  his  woitis  of  kind  fhieweH, 

He  tottered  forth  from  his  damp  cell. 

Many  had  never  wept  before,  ' 

From  whom  fast  tears  then  gush*!!  and  fell  t 

Many  will  relent  no  more, 

Whp  sobb'd  like  infants  then ;  ay,  all 

Who  throng'd  the  prison's  suiny  hall. 

The  rulers  or  the  skives  of  law. 

Felt  with  a  new  surprise  and  awe 

That  ihey  were  human,  till  strong  shame 

Made  them  again  become  the  same. 

The  prison  blood-hounds,  hug6  and  grim; 

From  human  looks  the  infection  caught. 

And  fondly  croueh'd  and  fawn'd  on  him ; 

And  men  have  heard  the  prisoners  say^, 

Who  in  their  rotting  dungeons  lay. 

That  from  that  hour,  throi^hout  one  day, 

The  fierce  despair  and  hate  which  kept 

Their  trampled  bosoms  almost  slept : 

When,  like  twin  vultures,  they  hung  feeding 

On  each  heart's  wound,  wide  torn  and  bleeding, 

Because  their  jailers'  rule,  they  thought. 

Grew  merciful,  like  a  parent's  sway. 

I  know  not  how,  but  we  were  free : 

And  lionel  sate  akme  with  me, 
/  As  the  carriage  drove  through  tha  streets  apace 
(    And  we  look'd  upon  each  other's  face ; 
I   And  the  blood  in  our  fingers  intertwined 
/   Ran  hke  the  thoughts  of  a  single  mind, 
'  As  the  swift  emotions  went  and  came 

Through  the  veins  of  each  united  fiame. 

So  through  the  bng  lone  streets  we  past 
\0£  the  million-peopled  dty  vast ; 
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Wlucb  IB  that  dewrt,  where  each  one 

Seeks  his  mate  yet  is  alooe, 

Beloved  and  sought  and.  moumM  of  ixme ; 

Until  the  clear  blue  sky  was  seen. 

And  the  gras^  meadows  bri^t  and  green. 

And  then  I  sunk  in  his  embrace, 

Inclosing  ther6  a  mighty  space 

Of  love  :  and  so  we  travell'd  on 

By  woods,  and  fields  of  yellow  floweiB^ 

And  towns,  and  villages,  and  towers. 

Day  after  day  of  hap{^  hours. 

It  was  the  assure  time  of  June, 

When  the  skies  are  deep  in  the  stainless  noon. 

And  the  warm  and  fitful  breezes  sliake 

The  fresh  green  leaves  of  the  hedge-row  brier, 

And  there  were  odon  then  to  make 

The  very  breath  we  did  respire 

A  liljuid  element,  whereon 

Our  spirits,  like  delighted  things 

That  walk  the  air  on  subtle  wingk, 

Floated  and  mingled  far  away. 

'Mid  the  warm  winds  of  the  sunn,  day. 

And  when  the  evening  star  came  forth 

Above  the  curve  of  tbe  new-bent  moon, 

And  light  and  sound  ebb*d  from  the  earth* 

Like  the  tide  of  the  full  and  weary  sea 

To  the  depths  of  its  own  tranquillity, 

Our  natures  to  its  own  repose 

Did  the  earth's  breathless  sleep  attune : 

Like  flowers,  which  en  each  other  close 

Their  languid  leaves  when  daylight's  gone. 

We  lay,  till  new  emotions  came, 

Which  seem'd  to  make  each  mortal  frame  ' 

One  soul  of  inter woven<  flamei 

A  life  in  life,  a  second  birth  • 

In  worlds  diviner  far  than  earth. 

Which,  like  ,twO  strains  of  harmony 

That  mingle  in  the'  silent  sky. 

Then  alowly  disunite,  past  by 

And  leA  the  tenderness  of  tears, 

A  soft  oblivion  of  all  fean, 

A  sweet  sleep :  so  we  traveird  on 

Till  we  came  to  the  home  of  Lionel, 

Among  die  mountains  wild  and  lone. 

Beside  the  hoary  western  sea, 

Which  near  the  verge  of  the  echoingshore 

The  massy  forest  shadow'd  o'er. 

The  ancient  steward,  with  hair  all  hoar. 

As  we  alighted,  wept  to  see 

|Iis  master  changed  so  fearfully ; 

Aikl  the  old  man*s  sobs  did  waken  me 

From  my  dream  of  umremaining  gladness ; 

The  truth  flash'd  o'er  me  like  quick  madness 

When  I  look'd,  and  saw  that  there  was  death 

On  Lionel :  yet  day  by  day 

He  lived,  till  fear  grew  hope  and  &ith, 

And  in  my  soul  I  dared  to  say, 

Nothing  so  bright  can  p^  away: 

Death  is  dark,  and  foul,  and  dull, 

But  he  is — O  how  beautiful ! 

Yet  day  by  day  he  grew  more  weak. 

And  his  sweet  voice,  when  he  might  speak. 

Which  ne'er  was  loud,  became  more  low ; 

And  the  light  which  flash'd  through  his  waien 

cheek 
Grew  faint,  as  the  rose-like  hues  which  flow 


From  sunset  o'er  th6  Alpine  anow; 

And  death  seem'd  not  like  death  in  him. 

For  the  spirit  of  life  o'er  every  limb 

linger'd,  a  mist  of  sense  and  thodgbt. 

Wh^n  the  summer  wind  faint  odors  broiq;fat 

From  mountain  flowers,  even  as  it  pasi'd 

His  cheek  would  change,  as  the  noonday  sea 

Which  the  dying  breesse  svirept  fitfully. 

If  but  a  cloud  the  sky  o'ercast, 

You  might  see  his  color  ooroe  and  go, 

And  the  softest  strain  of  music  made 

Sweet  smiles,  )ret  sad,  arise  and  fiMle 

Amid  the  dew  of  his  tender  eyes  r 

And'  the  breath,  with  intermitting  flow, ' 

Made  his  pale  tips  quiver  and  parL 

You  might  hear  the  beatings  of  his  heart. 

Quick,  but  not  strong;  and  with  my  trtasea- 

When  oft  he  playfully  would  bind 

In  the  bowers  of  mossy  .loneKnessea 

His  neck,  and  win  roe  so  to  mingle 

In  the  sweet  depth  of  woven  caresMa,' 

And  our  faint  limbs  w«re  intertwined^ 

Alas !  tb<)  unquiet  life  did  tingle 

From  mine  own  heart  through  every  vein. 

Like  a  captive  in  dreams  of  liberty. 

Who  beats  the  walls  of  his  stony  cell. 

But  his,  it  seem'd  already^  free. 

Like  the  shadow  of  fire  surrounding  me ! 

On  my  faint  eyes  and  limbs  did  dwell 

That  spirit  as  it  pass'd,  till  soon. 

As  a  frail  cloud  wandering  o'er  the  moon. 

Beneath  its  light  invisible, 

Js  seen  when  it  folds  its  gny~  Wings  agwn 

To  alight  (HI  midnight's  dusky  plain, 

I  lived  and  saw,  and  the  gathering  soul 

Fsss'd  from  beneath  that  strong  control. 

And  I  fell  on  a  life  which  waa  sick  with  lea? 

Of  all  the  woe  that  now  IJbear. 


Amid  a  Uoomless  myrtle  wood. 
On  a  green  and  sea-girt  promontbry, 
Not  far  from  where  we  dwelt,  there  stood 
In  record  of  a  sweet  sad  story^ 
An  altar  and  a  temple  bright 
Circled  by  steps,  and  o'er  the  gate 
Was  sculptured,  *•  To  Fidelity ;" 
And  in  the  shrine  an  image  sate. 
All  veil'd :  but  there  was  seen  the  light 
Of  smiles,  which  faintly  could  express 
A  mingled  pain  and  tenderness 
Through  that  ethereal  drapery. 
Tho  left  hand  held  the.  head,  the  rights 
Beyond  the  veil,  beneath  tbe  skin. 
You  might  see  the  nerves  quivering  wiihin— 
Was  forcing  the  point  of  a  barbed  dart 
Into  Its  side-convulsing  heart 
An  unskiU'd  hand,  yet  one  informM 
With  genius,  had  the  marble  warm'd 
With  that  pathetic  life.    This  tale 
it  told :  A  dog  had  from  the  aea. 
When  the  tide  was  raging  fearfully, 
Dragg'd  Lionel's  mother,  weak  and  pale^ 
Then  died  beside  her  on  the  sand. 
And  she  that  temple  thence,  had  planA'd: 
But  it  was  Lionel's  own  hand 
Had  wrought  the  image.    Each  new  raooa 
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Thftt  lady  4id,  m  dw  hm  Am, 

The  riMH.of  m  religion  eweet. 

Whose  god  wa»  in  her* heut  and  bnin:     - 

The  ■eeeom'  loveUeal  flOwen  were  strewn 

Oa  the  marble  fldor  beneath  her  feet, 

And  ihe  brought  crowns  of  sea-buds  white. 

Whose  odor  is  so  sweet  and  ftint. 

And  weeds,  like  brandling  chiysolite. 

Woven  in  devices  fine  and  quaint. 

And  tean  from  her  brown  eyes  did  stain 

The  altar :  need  but  look  upon 

That  dying  statue,  fiur  and  wan. 

If  tears  should  cease»  lo  weep  kigain ; 

And  rare  Arabian  odon  came. 

Through  the  myrde  copses  steaming  thence 

From  the  hissing  frankincense, 

'Whose  smoke,  wool-white  as  ocean  foam. 

Hung  in  dense  flocks  beneath  the  dome, 

That  ivory  dome,  whose  asore'night 

With  golden  stam,  like  heaven,  was  brtghl 

O'er  the  split  cedars' pointed  flame: 

And  the  lady's  harp  would  kindle  there 

The  melody  of  ani>ld  air, 

Softer  than  sleep;  .the  vilkgers 

Mixt  their  reUgion  up  with  hers. 

And  as  they  listen'd  round,  shed  tears. 


One  eve  he  led  me  to  thi$  6ne : 

Daylight  on  its  last  purple  cloud 

Was  lingering  gmy,  and  soon  heretrain 

The  nightingale  began ;  now  loud. 

Climbing  in  circles  the  windless  sky. 

Now  dying  music ;  suddenly 

Tis  scatter'd  in  a  thousand  notes. 

And  now  to  the  hush'd  ear  it  floats 

Like  field-smells  known  in  iniancy. 

Then  fiiiling,  soothes  the  air  again. 

We  sate  within  that  temple  lone,' 

Phvilion'd  round  with  Parian  stone : 

His  mother's  harp  stood  near,  and  oft 

I  bad  awakeii'd  music  soft 

Amid  its  wires :  the  ntghiingBle 

Was  pausing  in  her  heaven-taught  tale : 

**  Now  drain  the  cup.*'  said  lionel, 

"  Which  the  poet-bird  has  crown'd  so  well 

With  the  wine  of  her  bright  and  liquid  song ! 

Heardst  thou  net  sweet  words  among 

That  heaven-resounding  minstrelsy ! 

Heardrt  thou  nSot,  that  those  who  die 

Awake  in  a  world  of  ecstasy  7 

That  love,  when  limbs  are  interwoven. 

And  sleep,  when  the  night  of  life  is  cloven. 

And  thought,  to  the  world's  dim  boundaries  cling- 

ing. 
And  music,  M^en  <m»  beloved  is  singing, 
Is  death  ?  Let  us  drain  right  joyously 
The  cup  which  the  sweet  bird  fills  fer  me  " 
He  paused,  and  to  my  lips  he  bent 
Hit  own:  like  spirit  bis  words  went 
Through  all  my  limbs  with  the  speed  of  firs ; 
And  his  keen  eyes,  glittering  through  mine, 
FiU'd  me  with  the  flame  divine, 
Which  in  their  orbs  was  burning  fer. 
Like  the  light  of  an  unmeasured  star. 
In  the  sky  of  midmght  dark  and  dee|^: 
Yes,  'twas  his  soul  that  did  inspire 
Sounds,  -which  my  skill  could  ne'er  awakeiL 


And  first,  I  felt  my  fingers  sweep 
The  harp,  and  a  long  quiverfaig  cry 
Burrt  fronv  my  lips  in  symphony: 
The  dusk  and  solid  air  was  shaken. 
As  swift  and  swifter  the  notes  came 
From  my  touch,  that  wander'd-  like  <^uick  flame. 
And  from  my  bosom,  laboring 
With  some  unutterable  thing: 
The  awful  sound  of  my  own  voice  made 
My  faint  lipt  tremblto,  in  some  mood 
Of  wordless  thought  Lionel  stood 
So  pale,  that  even  beside  his  cheek 
The  snowy  column  fiom  its  shade 
Caught  whiteness :  yet  his  countenance 
Raised  upwardt  bum'd  with  radiance 
Of  spirit-piercing  joy,  whose  light, 
like  the  moon  struggling  through  the  night 
Of  whirlwind-rifted  clouds,  did  break 
With  beams  that  might  not  b^  confined.  . 
I  paused,  but  soon  his  gestures  kindled 
New  power,  as  by  the  moving  wind 
The  waves  are-lifted,  and  my  song 
To  low  soft  notes  now  changed  and  dwindlec^ 
And  from  the  twinkliAg  wires  among. 
My  languid  fingers  drew  and  flung 
Circles  of  life<iissolving  sound, 
Tet  fiiint :  in  aery  rings  they  bound 
My  Lionel,  who,  as  every  stain 
Grew  feinter  but  more  sweet,  his  mien 
Sunk  with  the  sound  relazedly ; 
And  slowly  now  he  tum'd  to  me, 
As  slowly  laded  from  his  fece 
That  awful  joy:  with  looks' serene 
He  was  soon  drawn  to  my  embrace. 
And  my  wild  song  then  died  away 
In  murmurs :  words,  I  di^  not  say 
We  mix'd,  and  on  his  lips  mine  fed 
Till  they  methought  felt  still  and  cold : 
«*  What  is  it  with  thee,  love  I"  I  said ; 
No  word,  no  look,  no  modon !  yes. 
There-  was  a  change,  but  spare  to  guess. 
Nor  let  that  moment's  hope  be  t<dd. 
I  look'd,  and  knew  that  he  was  dead^ 
And  fell,  as  the  eagle  on  the  plain- 
Falls  when  life  deserts  her  brain. 
And  the  mortal  lightning  is  veil'd  again. 


O  that  I  were  now  dead !  but  such 
Did  they  not,  love,  demand  too  much 
Those  dying  mnrmura?  He  ibited. 
O  that  I  once  again  were  mad  ! 
And  yet,  dear  Rosalind,  not  so^ 
For  I  would  live  to  share  thy  woe. 
Sweet  boy:  did  I  feiget  thee  tpoT 
Alas,  we  know  not  what  we  do 
When  we  speak  words. 


Ne  memoiy  mbre ' 
Is  in  my  mind  of  that  sea-shore. 
Madness  came  on  me,  and  a  troop 
Of  mbty  shapes  did  seem  to  sit 
Beside  mor  on  a  vessel's  poop, 
And  the  clear  north  wind  was  driving  it 
Than  I  heard  strange  tongues,  and  saw  ttnoga 

flowers. 
And  the  stan  methought  grew  unlike  oun^ 
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And  the  azure  ■lq^alld  the  ■tormleii 

Made  me  believe  that  I  had  died, 

And  w'aked  in  a-  world,  whicih  waa  to  me 

Drear  hell,  though  heaven  to  all  beaidti. 

Then  a  dead  sleep  fell  on  my  mind» 

Whilst  animal  life  many  long  years 

Had  rescued  from  a  chasm  of  tears ; 

And  when  I  woke,  I  wept  lo  find 

That  the*  same  lady,  bright  and  wise. 

With  silver  locks  and  quick  brown  eyee, 

The  mother  of  my  lionel, 

Had  tended  me  in  my  distress. 

And  died  some  months  before.    Nor  less 

Wonder,  but  fiu*  more  peace  and  joy 

Brought  in  that  hour  my  lovely  boy ; 

For  through  that  trance  imy  soul  had  well 

The  impress  (^  thy  being  kept; 

Andlf  I  waked,  or  if  1  slept, 

No  doubt,  diough  memory  iaithlsss  be. 

Thy  image  ever  dwelt  on  me ; 

And  thus,  0  lioneU  like  thee 

Is  our  sweet  child.    "Tis  sure  most  strange 

I  .knew  not  of  so  great  a  change. 

As  that  which  gave  him  birth,  who  now 

Is  all  the  solace  of  my  woe. 

• 

That  Lionel  great  wealth  had  left 
By  will  Co  me.  and  that  of  all 
'The  ready  lies  of  law  berefV, 
My  child  and  me  might  well  befall. 
But  let  me  think  not  of  the  scorn,    ■ 
Which  fivip  the  meanest  I  have  bome» 
When,  for  my  child's  beloved  sake, 
I  miz*d  with  slaves,  to  vindicate         , 
The  very  laws  themselves  do  nttke : 
Let  me  not  say  scum  job  my  fate. 
Lest  I  be  proud,  suffering  the  same 
With  those  who  live  in  deathless  fame. 


She  ceased.—^  Lo,  where  red  morning  through  the 

iwoods 
Is  burning  o'er  the  dew  !*'  said  Rosalind. 
And  with  these  words  they  rose,  and  towards  the  Aood 
Of  the  blue  lake,  beneath  the  leaves  now  wind 
With  equal  steps  and  fingers  intertwined : 
Thence  to  a  lonely  dwelling, -where  the  shore 
Is  shadowed  with  rocks,  and  cypresses 
Cleave  with  their  dark-green  cones  the  silent  skies, 
And  with  their  shadows  the  clear  depdw  below, 
And  where  a  little  terrace,  from  its  bowers 
Of  blooming  myrtle  and  faint  lemon-flowen, 
Scatters  its  sense-dissolving  fragrance  o*er 
The  liquid  marble  of  the  windless  lake ; 
And  where  the  aged  forest's  limbs  look  hoar. 
Under  the  leaves  which  their  green  garments  make. 
They  come :  'tis  Helen's  home,  and  clean  and^Qrhite, 
like  one  which  tyrants  s'pare  on  our  own  land 
In  scMne  such  solitude,  its  casements  bright 
Shone  through  their  vine-leaves  in  the  morning  sun, 
And  even  within  'twas  scarce  like  IHily. 
And  when  she  saw  how  all  things  there  were  pbiui'd. 


As  in  an  English  home,  dim  nemory' 
Disturb'd  poor  Roealind  :  she  stood  as  one 
Whose  miiid  is  where  his  body  cannot  be. 
Till  Helen  led  her  where  her  child  yef  slept. 
And  said,  **  Observe,  that  brow  was  Lionel's, 
Those  lips  were  his,  and  so  he  ever  keftii 
One  arm  in  sleep,  pillowinghik  head  with  it 
You  cannot  see  his  eyes,  they  are  two  welk 
Of  Uquid  love :  iM  us  not  wake  him  yet.** 
But  Rosalind  could  beer  no  more,  and  wept 
A  shower  of  burning  tears,  which  foU  upon 
His  foce,  and  so  his  opening  laahea  shooe 
With  tears  unlike  his  own,  as  he  did  leap 
In  sudden  wonder -fniii  hi^  innomntisleop 


So  Rosalind  and  Helen  lived  together 
Thenceforth,  changed  in  all  else,  yet 
Such  as  they  were,  when  o'er  tftie  Aiountain  heather 
They  wander'd  in  their  youth,  throogh  sun  aifed  rain 
And  afler  many  years,  for  human  things 
Change  even  like  the  o^ean  and  the  wind. 
Her  daughter  was  restored  lo  Rosalind, 
And  in  their  circle  thence  some  visitings 
Of  joy  'mid  their  new  calm  would  intervene: 
A  lovely  child  ehe  was,  of  looke  serene. 
And  motions  which  o'er  things  indifierent  abed 
The  t^tace  and  gentleness  from  whence  they  cane. 
And  Helen's  boy  grew  with  her,  and  they  M 
From  the  same  flowers  of  thougfaC  until,  eech  miad 
Like  springs  which  minglK  in  one  flood  became. 
And  in  their  union  soon  their  parents  saw 
The  shadow  of  thd  peace  denied  to  thei 
And  Rosalind) — ^for  when  the  living  stem 
Is  canktfr'd  in  its  heart,  die  ti|ee  miist  lUi^— ^ 
Died  ere  her  time ;  and  with  deep  grief  and  awe 
The  pale  survivori  foUow'd  her  remains  — ^ 
Bejrond  the  region  of  dissolving  raini^ 
Up  the  cold  mountain  she  was  wont  to  call 
Her  tomb ;  and  on  Chjaveima's  precipice      / 
They  raised  a  pyramid  of  lasting  ice,  > 

Whose  polish 'd  sides,  ere  day  had  yet  began. 
Caught  the  first  glow  of  the  unrisen  sun. 
The  last,  when  it  had  sunk;  and  through  die  ni|^ 
The  charioteers  of  Arclos  wheeled  round 
Its  glittering  point,  as  seen  from  Helenas  home. 
Whose  sad  inhabitants  each  year  wtMild  come. 
With  willing  steps  climbing  thaf  ro^ed  height. 
And  hang  long  locks  of  hair,  and  garlands  bound 
VTiih  amaranth  flowers,  which,  in  the  clime's  despite. 
Fill'd  the  frore  air  with  unaccustom'd  light: 
Such  flowers,  as  in  the  wintry  memory  bloom 
Of  one  fhend  left,  adom'd  that  froaen  tomK 


Helen,  whose  spirit  was  of  soAer  mould. 
Whose  suflerings  loo  were  less,  death  sIowImt  lee 
Into  the  peace  of  his  dommion  cold: 
died  among  her  kindred,  being  old. 
ow,  that  if  love  die  not  in  tfao  dead 
As  inHiQliving,  none  of  mortal  kind 
Are  blesuWnow  Helen  and  Rosalind. 

4(96 


ADONAIB. 


IM 


2liroiuif»; 


AN  ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  JOHN  KEATa 


■> 


tnh  Sk  5aydy  \dfar$is  iairtpof  h  ^Btychoi^ 


and  panegyric,  **  Pfero,'*  and  "Woman," ami  a  ••  Sfri 
an  iSile,'!  and  a  long  list  of  Ihe  illoatriooa  obacure  f 
AjtB  theae  the  men,  who  m  theip  venal  food-naturo, 
premimed  to  dnw  a  paiallel  betwe«i  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Milman  and  Lord  Bynm  Y  What-  gnat  did  they  strain 
at  here,  afler  having  swallowed  all  those  camels  t 
Against  what  woman  taken  in  adaltery,  dares  the 
foremost  of  these  literary  prostitutes  to  cast  his  oppro- 
hrious  stone?  Miserable  mani  yon,  one  of  the 
meanest,  have  wantoihly  de&ced  onetxf  the  noblest 
specimens  of  the  workmanship  of  God.  Nor  shall 
it  be  your  excuse,  that,  murderer  as  you  a|p,  you 
It  ia  iny  intention  to  sulgoin  to  the  |iOndon  edition  ofl  have  spoken  daggers^  but  used  none. 


PREFACE. 


Tluf  rev  -rat;  ^tfXtavi  ir^riipafitt  KoitK  iyXvKdvBri ; 
Tig  a  Pp9T^  Tovaodrov  ivdfuposy  9  ttpdffoi  rot« 
*H  ioivai  XoXlovn  rd  BdpiioKOP ;  txt^vytv  ^4v, 

MosoHOB,  Epitaph,  Bitn, 


this  poem,  a  criticism  upon  the  claims  of  its  lamented 
olgect  10  be  classed  am^ng  the  writers  of  the  highest 
genius  who  have  adorned  our  age.  My  known  re- 
pugnance to  the  narrow  principles  of  taste  on  which 
several  of  his  earlier  compositkmp  were  modelled, 
prove,  at  least,  that  I  am  an  impartial  judge.  I  con- 
sider the  fragment  of  Hyperioq  as  second  to  nothing 
diat  wae  ever  produced  by  a  writer  of  the  same 
years, 
John  Keats  died  at  Rome,  of  a  consumption,  in  his 

twenty-fourth  year,,  on  the of     ■  1821 ; 

and  waa  buried  in  the  romantic  and  lonely  cemetery 


of  the  IVotestants  in  that  dty,  under  the  pyramid 
which  is  the  tomb  of  Cestius,  and  the  maay  walls 
and  toweis»  now  mouldering  and  ■  desolate,  which 
formed  the  circuit  of  ancient  Rome.  The  cemetery 
is  an  open  space  among  the  ruins,  covered  in  winter 
with  violeti  and  daisies.  It  might  make  one  in  love 
wiik  death,  to  think  that  one  should  be  buried  in 
so  sweet  a  place. 

The  genius  of  the  lamented  person  to  whose  mem- 
ory I  have  dedicated  these  unworthy  verses,  was  not 
less  delicate  and  fragile  than  it  was  beautiful ;  and 
where  canker-worms  abound,  what  wonder,  if  its 
young  flower  was  blighted  in  the  bud  t  The  savage 
criticism  on  his  E^dymion,  wh|ch  appeared  in  the 
Quarterly  Review,  produced  the  most  violent  efiect 
on  his  susceptible  mind ;  ihe  agitation  thus  origin- 
ated ended  in  the  rupture  of  a  blood-veaeel  in  the 
lungs  ;  a  rapid  consumption  ensued,  and  the  succeed- 
ing acknowledgments  from  more  candid  critics,  of  the 
true  greamoM  of  his  powen,  were  ineflbctual  to  heal 
the  wound  thus  wantonly  inflicted. 

It  may  be  well  said  that  these  wretched  men  know 
not  what  they  da  They  scatter  their  insults  and  their 
slanders  without  heed  as  to  whether  the  poisoned 
shaft  lights  on  a  heart  made  caUous  by  many  blows, 
or  one,  like  iteiits's,  composed  of  more  penetrable 
stuff  One  of  their  asnciates  is,  to  my  knowledge, 
a  most  base  and  unprincipled  calumniator.  As  to 
"  Endymion,'^  was  it_a  poemr  whatever  might  bd  its 
defects,  to  be  treated"  contemptuously  by  those  who 
had  celabnlsd  with  varioos  degmes  ofoonplaMiiey 


The  circumstances  of  the  closing  scene  of  poor 
Keats's  lifo  were  not  made  known  to  me  until  the 
Elegy  was  ready  for  the  press.  I  am  given  to  un- 
derstand that  the  wound  which  his  sensitive  spirit 
had  reoeived  from  the  criticism  of  Endynuon,  Was 
eiasperated  by  the  bitter  sense  of  unfMjuited  bene- 
fits; the  poor  follow  seesM  to  have  been  hooted 
from  the  stage  of  life,  no  lete  by  those  on  wfaiNn  he 
had  wasted  the  promise-  of  his  genius,  than  those  on 
whom  he  had  lavished  his  fortune  and  his  care.  He 
was  accompanied  to  Rome,  and  attended  in  hv^  last 
illness,  by  Mr.  Severn,  a  young  artist  of  the  highest 
promise,  who,  I  have  been  ihform^,  **  almost  risked 
his  own  life,  and  sacrificed  every  prospect  lounwearied 
attendance  upon  his  dying  frieiid/'  Had  I  known  these 
circumstances  before  the  completion  of  my  poem,  I 
should  .have  been  tempted  to  add  my  feeble  tribute 
of  applause  to  the  more  solid  recompense  which  the 
virtuous  man  finds  in  the  recollection' of  his  own  mo- 
tives. Mr.  Severn  can  dispense  with  a  reward  fhnh 
*'  such  stuflf  as  dreams  are  made  of*'  His  conduct  is 
a  golden  auguiy  of  the  success  of  his  future  career— 
may  the  unextinguished  Spirit  of  his  illustrious  friend 
animate  the  creatfons  of  his  pencil,  and  plead  against 
Oblivion  for  his  name ! 


ADONAI& 


I. 

1  WEKP  fof  AiM>NAi»— he  is  dead  f 
O,  weep  for  Adonais !  though  our  tears 
Thaw  not  the  freat  which  tinds  so  dear  a  head 
And  thou,  sad  Hour,  selected  from  all  yeara 
To  rooilm  our  loss,  rouse  thy  obscure  compeeH, 
Aikl  teach  them  thine  own  sorrow ;  say— with  um 
Died  Adonais ! — till  the  Future  dares      ^.1^^ 
Forget  the  Ptost,  his  fote  and  fame  shall  he\ 
An  echo  and  a  light  mMo  eternity!  ^ 
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11. 

Wher^  wert'thou,  might)^  Mother,  when  he  lay, 
When  thy  Son  lay,  pierce(l  by  the  shaft  which  fliet 
In  darkness  7  where  was  lorn  Ucania 
Wlien  Adonais  died  ?  With  veHed  eyes, 
'Mjd  listening  Echoes,  in  her  Paradise 
She  sate,  while  one,  with  soft  enanx>r*d  breath, 
Rekindled  all  the  &ding  melodies, 
With  which,  like  flowecs  that  mock  the  corse  be- 
neath, .. 
He  had  adom'd  and  hid  the  coming  bulk  of  death. 

■ 

III. 

O,  weep  for  Adonais—he  is  dead ! 
Wake,  melancholy  Mother,  wake  and  weep ! 
Tet  whereibre  t  Quench  within  their  burning  bed 
Tl^  fiery  tears,  and  let  thy  loud  heart  keep, 
like  his,  a  mute  and  uncomplaining  sleep; 
For  he  u  gone,  where  all  things  wise  and  fiiir 
Descend  .*-— oh,  dream  not  that  the  amorous  Deep 
Will  Yfit  restore  him  to  the  vital  air ; 
Death  feeds  on  his  mute  voice,  and  laughs  at  our 
despair, 

IV. 

Most  moaical  of  moumen,  weep  again ! 
Leillent  anew,  Urania ! — ^Hq  died. 
Who  was  the  Sire  of  an  immortal  strain. 
Blind,  old,  and  lonely,  when  his  country's  pride, 
The  priest,  the  slave,  and  the  liberticide, 
Trailipled  and  mock'd  with  many  a  lothed  rite 
Of  lust  and  blood ;  he  went,  unterrUied, 
Into  the  gulf  of  death;  but  his  clear  sprite 
Yet  reigns  o'er  earth ;  the  third  among  the  vons  of 
light 

V. 

Most  musical  of  mourners,  weep  anew ! 
Not  all  to  tha(  bright  station  dared  to  climb ; 
And  happier  diey  their  happiness  who  knew, 
Whose  tapen  yet  bum  through  that  night  of  time 
In  which  suns  perish'd ;  others  more  sublime. 
Struck  by  the  envious  wrath  of  man  or  God, 
Have  aunk,  extinct  in  their  refulgent  prime ; 
And  some  yet  live,  treading  the  thorny  road, 
Which  leads,  through  toil  and  hate,  to  Fame's  serene 
abode. 

V7. 

But  npw,  thy  youngest,  dearest  one,  has  perish'd, 
The  nuigBling  of  thy  widowhood,  who  grew, 
like  a  pale  flower  by  some  sad  maiden  cherish'd, 
-  And  fed  with  true-love  tears,  instead  of  dew ; 
Most  musical  of  mourners,  weep  anew ! 
Thy  extreme  hope,  the  loveliest  and  the  last. 
The  bloom,  whoee  petals  nipt  before  they  blew 
Died  on  the  pronuse  of  the  fruit,  is  wast^  f 
The  broken  lily  lies — the  storm  is  overpast 

VIL 

To  that  high  Capital  where  kingly  Death 
Keeiis  his  pale  court  in  beauty,  and  decay, 
•  He  came ;  and  bought,  with  price  of  purest  breath, 
A  gnve  among  the  etemal.--^ome  away ! 
Haste,  while  the  vault  of  blue  Italian  day 
is  yet  his  fitting  chamet-roof !  while  still 
He  lies,  as  if  in  dewy  sleep  he  hiy ; 
Awake  him  not !  surely  he  takes  his  fill 
Of  4eep  and  liquid  rest,  fergetful  of  all  ilL 


viir. 

He  will  awake  no  more,  oh,  never  more  I — 
Within  the  twilight  chamber  spreads  apace 
The  shadow  o€  white  Death,  imd  at  fhe  door 
^  Invisible  Conniption  waits  to  trace  - 

His  extreme  way  to  her  ^m  dwelling-jilaoe ; 
.  The  eternal  Hunger  sits,  but  pity  and  awe 
Soothe  her  pale  rage,  nor  dares  she  td  defiice 
So  fair  a  prey,  till  darkness,  and  the  law 
Of  change,  shall  o'er  his  sleep  the  mortal  curtun 
draw. 

IX. 
O,  weep  fer  Adonais! — ^The  quick  Dreams, 
'  The  passion-winged  Ministers  of  thought 
Who  were  his  flocks,  whom  near  the  living  stresm 
Of  his  young  spirit  he  fed,  and  whom  he  taught 
Th^  love  which  was  its  music,  wander  not — 
Wander  no  more,  from  kindling  brain  to  brain. 
But  droop  there,  whence  they  sprung ;  wd  moom 

their  Jot 
Round  the  cold  heart,  where,  after  their  sweet 
pain. 
They  ne'er  will  gather  strength,  or  find  a  home  agun. 

jT  .X. 

(And  one  with  trembling  hand  clasps  his  cold  head 
I  And  fens  him  with  her  moonlight  wings,  and  criei 
'  **  Our  love,  our  hope,  our  soirow,  is  not  dead , 
•  See,  on  the  silken  fringe  of  his  feint  eyes, 
like  dew  npoh  «  sleeping  flower,  there  lies 
A  tear  some  dreaim  has  loosen'd  finrn  his,  brain. 
.Lost  Angel  of  a  ruin'd  Paradise, 
'She  knew  npt  'twas  her  own ;  as  frith  no  stun 
She  feded,  like  a  cloud  which  had  outwept  its  rain 

XT. 

One  from  a  lucid  urn  of  starry  dew 
Wash'd  his  light  limbs,  as  if  embalming  them; 
Another  dipt  her  profuse  locks,  and  threw 
The  wreath  upon  him,  like  an  anadeni. 
Which  frozen  tears  instead -of  pearls  begem; 
Another  in  her  wilful  grief  would  break 
Her  bow, and  winged  reeds,  as  if  to  stem 
-  A  greater  loss  with  one  which  was  more  weaki 
And  dull  the  barbed  fire  against  his  frozen  cheek. 

XII. 
Another  Splendor  on  his  mouth  alit 
That  mouth,  whence  it  was  woqt  to  draw  tlie 

breath 
Which  gave  it  strength  to  pierce  the  guarded  wit 
And  pass  into  the  panting  heart  beneath 
With  lightning  and  with  music :  the  damp  death 
Quench'd  its  caress  upon  his  icy  lips ; 
And,  as  a  dying  meteor  stains  a  wreath 
Of  moonlight  vapor,  which  the  cold  night  clips, 
It  flosh'd  through  KjIb  pale  limbs,  and  pass'd  to  its 

eclipse. 

XHI. 

And  otheiB  came,— Desires  and  Adorations, 
Winged  Persuasions  and  veil'd  Destinies, 
Splendors,  land  Glooms,  and  glimering  Incarnation 
Of  hopes  and  fears,  and  twilight  Phantasies ; 
And  Sorrow,  with  her  femily  of  Sighs, 
And  Pleasure,  bUnd  with  tears,  led  by  the  gleam 
Of  her  own  dying  smile  instead  of  eyes. 
Came  in  slow  'pomp ;— the  moving  pomp  might 
seem 
like  pageantry  of  miil  on  an  avtnmnal 
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XIV. 
'  AO  he  bad  loved,  and  mcNilded  into  tfaooght^ 
From  ihape,  and  hue,  and  odor,  wad  iweec  soond. 
Lamented  Adonaia.    Morning  MUight 
Her  eastern  waitGh*tower,  and  her  hair  nnbound. 
Wet  with  the  tean  which  should  adorn  the  grovid, 
Dimm'd  the  aerial  eyes  that -kindle  day; 
Afar  the  melancholy  ^under  moan'd. 
Pale  Ocean  in  unqoiAfelomber  lay. 
And  the  wild  winds  flew  round,  sobbing  in  their  dismay. 

XV. 

Lost  Echo  siti  amid  the  voiceless  mountains. 
And  feeds  he^  grief  with  hit  rememfoer'd  lay, 
(  And  will  no  more  reply  to  winds  or  fountains, 
>  Or  amorous  birds  perch'd  on  the  young  green  spray, 
'  Or  herdsman's  bcNm,  <tT  bell  at  closing  day ; 
.  Since  she  can  mimic  not  his  lips,  more  dear 

Than  those  for  whose  disdain  she  pined  away 
■  Into  a  shadow  of  all  sounds  >-<^  drear 
Murmur,  betwe^a  their  songs,  is  all  the  woodmen 
hear. 

XVL 
Grief  made  the  young  Spring  wild,  and  she  threw 

down 
Her  kindling  buds,  as  if  she  Autumn  were. 
Or  they  dead  leaves ;  since  her  delight  ia  flown 
For  whom  should  she  have  waked  the  sullen  year? 
To  PhfBbus  was  not  Hyacinth  so  dear,    . 
Nor  to  himself  Narcissus,  as  to  both 
Then  Adonais :  wan  they  stood  and  sere 
Amid  the  drooping  comndes  of  their  youth. 
With  dew  all  tam*d  to  tears ;  odor,  to  sighing  ruth. 

XVII. 
Thy  spirit's  sister,  the  lorn  nightingale 
Mourns  not  her  mate  with  sueh  melodious  pain ; 
Not  80  the  eagle,  who  like  thee  could  scale 
Heaven,  and  could  nourish  in  the  sun's  domain 
Her  mighty  youth  with  morning,  doth  complain, 
Soarinir  and  screaming  round  her  empty  nest. 
As  Al^Hon  wails  for  thee :  the  curse  of  Cain 
light  on  his  head  who  pierced  thy  innocent  breast, 
^nd  scared  the  angel  soul  that  was  its  earthly  guest! 


xvni. 

Ah  ^oe  is  me !  Winter  is  come  and  gone. 

But  grief  retuins  with  the  revolving  year ; 

The  airs  and  streams  renew  their  joyous  tone ; 

The  ants,  the  bees,  the  swallows  reappear ; 

Frush  leaves  and  flowersdeck  the  dead  Season's  bier; 
'   The  anKNTOus  birds  now  pair  in  every  brake. 

And  build  their  mosiy  homes  in  field  and  brere. 

And  the  green  lizard,  and  the  golden  snake, 
1  ike  unimprison'd  flames,  out  of  their  trance  awake. 

XIX. 

Through  wood  and  stream,  and  field  and  hill  and 

Ocean, 
A  quickening  life  from  the  Earth's  heart  has  burst. 
As  it  has  ever  done,  with  change  and  motion. 
From  the  great  morning  of  the  worid  when  first 
God  dawn'd  on  Chaos ;  in  its  stream  immened. 
The  lamps  of  Heaven  flash  with  a  softer  light; 
All  baser  things  pant  with  life's  sacred  thirst  i 
Difiiise  themselves ;  and  spend  in  love's  delight 
'^%k  haauty  and  the  joy  of  their  renewed  mighL 

3B 


XX. 

The  leprous  corpse,  lonch'd  by  this  spifit  tender, 
Exhales  itaelf  in  flowers  of  gentle  braath ; 
like  incainatioos  of  the  stavs,  when  splendor 
is  changed  to  fiagiance,  they  illumine  death, 
And  mock  the  merry  worm  that  wakes  beneat^ ; 
Naught  we  know,  dies.  iShall  thatalone  which  kobws 
Be  as  a  sword  consumed  before  the  sheath    - 
By  flightlsss  lightning  f — ^the  intense  atom  glows 
A  moment,  then  is  qiiench'd  in  a  moat  ooki  repaseu 

XXI. 

Alas!  that  all  we  loved  of  hhn  should  be, 
But  for  our  grief)'  as  if  it  hind  not  been,  • 
And  grief  itself  be  mortal !   Woo  is  me ! 
Whence  are  we,  and  why  are  we  ?  of  what  soeno 
The  actors  or  spectators  f  Great  and  mean 
Meet  mass'd  in  death,  who  lends  what  life  must 

borrow. 
As  long  as  Skies  are  blue,  and  fields  are  gteen. 
Evening  must  usher  night,  night  urge  the  morrow 
Month  foUow  month  widi  woe.  and  year  vtake  year 

to  sorrow. 

XXlt. 
He  wiU  awake  no  more,  oh,  never  mMo ! 
"  Wake  thou,'*  cried  Misery,  •*  childless  Mother,  rm 
Out -of  thy -sleep,  and.  slake,  in  thy  heart's  core, 
A  wound  more  fierce  than  his  with  tears  and  ng^" 
And  all  the  Dreams  that  watch'd  Urania's  eyes. 
And  all  the  Echoes  whom  their  sistei's  song 
Had  held  in  holy  silence,  cried :  *'  Arise ! " 
Swifl  ;bs  a  Thought  by  the  snake  Memory  stung. 
From  her  ambrosial  rest  the  fiiding  Splendor  sprang 

xxin. 

She  rose  like  an  autumnal  Night,  that  springs 
Out  of  the  East,  and  follows  wild  and  drear 
The  golden  Day,  which,  on  eteriftd  wings. 
Even  as  a  ghost  abandoning  a  bier, 
Had  left  the  tlarfh  a  corpse.    Sorrow  and  fear 
So  struck,  80  roused,  so  wrapt  Urania ; 
So  sadden'd  round  her  like  an  atmosphere  ' 
Of  stormy  mist;  so  swept  her  on  her  way, 
Even  to  the  movmful  place  where  Adonais  lay. 

XXIV. 

'Out  of  her  secret  Paradise  she  sped. 
Through  camps  and  cities,  rough  with  stone  and  steel. 
And  human  hearts,  which  lo  her  aery  tread  ' 
Yielding  not,  wounded  the  invisible 
Pblms  of  her  tender  feet  where'er  they  fell : 
And  barbed  tongues,  and  flioughts  more  sharp  than 

they, 
Rent  the  soft  Form  they  never  could  repel, 
Whose  sacred  blood,  like  the  young  tears  of  May, 
Paved  with  eternal  floiyera  that  undeserving  way. 

XXV. 
In  the  death'chamber  for  a  moment  Death, 
Shamed  by  the  presence  of  that  living  Might; 
Bkish'd  to  annihilation,  and  the  breath 
Revisited  those  lips,  and  life's  jnle  light 
Flaah'd  through  those  limbs,  so  late  her  dear  delight 
**  Leave  me  not  wild  and  drear  and  comfortless, 
As  silent  lightning  leaves  the  starless  night ! 
Leave  me  not !"  cried  Umnia :  her  distress 
Roused  Death :  Death  rose  and  smiled,  and  met  her 
vain  caress. 
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XXVI.  : 

^  Slay  yet  awhile  f  speak  to  nre  cnce  againf 
KiBB  me,  to  long  bat  as  a  kiss  may  live ; 
And  in  my  heartless  brmst  and  burning  brain 
That  word,  that  kiss  shall  all  thoughts  else  survive, 
With  food  of  saddest  memory  kept  alive* 
Now  thou  art  dead,  as  if  it  were  a.part 
Of  thee,  my  Adonats!  I  would  give 
All  that  I  am  to  be  as  diou  now  art! 
But  I  am  ofaain'd  to  Time,  and  cannoC  thence  depart! 

^  xxvn. 

**  O  gentle  child,  beautiful  as  thou  wert, 
Why  didst  thou  leave  the  trodden  paths  of  men 
Too  soon,  and  with  weak  hands  though  migh^  heart 
Dare  the  unpastured  dragcMk  in  his'den? 
Defenceless  as  thou  wert,  oh!  where  was  then 
Wisdom  the  mirror'd  shield,  or  sootn  ^e  spear  t 
Or  hadst  thou  waited  the  full  cycle,  when 
Thy  spirit  should  have  fiU*d  its  crescent  sphere, 
I7>e  ttumsters  of  life's  waste  had  fled  from  thee  like  deer. 


xxvin. 

"  The  herded  wolves,  bold  only  to  puisne ; 
The  obscene  ravens,  clamorous  o*er  the  dead ; 
The  vultuite,  to  the  conqueror's  banner  true, 
Who  feed  wheto  Desolation  first  has  fed, 
And  whose  wings  rain  contagion ; — ^how  ihey  fled, 
When,  like  Apo^o,  fiom.  his  goklen  bow, 
The  Pythian  of  the  age  one  arrow  sped 
And  smiled ! — ^The  spoihers  tempt  no  seoond  Uow, 
I^My4ftwn  on  the  proud  feetthatspumthemastheygo. 

XXIX. 

r  *'  The  sun  comes  forth,,  and  many  reptiles  spawn ; 
r  He  sets,  and  each  ephemeral  insect  then 
'  Is  gathered  into  death  without  a  dawn, 
'  And  the  immortai  stan  awake  again ; 
'  So  is  it  in  the  world  of  living  men : 
<  A  godlike  mind  soars  forth,  in  its  delight 
'  Bifaking  earth  bare  and  veiling  heaven,  and  when 
t  It  sinks,  the  swarms  that  dimm'd  or  shared  its  light 
Leave  to  its  kindred  lamps  die  spirit's  awful  night'* 

XXX. 

Thus  ceased  she :  and  die  mountain  shepherds  came, 
Their  garlands  sere,  their  magic  mandes  rent ; 
The  Pilgrim'  of  Eternity,  whgee  feme 
Over  his  living  head  like  Heaven  is  bent, 
Aa  early  but  enduring  monument. 
Came,  veiling  all  the  lightnings  of  his  song 
In  sorrow ;  from  her  vi^es  leme  sent 
The  sweetest  lyrist  of  her  saddest  wroiig. 
And  love  taught  grief  to  fall  like  music  from  his  tongae. 

XXXI. 

*Midst  othen  of  less  note,  came  ene  frail  Form, 
A  phantom  among  men ;  companionless 
As  the  last  cloud  of  an  expiring  storm 
Whose  thunder  is  its.  knell ;  he,  as  I  guess, 
Had  gazed  on  Nature's  naked  Loveliness, 
ActBBon-Uke,  and  now  he  fled  astray 
Wiih  feeble  j^ps  o'er  the  world's  wildemeas, 
And  his  own  thoughts,  along  that  ragged  way, 
Puisoed,  like  raging  hounds,  their  fether  and  their  pray* 


XXXII. 
A  paid-like' Spirit  beautiful  and  awifk — 
A  Love  in  desolation  mask'd  ^--a  Power 
.Girt  round  with  weidoiess ;-^t  can  searoe  uplift 
iThe  weight'of  the  superincumbent  hoorf\ 
It  is  a  dying  lamp,  a  ialling  diower, 
A  breaking  billow  ;-7-even  whilst  we  speak 
Is  it  not  broken '  On  the>withering  flower 
The  killing  sun  smiles  b^ghtly :  on  p.  cheek 
The  life  can  bum  in  blood,  even  while  the  heart  may 
break. 

xxxm.    . 

)His  heisd  was  bound  with  panaies  ovM^-blowa, 

And  feded  violets,  white,  and  pted,  and  blue ; 
\  And  a  light  spear  topp'd  with  a  cypress  oone, 
^  Round  whose  Tude  shaft  dark  ivy-tress  qs  grew 

Yet  dripping  with  the  forest's  noonday  dew. 

Vibrated,  as  the  ever-beating  heart 

Shook  the  weak  hand  that  grasp'd  it ;  oTthat  crew 
'  I  He  came  the  last,  neglected  and  apart ; 
A  herd-abandon'd  deer,  struck  by  the  Hunter's  dart 

XXXIV. 

All  stood  aloof,  and  at  his  partial  moan 

Smiled  through  their  tears;  well  kAew  that  gentle 

bond 
Who  in  another^s  fete  now  wept  his  own , 
As  in  the  accents'of  an  unknown  land 
He  sang  new  sorrow;  sad  Urania* scann'd    ' 
f  The  Stranger's  mien,  and  mummr'd:  **  Who  art  Aour 
f  He  answer'd  not,  but  v^ih  a  suddeA  hand 
1  Made  bare  hii  branded  and  ensanguined  brow. 
Which  wi»  like  Cain's  or  Chriaf  s,--Oh !  that  itahodhl 
be  so! 

XXXV. 

What  softer  voice  is  hushed  o'er  the  deaid  ? 
Athwart  what  brow  is  that  dark  mantle  thrown  t 
What  form  leans  sadly  o'er  the  vdiite  death-bed, 
In  mockery  of  monumental  stone. 
The  heavy  heart  heaving  without  a  moan  t 
If  it  be  He,  who,  gentlest  of  the  wise. 
Taught  soothed,  loved,  honor'd  the  departed  <•»; 
Let  me  not  vex,  with  inharmonious  aigha. 
The  sOence  of  that  heart's  accepted  sacnfioe. 

XXXVI. 

Our  Adooais  has  drunk  poison— oh! 
What  deaf  and- viperous  murderer  could  crawA 
Life's  early  cup  with  such  a  draught  of  woe  f 
The  nameless  worm  would  now  itself  disown: 
It  felt,  3ret  could  escape  the  magic  tone      ' 
Whose  prelude  hcdd  all  envy,  hale,  and  wnoi^ 
But  what  was  howling  in  one  breast  «lone. 
Silent  with  expectation  of  the  song, ' 
Whose  master's  hand  is  cold,  whosesilverlyra  luatnag 

xxxyn. 

live  thou,  whose  infamy  ia  not  ^y  feme! 
Live ! .  fear  no  heavier  chastiaement  from  me. 
Thou  noteless  blot  on  a  remember'd  name! 
But  be  thyself,  and  know  thy*elf  to  be ! 
And  ever  at  thy  soason  be  thou  flree 
To  spill  the  venom,  when  thy  fengs  overflow; 
Remorse  and  SeU<anteinpt  shall  cling  to  thee; 
Hot  Shame  shall  bum  upon  thy  secret  brow, 
And  like  a  bealen  hound  tremble  thouahalt— a 

4;o 
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x)pcvm. 

Nor  let  qn' weep  that  our  deKght  is  ded 
Far  from  these  camon-kites  that  scream  below'; 
He  wakes  or  sleeps  with  Ae  enduring  dead ; 
Thou  canst  not  soar  where  he  is  sittio|[  now. — 
Dust  to  the  dust!  hut  the  pure  spirit  shall  flow 
Back  to  the  burning  fountain  whence  it  came, 
A  portion  ef  the  £teroal,  which  must  glow 
Through  bme  and<  change,  unquenchably  the  same, 
WhiiM  thy  cold  emben  choke  the  sordid  hearth  of 
shame. 

XXXIX. 

Peace  f  peace !  be  is  not  dead,  he  doth  not  sleep- 
He  hath  awaken'd  from  the  dream,  of  life — 
Tis  we,  who,  lost  in  stormy  visions,  keep 
Wilh  phantoms  an  unprofitable  strife. 
And  in  mad  trance,  strike  with  our  spirit's  knife 
Invulneiabte  nothings— 1F«  decay 
Like  corpses  in  a  chamel ;  fear  siod  grief 
Convulse  us  and  consume  us  day  by  day. 
And  cold  hopes  swarm  like  worms  within  our  living 
clay.  .    . 

XL. 

He  has  outsoar'd  the  shadow  of  oor  night ; 
£nvy  and  calumny,  and  hate  and  pain. 
And  that  unrest  which  men  miscall  delight. 
Can  touGh  him  not  and  torture  not  again ; 
From  the  contagion  of  the  world's  slow  stain 
He  is  secure,  and  now*can  never  mourn 
A  heart  grown  eold,  a  head  grown  gray  in  vain ; 
Nor,  when  the  spirit's  self*  has  ceased  to  bum, 
Wilh  sparkless  ashes  load  an  unlamented  uiti. 

XLL 

He  lives,  he  wakes-^'t  is  Death  is  dead,  not  he ; 
Mourn  not  for  Adonais. — ^Thou  young  Dawn 
Turn  all  thy  dew  to  splendor,  for  from  thee 
The  spirit  thou  lamentest  is  not  gone ; 
Ye  caverns  and  ye  forests,  cease  to  moan  ! 
Cease  ye  feint  ffowers  and  fountains,  and  thou  Air, 
Which  like  a  mourning  veil  thy  scarf  hadst  thrown 
O'er  the  abandoned  Earth,  now  leave  it  bare 
Even  to  the  jc^us  stan  which  smile  on  its  despair ! 

XLU. 

He  IS  made  one  with  Nature :  there  is  heard 
His  voice  in  all  her  music,  fiom  the  moan 
Of  thunder,  to  the  song  of  night's  sweet  bird  ; 
He  is  a  p^iesenee  to  be  felt  and  Imown 
In  dwknesB  and  in  light,  from  herb  and  stone. 
Spreading  itself  where'er  that  Power  may  move 
Which  has  withdrawn  his  being  to  its  own ; 
Which  wields  the  world  with  never-wearied  love, 
Sosiains  it  irom  beneath,  and  kindles  it  above. 

r 

xun. 

He  is  a  portion  of  the  loveliness 
Which  once  he  made  more  lovely :  he  doth  bear  - 
His  part,  while  the  one  Spirit's  plastic  stress 
Sweeps  through  the  doll  dense  world,  compelling 

there 
A.1  new  successions  to  the  fo|rms  they  wear; 
Torturing  th'  unwilUng  dross  that  checks  its  flight 
To  its  own  likeness,  as  each  mass  may  bear; 
And  hoiating  in  its  beauty  and  its  might 
f romtrees  and  beasts  and  men  into  the  Heaven*!  light 


XLIV. 

The  splendors  of  the  firmament  of  time 
May  be  eclipsed,  but  are  eitinguish'd  not , 
Like  sian  to  their  appointed  height  they  climb, 
And  death  is  a  low  mist  which  cannot  blot 
The  brightness  it  may  veil. .   When  loi\y  thought 
UAs  a  young  heart  above  its  mortal  lair. 
And  love  and  life  contend  in  it,  for  what 
Shall  be  its  earthly  doom,  the  dead  Hve  dtere 
And  move  like  winds  of  light  -on  dark  and  itwmy 
air. 

XLV. 

The  inheritors  of  onfiilfiird  renown 
Rose  from  (hei^ thrones  l^uilt  beyond  mortal  tbooght. 
Far  in  the  Unapparent    Chatterton 
Rose  pale,  his  solemn  agony  had  not 
Yet  feded  -from  him,;  Sidney,  as  he  fought 
And  as  he  fell,  and  as  he  lived  and  loved, 
Sublimely  mild,  a  Spirit  without  spot. 
Arose ;  and  Lucan,  by  his  death  approved : 
Oblivion  as  they  rose  shrank  tike  a  thing  reproved 

XLVI. 

And  many  more,  whose  names  on  earth  are  dark. 
But  whose  transmitted  effluence  cannot  die 
So  long  as  fire  outlives  the  parent  spark« 
Rose,  robed  in  dazzling  immortality. 
I  M  Thou  art  become^as  one  of*  us,"  they  cry, 
^  **  It  was  for  thee  yon  .kin^less  sphere  has  leng 
Swung  blind  in  unascended  mi^jesty. 
Silent  alone  amid  a  Heaven  of  Sin^. 
Assume  thy  wmged   throne,  tfaou  Vesper  of  oor 
throng!" 

XLvn. 

Who  mourns  for  Adonais  t  oh  come  forth. 
Fond  wretch !  and  know  thyself  and  him  ari^t 
Clasp  with  thy  panting  soul  the  pendulous  Earth 
As  from  a  ccintre,  dart  thy  spirit's  light 
Beyond  all  worlds,  until  its  spacious  miglit 
Satiate  the  void  circumference :  then  shrink 
Even  to  a  point  within  our  day  and  night ; 
And  keep  thy  heart  light,  lest  it  make  thee  sink 
When  hope  has  kindled  hope,  'and  lured  thee  to  dia 
brink. 

XLvm. 

Or  go  to  Rome,  which  is  the  sepulchre, 
O,  not  of  him,  but  of  our  joy :  'tis  nau^t 
That  ages,  empires,  and  religions  there 
Lie  buried  in  the  ravage  they  have  wrought ; 
For  such  as  he  can  lend, — they  borrow  not 
Glory  Irom  those  who  made  the  world  their  prey  t 
And  he  is  gather'd  to  the  kings  of  thought 
Who  waged  contention  with  their  time's  decay* 
And  of  the  past  are  all  that  cannot  pass  away. 

XLIX. 

Go  thou  to  Rome, — at  once  the  Paradise, 

The  grave,  the  city,  and  the  wilderness ; 

And  where  its  wrecks  like  shattered  mountains  riae. 

And  flowering  weeds,  and  fragrant  copses,  drasa 

The  bones  of  Desolation's  nakedness, 

Ptes,  till  the  Spirit  of  the  spot  shall  lead 

•  Thy  footsteps  to  a  slope  of  green  decess, 
Where,  like  an  infknt's  smile,  over  the  dead, 

A  li|^t  of  bmghing  flowers  akng  the  grHS  is  aprcad. 
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And  gmy  waUs  moulder  round,  on  which  doll  Time 
Feeds,  like  slow  fire  upon  a  hoary  brand ; 
And  one  keen  pyramid  with  wedge  sublime, 
Pavilioning  the  dust  of  him  who  plann'd 
This  refuge  for  his  memory,  doth  stand 
Like  flame  transibrm'd  to  marble ;  and  beneath, 
A  field  is  spread,  on  which  a  newer  band 
Have  pitoh'd  in  Heaven^  smile  their  camp  of  death. 
Welcoming  him  we  lose  with  scarce  eitingiiish*d 
breath. 

Here,  pause:  these  graves  are  all  too  young  as  yet 
Tq  have  outgrown  fhe  sorrows  which  oonsignVi 
Its  charge  to  each ;  and  if  the  aeal  is  set. 
Here,  on  one  fountain  of  a  mourning  mind. 
Break  it  npt  thou !  Ox)  surely  shalt  thou  find 
Thine  own  well  full,  if  thou  retuniest  home. 
Of  tears  and  gall.     From  the  wxnid's  bitter  wind 
Seek  shelter  in  the  shadow  of  the  tomb. 
What  Adoiais  is,  why  iear  we  to  become  ? 

Ln. 

The  One  remains,  the  many  change  and  pass ; 
Heaven's  light  for  ever  shines,  £arih's  shadows  fiy ; 

(life,  like  a  dome  of  many-oolor'd  glass^ 
Stains  the  white  radiance  of  Eternity, 
( Until  Death  tramples  it  to  fragments. — Die, 
If  thou  wouMst  be  with  that  whioh  thou  dost  seek! ' 
Follow  where  all  is  fled  i—Rome's  azure  sky. 
Flowers,  ruins,  statues,  music,  words,  are  wieak 
The  gloiy  they  transfuse  with  fitting  truth  to  speak. 


UII. 

Why  linger,  why  tarn  back,  why  i4rifik,  my  Heart 
Thy  kipes  are  gone  before :  from  all  things  hetv 
They  hate  de^rted ;  thou  shouldst  now  depart ! 
A  light  b  paas'd  fiQin  the  revolving  year, 
And  man,  and  woman ;  and  what  still  is  ^car 
Attracts  to  crush,  repels  to  make  diee  wither. 
The  soft  sl^  smilea,— the  low  wind  whispets  neat 
Tis  Adonais  calls!  oh,  hasten  thither. 
No  more  let  lifo  divide  what  Death  ctn  jpia  tu 


geiher. 


UV. 


That  Light  whose  smiles  kindle  the  Univene, 
That  Beauty  in  which  all  things  worii  and  move 
That  Benediction  which  the  eclipsing  Curee 
Of  birth  can  quench  not,  that  sustaining  Loye 
Which  through  the  web  of  being  blindly  wove 
By  man  and  beast  and  eal'th  and  air  and  aea. 
Bums  bright  or  dim,  as  each  are  minors  of 
The  fire  for  which  all  thint ;  now  beams  on  roe. 
Consuming  the  last  cbuds  oC  cold  mortality.  - 

LV. 

The  breath  whose  might  I  have  invoked -in  son; 
Descends  on  me;  my  spirit's  bark  is  driven 
Far  from  the  shore,  far  from  the  trembling  tluong 
Whose  sails  were  never  io  the  tempest  given ; 
The  massy  earth  and  sphered  sides  are  riven : 
I  am  borne  darkly,  fearfiiUy,  afiu*; 
Whilst  burning  tliroughihe' inmost  veil  of  Heavesi 
The  soul  of  Adonoifl,  like  a  star, 
Btooons  from  the  abode  where  the  Eternal  are. 


£|ii|Misrfif  Drton ; 


VERSES  ADDRESSED  TO  THE  NOBLE  AND  UNFORTUNATE  LADY  EMIUA  V- 


NOW  IMPRISONED  IN  THE  CONVENT  OF 


L*  anima  aroante  si  slancia  fluori  del  creato,  e  si  ciea  nelP  intlnito  an  Mondo  tutto  per 
diverso  assai  da  questo  oscuro  e  pauroso  I'aratro.— Hsa  own  Woaos. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

(BT  A  FRIEND  OF  THE  AUTHOR.) 


The  writer  of  the  following  Lines  died  at  Florence, 
as  he  was  preparing  for  a  voyage  to  one  of  the  wild- 
est of  the  Sporades,  which  he  had  bought,  and  where 
he  had  fitted  up  the  ruins  of  an  old  building,  and 
where  it^was  his  hope  to  have  realized  a  scheme  of 
life,  suited  perhaps  to  that  happier  and  better  worid 
of  which  he  is  now  an  inhabitant,  but  hardly  practi- 
cable in  this.  His  life  was  singtilar ;  less  on  account 
of  the  romantic  vicissitudes  which  diveruHed  it,  than 
the  ideal  tinge  which  it  received  from  hi»own  char- 
acter and  foeilngs.  The  present  Poem,  like  the  Vita 
Noova  of  Dante,  is  sufificiently  intelligible  to  a  cer- 
tain class  of  readers  without  a  roatter-of-faot  history 


of  the  circumstances  to  which  it  relatea ;  and  lu  • 
certain  other  class  St  must  ever  remain  incomprctoua- 
sible,  from  a  defect  of  a  common  organ  of  perreptkio 
for  the  ideais  of  which  it  treats.  Not  but  that,  **  gran 
vergogna  sarebbe  a  coldi,  chq  rimasse  oosa  sotio  vesta 
di  figura,  a  di  colore  rettorico:  e'domandato  mm  sb- 
pease  denudare  le  sue  parole  da  cotal  veate,  in  guisa 
che  avessero  verece  intendimento." 

The  present  Poem  appean  to  have  been  intended 
by  the  Writer  as  the  dedication  to  some  longer  ooe. 
The  stann  prefixed  to  the  Poem  is  almoat  a  liten 
translation  from  Dante's  fiunous  Canzone, 

Voi,  ch*  intendeAdo,  11  terzo  eiel  morete,  etc 

The  presumptuous  application  of  the  ooncloding  lines 
to  his  own  composition  will  raise  a  smile  at  the  ex- 
pense of  my  imfortuoate  friend:  be  it  a  smile  not  of 
contempt,  but  pity.  & 
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Uf  SoBf ,  I  ftar  that  tboa  wOt  6iid  tmt  fcw 
Who  tf  tb  iball  eooeehre  thr  raMoainir, 
or  («9h  bud  matter  doM  tboa  entartain ; 
Wheace,  if  by  miaadTeDture,  <ihaDoe  ihonld  bring 
l^Mo  to  base  compaoy'Cai  ebaoce  may  do\ 
Quile  anawareAf-what  thou  doat  contain, 
I  pritbaa,xoa»ftfft  thy  aweaC  aalT  a<ain. 
My  laat  daligfat !  tall  them  that  thay  ara  doil. 
And  bid  tham  own  that  thoa  art  baaotirol. 


S¥nrr  Spirit  I  Sster  of  that  orphan  one, 
Whose  empire  is  the  name  thoa  weepest  on. 
In  my  heart's  ;emple  I  suspend  to  thee 
These  votive  wreaths  of  wither'd  memory. 

Pbor  captive  bird !  who,  from  thy  narrow  cage, 
Poorest  each  miisij:^,  thai  it  might  assuage 
The  rugged  hearts  of  those  who  prison'd  thee, 
Were' they  not  deaf  to  all  sweet  melody ; 
This  song  shall  be  thy  rose :  its  petals  pale 
Are  dead,  indeed,  my  adored  Nightingale ! 
But  soft  and  fragrant  is  the  faded  blossom. 
And  it  has  no  thorn  left  to  woimd  thy  boeonli. 

J 
High,  spirit-winged  Heart!  who  dost  for  ever 
Beat  thine  tmfeeling  bars  with  vain  endeavor, 
"nil  those  bright  plumes  of  thought,  in  which  array'd 
It  over-MMired  this  low  and  worldly  shade, 
lie  riiatler'd ;  and  thy  panting,  wounded  breast 
Stainp  with  dear  blood  its  unmatemal  nest! 
I  weep  vain  tears :  blood  would  less  bitter  be, 
Yet  ppur*d  forth  gladlier,  could  it  profit  thee. 

,  » 

Seraph  of  Heaven!  too  gentle  to  be  human, 
Veiling  beneath  that  radiant  form  of  Woman 
All  that  is  insupportable  in  thee  . 
Of  light,  and  love,  and  immortality ! 
Sweet  Benediction  in  the  eternal  cune ! 
VeiVd  Glory  of  this  lamploss  Universe ! 
Thou  Moon  beyond  the  clou^!    THou  living  Form 
Among,  the  Dead !  Thou  Star  above  the  Storm ! 
Thou  Wonder,  and  thou  Beauty,  and  thou  Terror ! 
Thou  Harmony  of  Nature>  art  !>  Thou  Mirror 
In  whom,  as  in  the  splendor  of  the  Sun, 
All  shapes  look  glorious  which  thou  gazest  on ! 
Ay,  even  t^e  dim  words  which  obscure  thee  now 
Flash,  lightning-like,  with  unaccustom'd  glow ; 
I  pray  thee  that  thou  blot  from  this  sad  song 
All  of  its  much  mortality  and  wrong, 
With  those  clear  drops,,  which  start  like  sacreci  dew 
Fron>  the  twin  lights  thy  sweet  soul  darkens  through. 
Weeping,  till  sorroW  becomes  ecstasy : 
Then  smile  on  it,  so  that  it  may  not  die. 

I  never  thought  before  my  death  to  see 
Youth's  vision  thus  made  perfect    Emily, 
I  love  thee ;  though  the  world  by  no  thin  name 
Will  hide  that  love,  from  its  unvalued  shame, 
Would  we  two  had  been  twins  of  the  same  mother! 
Oi,  that  the  name  my  heart  lent  to  another 
Could  be  a  sister's  bond  £>r  her  and  thee, 
Blending  two  beams  of  one  eternity ! 


Yet  were  one  lawfiU^and  the  other  true. 

These  names,  though  dear,  could  paint  not,  as  is  doe, 

Ho^  beyond  fefuge  I  am  thine.    Ah  me! 

I  am  not  thine:  lam  a  part  of  CAee. 


Sweet  Lamp !  my  moth-like  Myse  has  bumtiti  wings, 
Or,  like  a  dying  swan  who  soars  and 'sings, 
Yotmg  Love  slwiUd  teach  Time,  in  his  own  gray  s^le. 
All  Chat  thou  art.    Art  thou  not  void  of  guile, 
A  lovely  "oul  fbrm'd  to  be  blest  and  bleas  f 
A  well  of  seal'd  and  secret  happiness. 
Whose  waters  like  blithe  light  and  music  arc. 
Vanquishing  dissonance  and  gloom  f  A  Star 
Which  moves  not  in  the  moving  Heavens  alone? 
A  smile  amid  dark  frowns  7  a  gentle  tone 
Amid  rude  voices  ?  a  beloved  light  f 
A  Solitude,  a  Refuge,  a  Delight  7 
A  lute,  which  those  whom  love  has  taught  to  plqr 
Make  music  on,  to  soothe  the  roughest  day. 
And  lull  fond  grief  asleep  X  A  buried  treasure  7 
A  cradle  of  young  thoughts  of  wiiiglete  pleasure  f 
A  violet<«hronded  grave  of  Woe? — I  fneasiire 
The  worid  of  fancies,  seeking  one  like  thee, 
And  find— ^alas !  mine  ov^n  infirmity. 


She  met  me.  Stranger,  upon  life's  rotigh  way, 
And  lured  roe  towards  sweet  Death:  as  Night  ligr  Day 
Winter  by  Spring,  or  Sorrow  by  swif\  Hope, 
Led  into  light,  life,  peace.    An  antelope. 
In  the  suspended  impulse  of  its  lightness. 
Were  less  ethereally  light :  the  brighmess 
Of  her  divinest  presence  treml^es  through 
Her  limbs,  as  underneath  a  cloud  Of  dew 
Embodied  in  the  windless  Heaven  of  June, 
Amid  the  splendor-winged  stars,  the  Moon 
Bums,  inextinguishably  beautiful : 
And  from  her  lips,  as  from  a  hyacinth  full 
Of  honey-dew,  a'  liquid,  murmur  drops. 
Killing  the  sense  %vtth  passion ;  sweet  as  stopa 
Of  planetary  music  heard  in  trance. 
In  her  mild  lights  the  starry  spirits  dance. 
The  sunbeams  of  those  wells  whieh  ever  leap 
Under  the  lightnings  of  the  soul— too>  deep 
For  the  ^rief  fathora-line  of  thought  or  sense. 
The  glory  of  her  being,  issuing  thence, 
Stains  the  dead,  blank,  cold  air  with  a  warm  shade 
Of  unentangled  intermixture,  made 
By  Love,  of  light  and  motion :  one  intense 
Diffusion,  one  serene  Onmipresence, 
Whose  flowing  outlines  mingle  in  their  flowing 
Around  her  cheeks  and  utmost  fingprs  glowing 
With  the  uninterroilted  blood,  which  there 
Quivers  (as  in  a  fleece  of  snow-like  air 
The  crimson  pulse  of  living  morning  quiveiO, 
Continuously  prolong'd,  and  ending  never, 
'nil  they  are  lost,  and  in  that  Beauty  furl'd 
Which  penetrates  and  clasps  and  fills  the  worid ; 
Scarce  visible  from  extreme  loveliness. 
Warm  fragrance  seems  to  fall  from  her  light  dreaa, 
And  her  loose  hair ;  and  where  some  heavy 
The  air  of  her  own  speed  has  disentwined, 
The  sweetness  seems  to  satiate  the  faint  wind ; 
And  in  the  soul  a  wild  odor  is  fblt. 
Beyond  the  sense,  liko  fiery  dews  that  melt 
Into  the  bosom  of  a  frozen  bud. 
See  where  she  stands !  a  mortal  shape  enduad 
With  love  and  life,  and  light  and  deity, 
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And  TDOlion  which  may  change  but  cannot  die ; 
An  image  of  some  bright  Eternity ; 
i\  shadow  of  *)me  goklen  dream;  a  Splendor 
Leaving  the  third  sphere  pilotleas;  a  tender 
Reflection  of  the  eternal  Moon  of  Love, 
Under  whose  motions  life's  dull  billows  move; 
A  Metaphor  of  Spring  and  Youth  and  Morning; 
A  Vision  like  incarnate  April,  warning, 
With  smiles  and  tears,  l^'rost  the  Anatomy 
Into  his  summer  grave. 

« 

Ah,  woe  is  me ! 
What  have  I  dared  ?  where  am  I  lifted?  how 
Shall  I  descend,  and  perish  not?  I  know 
That  Love  makes  all  things  equal :  I  have  beard 
By  mine  own  heart  this  joyous  truth  averr'd :     . 
The  spirit  of  the  worm  beneath  the  sod. 
In  love  and  worship  blends  itself  with  God 

Spouse !  Sster !  Angel  !^  Pilot  of  the  Fafe 
Whose  course  has  been  so  starless !  O  too  late 
Beloved'!  O  too  soon  adored,  by  me ! 
For  in  4he  fields  of  immortality 
My  spirit  should  at  first  have  worshipp'd  thine, 
A  divine  presence  in  a  place  divine ; 
Or  should  have  moved  beside  it  on  this  earth, 
A  shadow  of  that  substance,  from  its  birth; 
But  not  as  now . — I  love  thee ;  yes,  I  feel 
That  on  the  fountain  of  my  heart  a  seal 
Is  set,  to  keep  its  waters  pure  and  bright 
For  thee,  since  in  those  teart  thou  hast  delight 
We — are  we  not  fdrm'd,  as  notes  of  music  are. 
For  one  another,  though  dissimilar; 
Such  diflerence  wfiboui  discord,  as  can  make 
Those  sweetest  sounds,  in  which  all  spirits  shake 
As  trembling  leaves  in  a  continuous  air  ? 

Thy  wisdom  speaks  in  me,  and  bids  lAe  dare 
Beacon  tire  rocks  on  which  high  hearts  are  wredtt 
I  never  was  attach'd  to  that  great  sect, 
Whose  doctrine  is,  thot  each. one  should  select 
Out  of  the  crowd  a  mistress  or  a  friend. 
And  all  Ihe  rest,  though  iair  and  wise,  coittmend 
TV>  cold  oblivion,  though  it  is  in  the  code 
Of  modem  momls,  and  the  beaten  road 
Which  those  poor  slaves  with  weary  footsteps  tnad. 
Who  travel  to  their  home  among  the  dead 
By  the  broad  highvray  of  the  world,  and  so      * 
With  one  chain'd  friend,  perhaps  a  jealous  ito, 
The  dreariest  and  the  longest  journey  ga 

True  Love  in4his  differs  from  gokl  and  clay, 
^    That  to  divide  is  not  to  take  away. 

Love  is  like  undeiatanding,  that  grows  bright, 
Gazing  on  mapy  truths;  'tis  like  Uiy  light. 
Imagination !  which  from  earth  and  sky. 
And  from  the  depths  of  human  phantasy. 
As  frofai  a  tfaousfuod  prisms  and  mirrois,  fills 
The  Universe  with  glorious  beams,  and  kills 
Error,  the  worm,  with  many  a  sunlike  arrow 
Of  its  reverberated  lightning.    Narrow 
Tlie  heart  that  loves,  the  brain  that  contemplates, 
The  life  that  wears,  the  spirit  that  cseates 
One  ol^ect,  and  one  form,  and  builds  thereby 
A  sepulchre  for  its  Eternity. 


Mind  from  its  olgect  differs  most  m  this : 
Evil  from  good ;  misery  from  happiness; 
Jhe  baser  from  the  nobler^  the  inppore 
And  frail,  from  what  is  clear  and  must  endura. 
If  you  divide  suffering  and  droas,  you  may 
Diminish  till  it  is  consumed  away{ 
If  you  divide  pleasure  and  love  and  thoog^ 
Each  part  exceeds  the  whole ;  and  we  know  not 
How  much,  while  any  yet  remains  unshared. 
Of  pleasure  may  be'gain'd,  of  sorrow  spared: 
This  truth  is  that  deep  well,  whence  sages  draw 
The  unenvied  light  of  hope ;  the  eternal  law 
By  which  those  live,  to  whom  this  world  of  liA 
Is  as  a  garden  ravaged,  and  w^ose  strife 
Tills  for  the  promise  of  a  later  birth 
The  wilderness  of  this.Elysian  earth. 

There  was  a  Being  whom  my  spirit  oA 
Met  on  its  vision'd  wanderings,  ftr  aloft. 
In  the  clear  golden  ppme  of  my  youth's  dawn. 
Upon  the  fairy  isles  of  sunny  lawn. 
Amid  the  enchanted  mountains,  and  tha  cavea 
Of  divine  sleep,  and  on  the  air-like  waves 
Of  wonder-level  dream,  whose  iremuknis  Ihior 
Paved  her  light  steps; — on  an  imagined  shoi% 
Under  the  gray  beak  of  some  pforoontory 
She  met  me,  robed  in  such  exceeding  gkury. 
That  I  behekl  her  not    In  sotitudes 
Her  voice  came  to  me  through  the  whispering  woodi. 
And  from  the  fountains,  and  the  odors  deep 
Of  flowers,  which,  like  lips  murmuring  in  their  sleep 
Of  the  sweet  kisses  which  had  lulled  them  there^ 
Breathed  but  of  her  to  the  enamored  air; 
And  fVom  the  breezes,  whether  low  o>  loud. 
And  from  the  rain  of  every  passing  cloud. 
And  from  the  singing  of  the  summer-birds. 
And  fVom  all  sounds,  all  silence.    In  the  words 
Of  antique  verse  and  high  romance, — ^in  formi 
Sound,  color — in  whatever  checks  that  Storm 
Which  with  the  shatrer'd  preseilt  chokes  the  poart; 
And  in  that  best  philosophy,  whose  taste 
Makes  this  cold  common  hell,  our'life,  a  doom 
As  glorious  as  a  fiery 'martyrdom'; 
Her  Spirit  was  the  harmony  of  troth.-— 


Then,  from  the  caverns  of  my  dreamy  youth 
I  sprang,  as  one  sandall'd  with  plumes  of  fire. 
And  towards  the  loadstar  of  my  one  desire, 
I  flitted,  like  a  dizzy  moth,  whose  flight 
Is  as  a  dead  leafs  in  the  owlet  hght. 
When  it  would  seek  in  Hesper's  setting  sphere 
A  radiant  death,  a  fiery  sepulchre. 
As  if  it  were  a  lamp  of  earthly  flame — 
But  She,  whom  prayers  or  teais  then  could  not  tame; 
Past,  like  a  God  throned  on  a  winged  plaHet, 
Whose  burning  plumes  to  tenfold  swiftness  ftn  it, 
Into  the  dreary  cone  of  our  life's  shade ; 
And  as  a  man  vnth  mighty  loss  dismay'd, 
I  would  have  fbllow'd^  though  the  grave  between 
Yawn'd  like  a^lf  whose  spectres  are  unseen : 
When  a  voice  said . — **  O  Thow  of  hearts  the  wesksst 
The  phantom  is  beside  thee  whcmi  thou  seekesL** 
Then  I-^" where?"  the  world 'secho anawer'd "wheisf 
And  in  that  silence,  and  in  my  despair, 
I  question'd  every  tonguelesa  wind  that  flaw 
Over  my  tower  of  nKHitniitg,  if  it  knew 
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WLithur  'twas  fled,  thia  loul  oat  of  my  wul; 

Aod  murmur'd  naqm  and  tpdlU  which  have  coDtrol 

Over  rtie  nghtleai  tyrant*  of  our  fate ; 

But  neither  prayer  nor  vene  could  diaaipate 

The  night  which  closed  on  her ;  nor  oncreate. 

That  world  within  this  Chaoa,  mine  and  mer 

Of  which  slie  Was  the  veil'd  Divinity, 

The  world  I  my  of  tboughta  that  worslupp*d  her : 

And  therelore  I  went  forth,  with  hope  and  fear 

And  every  gentle  panion  sick  to  deitth, 

Feeding  my  course  with  expectatioo  s  breathr 

Jikto  the  wintry  'forest  oC  our  life ; 

And  struggling  through  its  error  with  vain  strife^ 

And  stumbling  in  my  weakness  and  my  haste^ 

And  half  bevinlder'd  fay  new  forms,  I  past 

Seeking  among  those  untaught  foresters 

If  I  could  find  one  form  resembling  hers. 

In  which  fhe  might  have  mask'd  herself  frem  me. 

There« — One,  whese  voice  was  venom'd  melody 

Sate  by  a  well,  under  blue  nightshade  bo  wen; 

The  breath  of  faker  fiUse  mouth  was  like  fiunt  ^wers. 

Her  touch  was  as  electric  poison, — flame 

Out  of  her  looks  into  my  vitals  came, 

And  from  her  living  cheeka  and  bosom  flew 

A  kindlix^  air,  which  pierced  like  hcmey-dew 

Into  the  core  of  ny  green  heart,  and  lay 

Upon  its  leaves ;  until,  as  hair  ^rown  gray 

O'er  a  young  brew,  they  hid  its  unblown  prime 

With  fuins  of  unseasonable  time. 


In  many  motCa!  forms  I  vashly  sought 
The  shadow  of  that  idol  of  my  thoughL   ^ 
And  some  were  fair — ^but  beauty  dies  away ; 
Others  weie  wise— but  honey*<i  words  betmy  : 
And  One  WdS  true — oh !  why  not  true  to  me  ? 
Then,  as  ^  hunted  deer  that  could  not  flee, 
1  tum*d  upon  my  thoughts,  and  stood  at  bay, 
Wounded  and  weak  and  panting ;  the  cold  day 
Trembled,  for  pity  of  my  strifo.and  pain. 
When,  like  a  noonday  dawn,  there  lAtone  again 
Deliveraneok    One  stood  on  my  path  who  seem'd 
As  like  the  glorious  shape  which  I  had  dr^am'd, 
As  is  the  Moon,  whose  changee  ever  run 
Into  themselves,  to  the  eternal  Sun ; 
The  cold  chaste  Meon,  the  Queen  of  Heaveik's  bright 

isles. 
Who  makes  all  beantifbl  on  which  she  smilea. 
That  wandiering  shrine  of  soA  yet  icy  flame, 
Whirh  ever  is  transibrm'd,  yet  still  the  same. 
And  warms  not  but  illiimines.    Young  and  foir 
As  the  descended  Spirit  of  that  sphere. 
She  hid  me,  as  the  Mooii  may  hide  the  night 
From  ita  own  darkness,  until  all  was  bright 
Between  the  Healten  and  Earth  of  my  calm  mind, 
And^  as  a  cloud  charioted  by  the  wind, 
She  led  me  to  a  cave  in  that  wild  place. 
And  sate  beside  me,  with  her  downward  fote 
Illumining  my  slumbMs,  like  the  Mo^ 
WaxSni^  and  waning  o'er  Endymien. 
And  I  was  laid  asleep,  spirit  and  limb. 
And  all  my  being  became  bright  or  dim 
Kb  the  Moon's  image  in  a  summer  sea, 
^coordii^  aa  she  smiled  or  frown*d  on  me; 
\nd  there  I  lay,  withm  a  chaste  cold  bed : 
Vlas,  1  then  WQs  |ior  alive  nor  dead  :— 
"or  at  her  silver  voic<f  came  Death  )uid  li&t 
Jnmindful  each  of  their  accustom'd  strifo. 


Mask'd  like  twin  babes,  a  sister  and  a  brother. 
The  wandering  hopes  of  one  abandon'd  mother, 
And  through  the  cavern  without  yvings  they  flew. 
And  cried  "  Away,  he  is  not  of  our  crew." 
I  wept,  aod  though  it  be  a  dream,  I  weep. 

What  storms  then  shook  the  ocean  of  my  sleep. 
Blotting  that  Moon,  whose  pale  and  waning  lips 
Then  shrank  as  in  the  sickness  of  eclipse ; — 
And  how  my  soul  was  as  a  lampless  sea. 
And  who  wa)8  then  its  Tempest;  and  when 'She, 
The  Planet  of  that  hour,  was  quench'd,  what  fh)it 
Crept  o'er  those  waters,  till  from  coast  to  coast 
Thrs  moving  billows  of  my  being  fell 
Into  a  death  or  ice,'  immovable  i — 
And  then — wliat  earthquakes  made  it  gape  and  spUl, 
The  white  Moon  smiling  all  the  while  on  it. 
These  words  conceal . — If  not,  each  word  would  bi 
The  key  of  stanchless  tears.    Weep  not  for  me . 

At  length,  into  the  obscure  Fwest  cme 
The  Vision  I  had  sought  through  grief  aad  ahaiae* 
Athwart  that  wintry  wilderness  of  thorns 
Fhish'd  from  her  motion  splender  like  the  Mom*a, 
And  fmn  her  presence  life  was  radiated 
Through  the  gray  earth  and  branches  bare  and  dead« 
So  that  her  way  was  paved,  and  roofd  above, 
With  flowers  as  sof\  as  thoughts  of  budding  love ; 
And  music  from  her  respiration  spread 
Like  light, — all  other  sounds  were  penetrated 
By  the  small,  still,  sweet  spirit  of  that  sound. 
So  that  the  savage  ^inde  hung  mute  around ; 
And  odors  warm  and  fresh  fell.fhmi  her  hair, 
Dissolving  the  dull  cold  in  the  froca  air: 
Soft  as  an  Incarnation  of  the  Sun, 
When  light  is  changed  to  lovov  this  glorious  One 
Floated  into  the  cavern  where  I  lay, 
And  caird  my  Spirit,  and  the  dreaming  elay 
Was  liAed  by  the  thing  that  dream'd  below 
As  smoke  by  fire,  and  in  het  beauty's  glow 
I  stood,  and  felt  the  dawn  of  my  long  night 
Was  penetrating  me  with  living  light : 
I  knew  it  was  the  Vision  veil'd  from  me 
So  many  yearn — that  it  was  Emily. 

Tvrin  Spheres  of  light  who  rule  this  passive  Earlfa 
This  world  of  love,  this  me ;  and  into  birth 
Awaken  all  its  fruits  and  flowers,  and  dart 
Magnetic  might  into  its  central  heart; 
And  M  its  billows  and  its  aiSsts,  and  guide   ' 
By  everiastiiig  laws,  each  wind  and  tide 
To  its  fit  cloud,  and  its  appointed  cave  ; 
And  lull  its  storms,  each  in  the  craggy  gthve 
Which  was  its  cradle,  luring  to  fiunt  boweta 
The  anniea  of  the  rainbow-winged  showers , 
And;  aa  these  married  lights,  w^cb  from  the  towen 
Of  Heaven  leek  forth  and  fold  the  tnoideriiig  globe 
In  liquid  sleep  and  splender,  aa  a  robe ; 
And  all  their  many-mingled  indueice  blend 
If  -equal,  yet  unlike,  to  one  swiset  end ;— • 
Sb  ye,  bright  regents,  with  alternate  away 
Govern  my  sphere  of  being,  night  and  day! 
Thou,  not  diadahiing  even  a  boimw'd  might; 
Thou,  not  edipsing  a  remoter  light; 
And.  through  the  sliadow  of  the  saa«at  thi«% 
From  Spring  to  Autumn's  sere  maturity, 
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light  it  into  the  Winter  of  the  tomb, 
Where  it  may  ripen  Xo  a  brighter  bloom. 
Thou  too,  O  Comet  beautiful  and  fierce  I 
Who  drew  the  Heart  of  this  frail  Universe 
Towards  thine  own ;  till  ^vreck'd  in  that  convulsion, 
Alternating  attraction  qd'i  repulsion. 
Thine  went  astray  and  ihat  was  rent  in  twain ; 
Ohf  float  into  our  azure  heaven  again !     ^ 
Be  there  love's  fblding-atar  at  thy  return ; 
The  living  Sun  will  feed  thee  from  its  urn 
Of  golden  fire ;  the  Moon  will  veil  her  horn 
In  diy  last  smiles ;  adoring  Even  and  Mom 
Will  womhip  thee  with  incense  of  calm  breath 
*  And  lights  and  shadows ;  as  the  star  of  Death 
And  Krth  is  worshipp'd  by  those  sisters  wild 
Call'd  Hope  and  Fear — ^upon  t^e  heart  are  pjlcd 
Their  ofierings, — of  this  sacrifice  divine 
A  World  shall  be  the  altar. 


^  Lady  mine. 

Scorn  not  these  a^Ken  of  thought,  the  fiiding  birth 
Which  from  its  heart  of  hearts  that  plant  puts  forth 
Whose  fruit,  made  perfect  Iqt  thy  sunny  eyes, 
Will  be  as  of  the  trees  of  Paradise. 


The  day  is  come,  and  thou  wilt  fly  with  me. 
To  whatsoever  of  dull  mortality' 
b  mine,  remain  a  vestal  sister  still ; 
Td  the  intense,  the  deep,  the  |mperurthable, 
Not  mine  but  me,  henceforth  be  thou  united 
Even  as  a  bride  delighting  and  delighted. 
The  hour  is  come: — the  destined  Star  has  risen 
Which  shall  descend  upon  a  vacant  prison. 
The  .walls  are  high,  the  gates  are  strong,  thick  set 

The  sentinels but  true  love  never^yet 

Was  thus  constrain'd :  it  overleaps  a)l  fence : 
Like  lightning,  with  invisible  violence 
Piercing  its  continents ;  like  Heaven's  free  breath* 
Which  he  who  grat^ps  can  hold  not ;  liker  Death) 
Who  rides  upon  a  thought,  and  makes  his  way 
Through  temple,  tower,  and  palace,  and  the  array 
Of  arms :  more  strength  has  love  than  he  or  they ; 
For  it  can  bunt  his  chamel,  and  make  free 
The  limbs  in  chains,  the  heart  in  agony, 
The  soul  in  dust  and  chaos. 


Emily, 
A  ship  is  floating  in  the  harbor  now, 
A  wind  is  hovering  o'er  the  mountain's  brow ;     - 
There  is  a  path  on  the  sea's  azure  floor. 
No  keel  has  ever  plow'd  that  path  before; 
The  halcyons  brooid  around  the  foamless  isles ; 
The  treacherous  Ocean  Jiar  fbnviom  its  wiles ; 
The  merry  mariners  are  bold  and  free : 
Say,  my  heart's  sister,  wilt  thou  sail  with  me  t 
Our  bark  ia  as  an  atfoatross,  whose  nest 
Is  a  iar  Eden  of  the  purple  East ; 
And  we  between  her  wings  will  sit,  while  Night 
And  Day,  and  Stoixn,  and  Calm,  pjirsue  their  flight, 
Our  ministers,  along  the  boundless  Sea, 
Treading  each  other's  heels,  unheededly. 
It  is  an  isle  under  Ionian  skies, 
Beatitifbl  as  •  wrecji  of  Fbradiae, 


And,  ibr  the  harbohi  are  not  safe  and  good* 
This  land  would  have  remain'd  a  solitude 
But  for  some  postoral  people  native  there. 
Who  frdm  Ihe  Elystan,  clear,  and  golden  air 
Draw  the  last  spirits  of  the  age  of  gold. 
Simple  and  spirited  ;  innocent  and  bold. 
The  blue  iEgean  girds  this  chosen  home. 
With  ever-changing  sound  and  light  and  Ibon, 
ffissing  the  siAed  sands,  and  caverns  hoar ; 
And  all  the  winds  wandering  along  the  shove 
Undulate  with  the  undulating  tide : 
There  are  thick  woods  where  sylvan  forms  abide; 
And  many  a  fountain,  rivulet,  and  pond. 
As  clear  as  elemental  diamond. 
Or  serene  morning  air ;  and  fiu*  beyond, 
Tlie  mossy  tracks  made  by  the  goats  and  deer 
(Which  the  rough  shepherd  treads  bat  once  a  y«ai). 
Pierca  into  glades,  caverns,  and  ^wen,  and  taldls 
Built  round  with  ivy,  which  thie  watee&Us 
niuminingi  with  sound  that  never  fails. 
Accompany -the  noonday  nightingales; 
And  all  the  place  is  peopled  with  sweet  airs ; 
The  light  clear  element  which  the  isle  weus 
Is  heavy  with  the  scent  of  lemon-flowers, 
Which  floats  like  mist  laden  with  unseen  abowen,, 
And  falls  upon  the  eyelids  like  fiunt  sleep ; 
And  from  the  moss,  violets  and  jonquils  peep^ 
And  dart  their  arrowy  odor  through  the  bnJn 
Till  you  might  faint  with  that  delicioas  pain. 
And  every  motion,  odor,  beam  and  lone. 
With  that  deep  music  is  in  unison  : 
Which  is  a  soul  within  the  soul— -th^  seen 
Like  echoes  of  an  antenatal  dream. — 
It  is  an  tele  'twizt  Heaven,  Air, -Earth,  and  Seau 
Cradled,  and  hung  in  clear  tranquillity ; 
Bright  as  that  wandering  Eden  Lucifer, 
Wash'd  by  the  soft  blue  Oceans  of  youpg  air. 
It  is  a  fiftvor'd  place.    Famine  er  Blight, 
Pestilence,  War  and  Earthquake,  never  light 
Upon  its  mountain-peaks ;  blind  vultures,  thay 
Sail  onward  far  upon  their  fatal  way : 
The  \yinged  storms,  chanting  their  thunder-psola^ 
To  other  lands,  leave  azure  chasms  of  calm 
Over  this  isle,  or  weep  themselves  in  dew. 
From  which  its  fields  and  woods  ever  renew 
Their  green  and  golden  immortality. 
And  fiiom  the  sea  there  rise,  and  from  the  sky 
There  fidl,  clear  exhalations,  soft  and  bright. 
Veil  afler  veil,  each  hiding  some  deUght, 
Which  Sun  or  Moon  or  Zephyr  draw  aside. 
Till  the  isle's  beauty,  like  a  naked  bride 
Glowing  at  once  with  love  and  lovehness, 
Blushes  and  trembles  ot  its  own  excess.: 
Yet,  like  a  buried  lamp,  a  Soul  no  \em 
Bums  in  tlie  heart  of  this  delicious  isle 
An  atom  of  )h*  Eternal,  whose  own  evnile 
Unfolds  iiselfi  and  may  be  felt,  not  seen. 
O'er  the  gray  rocks,  blue  waves,  and  fbraslB 
Filling  their  bore  and  void  interstices^ — 
But  the  ehief  marvel  of.  the  wilderness 
Is  a  lone  dwelling,  built  by  whom  or  hew 
None  of  die  rustic  island-people  know ; 
*T  is  not  a  tower  of  strength,  though  vnA.  ita 
It  overtops  the  woods ;  but,  for  delight. 
Some  wise  and  tender  Ocean-King,  ere  crime 
Had  been  invented,  in  the  worid's  yoo^g 
Reor'd  it,  a  wonder  of  that  sunnle  time 
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An  envy  of  the  blea,  a  ptMsure-hoiue 

Made  lacred  to  Iim  lister  and' his  spoute.  . 

It  scarce  aeenu  now  a  Wreck  of  human' art, 

Bat,  as  it  were,  Titanic ;  in  the  heart 

Of  Earth  having  aiiumed  iti  fbnq,  then  grown 

Out  of  the  mountains,  firom  the  living  stone, 

lifting  itself  in  caverns  light  and  high : 

For  all  the  antique  and  leaiiied  imagery 

Has  been  erased,  and  in  the  place  of  it 

The  ivy  and  the  wild-vine  interknit 

The  voluines  of  their  many  twining  stems ; 

Parasite  flowers  illume  with  dewy  gems 

The  lamplesB  halls,  and  when  they  fitde,  the  sky  . 

Peeps  through  their  winter-woof  of  tracery 

With  moonlight  patches,  or  star  atoms  keen. 

Or  fragments  of  the  day's  intense  serene ; 

Working  mosaic  on  their.  Parian  floors. 

And,  day  and  night,  aloof;  from  the  high  towers 

And  terfBcest  the  Earth  and  Ocean  seem 

To  sleep  in  one  another's  arn)s,  and  dream 

Of  waves,  flowers,  clouds,  woods,  rocks,  and  all  that 

we 
Read  in  their  smiles,  and  call  reality. 

This  isle  and  house  are  mine,  and  I  have  vow*d 
Thee  to  be  lady  of  the  solituda — 
And  I  have  fitted  up  some  chambers  there. 
Looking  towards  the  golden  £astem  air» 
And  level  with  the  living  wind^  which  flow 

like  waves  above  the  Uving  waves  below. 

I  have  sent  books  and  music  there,  and  all 

Those  instnimenta  with  which  high  spirits  call 

The  future  from  its  cnulle,  and  the  past 

Out  of  its  grave,  and  make  the  present  last 

In  thoughts  and  joys,  which  sleep,  but  cannot  die. 

Folded  within  their  own  eternity. 

Our  simple  Ufa  wants  little,  and  true  taste 

lUres  not  the  pale- drudge  Luzuiy^  to  waste 

llie  scene  it  would  adorn ;  and  therefore  still, 

Nature,  with  all  herchildren,  haunts  the  hill 

The  ringdove,  in  the  embowering  ivy,  yet 

Keeps  up  lier  love-lament,  and  the  owls  flit 

Round  the' evening  tower,  and  the  young  stars  glance 

Between  the  quiek  bats  in  their  twilight  dance ; 

The  spoUed  deer  bask  in  the  fresh  moonlight 

Before  our  gate,  and  the  slow,  silent  night 

Is  measured  by  the  pants  of  their  calm  sleep. 

Be  this  our  home  in  life,  and  when  years  heap 

Their  wither'd  hours,  like  leaves,  on  our  decay,  - 

Let  us  l)econie  the  over-ha!nging  day. 

The  living  soul  of  this  Elysian  isle,    ■ 

Conscious,  inseparable,  one.    Meanwhile 

\Ve  two  will  rise,  and  sit,  and  walk  together, 

Under  the  roof  of  blue  Ionian  weather, 

And  wander  in  the  meadows,  or  ascend 

The  mossy  mountains,  where  the  blue  heavens  bend 

With  lightest  winds,  'to  touch  thehr  piiramour ;  ' 

Or  linger,  where  the  pebjble-paven  shore. 

Under  the  quick,  faint  kisses  of  the  sea. 

Trembles  and  sparkles  as  with  ecstasy^— 


Possessing  and  possest  by  all  that  is 

Within  that  calm  circun^erence  of  bliss,  ^ 

And  by  ead)  other,  till  to  love  and*live 

Be  one  .--^r,  at  the  noontide  hour,  arrive 

Whero  some  old  eavemjtoar  seems  yet  to  keep 

The  moonlight  of  the  expiied  night  asleep, 

Throughwhich  the  awaken'd  day  can  never  peep ; 

A  veil  f<#our  seclusion,  close  as  Nighf  s. 

Where  secure  sleep  may  kill  thine  innocent  lights ; 

Sleep,  th6  fresh  dew  of  languid  love,  the  rain 

Whqse  d^ps  quench  kisses  till  they  bum  again. 

And  we  ^ill  talk,  until  thought's  melody 

Become  loo  sweet  for  utteranoe,  and  it  die 

In  words,  to  live  again  in  looks,  which  dart 

With  thrilling  tone  into  the  voi'^eless  heart, 

Harmouizing  silence  without  a  sound. 

Our  breath  shall  intermix,  our  bosoms  bound. 

And  our  veins  beat  together ;  and  our  lips, 

With  other  eloquence  than  words,  eclipse 

The  soul  that  bums  between  them ;  and  the  wells 

Which  boil  under  our  being's  inmost  cells, 

Jhe  fountains  of  our  deepest  life,  shall  be 

Confused  in  paasion's  golden  purity, 

As  mountain-springs  under  the  morning  Son. 

We  shall  become  the  same,  we  shall  be  one 

Spirit  within  two  frames,  oh !  wherefore  two  ^ 

One  passion  in  twin-hearts,  which  grows  and  grew, 

Till,  like  two  meteors  of  expanding  flame,   . 

Those  spheres  instinct  with  it  become  the  same. 

Touch,  mingle,  are  transfigured ;  ever  still 

Burning,  yet  ever  inconsumable : 

In  one  another's  substance  finding  food, 

like  flames  too  pure  and  light  and  unimbued 

To  nourish  their  bright  lives  with  baser  prey, 

Which  point  to  Heaven  and  cannot  pass  away : 

One  hope  within  two  wills,  one  "will  beneath 

Two  overshadowing  minds,  one  life,  one -death,' 

One  Heaven,  one  Hell,  one  immortality. 

And  one  annihilation.     Woe  is  me ! 

The  winged  words  on  which  my  soul  would  pierea 

Into  the  height  of  love's  rare  Universe, 

Are  chains  of  lead  around  its  flight  of  fire/— 

I  pant,  I  shik,  I  tremble,  I  expire ! 


^ 


Weak  verses,  go,  kneel  at  your  Sovereign's  foet, 
And  say : — **  We  are  the  roasters  of  thy  slave ; 
What  wouldest  thou  with  us  and  ours  and  thine  ?'* 
Then  call  yoiiT  sisters  froth  Oblivion's  cave. 
All  singing  loud :  "  Love's  very  pain  is  sweet. 
But  its  reward  is  in  the  world  divine 
Which,  if  not  here,  it  builds  beyond  the  grave.'! 
So  shall  ye  live  when  I  am  there.    Then  haste. 
Over  the  hearts  of  men,  until  ye  meet 
Marina,  Vanna,  Primus,  and  the  rest, 
And  bid  them  love  each  other  and  be  blest 
And  leavp  the  troop  which  errs,  and  which  reproveo, 
And  come  and  be  my  guest, — ^for  I  am  Love's. 
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A  LYRICAL  DRAMA. 

ifA.NT2:%[iu*szeAaN  Ar&Nxiir.  ~ 

(Edif.  CUtm. 


TO  HIS  EXCELLENCY  FRINGE  ALEXANDER  MAVRdCX)RDATO, 

LATK  8BGIUBTARY  FOE  FORHON  AFFAIRS  TO  THE  HOSPODAR  OF  WALLACHIA, 

THE  DRAMA  OF  HELLAS 

IS  INSCRIBED  AS  AN  nmBFBCT  TOKEN  OF  THE  ADMIRATION,  dYVPATBT,  AND  FRIBNDSBIP  OF 


PfSA.  November  I,  182L 


TBE  AUTHOR 


PREFACE. 


The  ppem  of  Hellas,  written  at  the  saggesdbn  of 
the  events  of  the  aomeat,  is  a  mere  improvise,  and 
derives  its  interest  (shoald  it  be  found  to  poness  any) 
solely  from  the  intense  sympathy  which 'the  Author 
ieels  with  the  cause  he  would  celebrate. 

The  subject  in  its  present  state  is  insusceptible  of 
being  treated  otherwise  than  lyrically,  and  if  I  have 
called  this  poem  a  drama  from  the  circumstance  of 
its  being  composed  in  dialogue,  the  license  is  not 
greater  than  that  which  has  been  assumed  by  other 
poets,  who  have  called  -  their  productions  epics,  only 
because  they  have  been  divided  into  twelve  or  twenty- 
ibur  books. 

The  PeiBBof  iGschylus  aflbrded  me  the  fixst  model 
of  my  conception,  although  the  decisien  of  the  glori' 
ouB  contest  ^w  waging  in  Greece  behig  yet  suspend- 
ed, forbids  a  catastrophe  parallel  to  the  return  of 
Xerxes  and  the  desolation  of  the  Persians.  I  have, 
therefore,  contented  myself  with  exhibiting  a  series 
of  lyric  pictures,  and  with  having  wrought  upon  the 
curtain  of  futurity,  which  &lls  upon  the  unfinished 
scene,  such  figures  of  indistinct  and  visionary  delinea- 
ticHi  as  suggest  the  final  triumph  of  the  Greek  cause 
as  a  portion  of  the  cause  of  civilization  and  social 
improvement. 

The  drama  (if  drama  it  mnst  be  called)  is,  however, 
so  inartificial  that  I  doubt  whether,  if  recited  on  the 
Thespian  wagon  to  sn  Athenian  village  at  the  Diony- 
siacs, it  would  have  obtained  the  prize  of  the  goat. 
I  shall  bear  with  equanimity  any  punishment  greater 
tfian  the  loss  of  such  a  reward  which  the  Arisiarchi 
of  the  hour  may  think  fit  to  inflict 

The  only  goatsong  which  I  have  yet  attempted 
has,  I  oonfisss,  in  spite  of  the  onfiivorable  nature  of 
the  subject,  received  a  greater  and  a  more  valuable 
portion  of  applause  than  I  expected,  or  than  it  de- 
•erved. 

Common  fame  is  the  only  authority  which  I  can 
allege  for  the  details  which  form  the  bdsisof  the  poem, 
and  I  must  trespass  upon  the  forgiveness  of  my  read- 
ers for  the  display  of  ne^^'spaper  erudidon  to  which 
I  have  been  reduced*  Undoubtedly,  until  the  con- 
elusion  of  the  war,  it  will  be  impossible  to  obtain 
an  account  of  it  sufHciently  autbentic  for  historical 
materials ;  but  poets  have  their  privilege,  and  it  is 
unquestioDable  that  actions  of  the  most  exalted  cour- 


age  have  been  performed  by  the  Greek»«-that  they 
have  gained  more  than  one  naval  victory,  and  thai 
their  defeat  in  WaUachia  was  signalized  by  circum- 
stanoes  of  heroism  more  glorious  even  than  victocy. 

The  apathy  of  the  rulera  of  the  civilized  world,  to 
the  astonishing  circumstances  of  the  deocendonts  of 
that  nation  to  which  they  owe  their  civiltzation^ 
rising  as  it  were  from  the  ashes  of  iheii  rain,  is  some- 
thing peifecdy  inexi^icable  to  a  mere  spectator  of 
the  shows  of  this  mortal  scene.  We  are  all  Greeks. 
Our  laws,  oux  literature,  our  religion,  our  arts,  have 
their  root  in  Greece.  But  for  Greece — Home  the 
instructor,  the  conqueror,  or  the  metropolis  of  ou^  sn- 
ceslors,  would  have  spread  no  illumination  with  her 
arms,  and  we  might  still  have  been  savages  and  idol- 
aters ;  or,  what  is  worse,  might  have  arrived  ax  sodi 
a  stagnant  and  miserable  state  of  social  institution  ss 
.China  and  Japan  possess. 

The  human  form  and  the  human  mind  attained  to 
a  perfection  in  Greece'whtch  has  impressed  its  image 
on  those  faultless  productions  whose  very  fragments 
are  the  despair  of  modem  art,  and  has  propagated 
impulses  which  cannot  cease,  through  a.  thousand 
channels  of  manifest  or  imperceptible  operation,  to 
ennoble  and  delight  mankind  until  the  extinction  of 
the  race.  «. 

The  modem  Greek  is  the  descendant  of  those 
glorious  behigs  whom  the  imagination  almost  refuses 
to  figure  to  itself  ss  belonging  to  our  kind ;  and  he 
inherits  much  of  their  sensibility,  their  rapidity  of 
conception,  their  enthusiasm,  and  their  cmirage.  If 
in  many  instances  he  is  degraded  by  moral  and  politi- 
cal slavery  to  the  practice  of  the  basest  vices  it  en- 
genders, luid  that  below  the  level  of  ordinary  degra- 
dation ;  let  ns  reflect  that  the  oorraption  of  the  best 
produces  the  worst,  and  that  habits  which  subsist 
only  in  relation  to  a  peculiar  state  of  social  institu- 
tion may  be  expected  to  cease;  ns  soon  as  that  rak- 
tion  is  dissolved.  In  fact,  the  Greeks,  since  the  ad- 
mirable novel  of  **  Anastatius"  oeuld  have  been  a 
faithful  picture  of  their  mannen,have  undergone  most 
important  changes.  The  flower  of  their  yonth,  re- 
turning to  their  country  from  the  universities  of  Ifisly, 
Germany  and  France,  have  communicated  to  thds 
folio w-dtizens  the  latest  results  of  that  social  pe^ 
fection  of  which  their  ancestors  were  the  original 
source.  The  university  of  Chios  contained  before 
the  breaking  out  of  the  revolution  eight  hniidred 
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■tudenti,  and  among  them  leveral  Germana  and 
AmencaoB.  The  munifieenea  and  enogy  of  many 
of  ihe  Greek  prinoea  and  merchanl^  diraeied  to  the 
nDOvatkm  of  their  ooimtry  with  a  apirit  and  a  wia- 
dxn  which  has  few  exampAee,  ia  above  all  praise. 

The  Blnglish  pennit  their  own  opprassoia  to  act 
atoording  ta  their  natural  sympathy  with  the  Tnridsh 
^rant,  and  io  bmnd  upon  thnr  name  the  indalible 
blot  of  an  allianea  with  the  eneaues  of^dwupstic 
happiness,  of  Christianity  and  ciVilisrtiQiL 

Russia  desires  to  possess,  not  to  Uberete  Greece ; 
and  is  contented  to  see  the  Torka,  its  natural  ene- 
mies, and  the  Graeka*  its  intended  slavaa,  enfeeUe 
each  other,  unai  one  or  both  fidl  into  its  neL  The 
wise  and  generoua  policy  of  Kngland  would  huTe 
osnsisted  in  establishing  the  independenoe  of  Greece 
and  in  tm»w— i"ni»g  it  both*  agaiint  RuSaia  and  the 
Turk; — but  when  was  the  oppreamr  generaua  or 
juatf 

The  Spanish  Peninsuk  is  already  free.  Franoa  is 
tranquil  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  partial  exemption 
frotai  the  abuses  which  its  unnatural  and  feeble  gov«> 
emment  is  vainly  attempting  to  revive.  The  seed 
of  blood  ami  misery  has  been  sown  in  Italy,  and  a 
more  vigorous  race  is  arising'  to  go  forth  to  the  ktsr^ 
vest.  The  world  waits  pnly  the  news  of  a  revolution 
of  Germany,  to  see  the  tyranfiR  Who  have  pinnadetl^ 
themselves  on  its  supineness  precipitated  into  the  ruin 
from  which  they  shall  never  arise.  Well  do  these 
destroyen  of  mankind^know  their  enemy,  when  they 
impute. the  insurrection  in  Greece  to  the  same  spirit 
before  which  they  tremble  throughout  the  rest  ^ 
Europe  ;  and  that  enemy  well  knows  the  power  and 
cunning  of  its  opponents,  and  watches  the  moment 
of  their  approaching  weakness  and  ineviXable  divis- 
ion, to  wrest  the  bloody  sceptres  irom  their  grasp. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJS. 


Mahmudw 

Hassan. 

Daooik 

AHASIfCRUB,  a  Jiw. 

CuoROs  of  Greek  captive  Woma^ 

Mntengerst  Slaoes,  and  AUendtmU. 


SciNEir^Coqjfaiill'iiopZe. 


HELLAS. 


8cBifB,a  Taraoe  CH  Ihe  SengGa. 

Mahmud  (deeping),  an  Indian  Slaoe  titdng  ieeide  hie 

Couch. 

mtOUXJB  OP  GREEK  CAPTIVE  WOMEN. 

We  strew  these  opiate  flowers 

On  thy  restlen  piHow,— 
They  were  stript  from  Orient  boweia, 
By  the  Indian  billow. 
Be  thy  sleep 
Calm  and  deep. 
Like  thein  who  fell— not  ouis  who  weep! 


nlDiAir. 

Away,  unlovely  dreams ! 

Away,  false  shapes  of  sleep : 
Be  his,  as  Heaven  seems, 

Clear,  bright  and  deep ! 
Soft  as  love  and  calm  as  death, 
Sweet  as  a  summer-night  without  a  hrtedi. 

CRORba. 

Sleep,  sleep!  our  song  is  laden 

With  the  soul  of  slumber ; 
It  was  sung  by  a  ^mian  maident 
Whose  lover  was  of  the  number 
Who  now  keep 
That  cahn  sleep 
Whence  none  may  wake,  when  none  shall  weep- 

INniAN. 

I  touch  thy  temples  >pale! 

I  breathe  my  soul  on  thee! 
And  could  my  pnyera  avail. 
All  my  joy  sliould  be 
Dead,  and  I  would  live  to  weep, 
So  thou  mighist  win  one  hour  of  quiet  sleeps 

CHORUd.^ 

Bteathe  low,  low. 
The  spell  of  the  mighty  mistress  now ! 
When  conscience  lulls  her  sated  snake, 
And  Tynnte  sleep,  let.  Freedom  wake. 
Breathe  low,  low,  • 
The  words  which,  like  secret  fire,  shall  Bom 
Through  the  veins  of  the  fioaten  earth — ^low,  low 


Q. 


SEMICHORUS  I. 


Jjife  may  change,  but  it  may  fly^not ; 
(   Hope  may  vanish,  but  can  die  not; 
;  Truth  be  veil'd,  but  still  it  bumeth;. 
Xove  repulsed<--but  it  retumetbl 

■  SEMICHORUS  IL 

Yet  were  lifo  a  chamel,  where 
Hope  lay  coffin'd  with  despair; 
Yet  were  truth  a  sacred  lie, 
Love  were  lust— 

SEMICHORttS  I. 

.   ^  If  Liberty 

Lent  not  life  its  soul  of  light, 
Hope  its  iris  of  delight. 
Truth  its  pipphet's  robe  to  ^ear. 
Love  its  power  to  give  and  bear. 

« 

CHORUS. 

In  the  great  morning  of  the  world. 
The  spirit  of  God  with  might  unfurl'd 
The  flog  of  Freedom  over  Chaos, 

And  all  its  banded  anarchs  fled, 
LUce  vultures  frighted  from  Imaus, 

Before  an  earthquake's  tread — 
So  from  Time's  teippestuous  dawn 
Freedom's  splendor  burst  and  shone  ^-^ 
ThermopylfB  and  Marathon 
Caught,  like  mountains  beacon-lighted. 

The  springing  fire.— The  winged  gloiy 
On  Philippi  half-alighted, 

Like  an  earie  on  a  promontory. 
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Its  unwearied  wiagA' could  fan 
The  qaenchleflB  aahee  of  Milan.*^ 
.  From  age  to  age>  from  man  to  man 

It  lived ;  and  lit  from  land  to  land 

Florence,  Albion,  Switzerland : 
llien  night  fell;  and  as  fron^  night 
ReasBuming  fiery  flight, 
From  the  West  swift  Freedom  came. 

Against  the  course  of  Heaven  aibd  doom 
A  second. sun  array 'd  in  flame; 

To  bumrto  kindle,  to  illume. 
From  far  Atlantis  its  young  beams 
Chased  the  shadows  and  the  dreams.- 
France,  with  all  her  sanguine  Steams, 

Hid,  but  quench'd  it  not;  again 

Through  clouds  its  shafVs  of  glofy  rain 

From  utmost  Germany  to  Spain. 
As  an  eagle  fed  with  morning 
Scorns  the  embattled  tempest's  warning, 
When  she  seeks  her  airy  hanging 

In  the  mountam  cedar's  hair, 
And  her  brdod  expect  the  clanging 

Of  her  wings  through  the  wild  air, 
Sick  'with  finnine — Freedom  so' 
^  what  of  Greece  femaineth  now 
Returns ;  her  hoary  ruins  glow 
like  orient  mountains  lost  in  day ; 

Beneath  the  safe^  of  her  wings 
Her  renovated  nursUngs  play, 

And  in  the  naked  lightnings 
Of  jtruth  they  purge  their  dazded  eves. 
Let  Freedom  leave,  where'er  she  flies, 
A  deB|rt,  or  a  Paradise ;    ' 

Let  the.  beautiful  and  the  brave 

Shore  her  glory,  or  a  grave. 

SKHICHORDS   I. 

With  the  giils  of  gladness 
Greece  did  thy  cradle'  strew. 

SKMICHORin  11. 

With  the  tears  of  sadness 
Greece  did  thy  shroud  bedew. 

BEMICHORUB   X. 

With  an  orphan's  aflection 

She  fbllow'd  thy  bier  thzou^  time ; 

9EMICHORI78   IL 

And  at  thy  resurrection 
.     Reappeareih,  like  thou,  sublime ! 

SEMICHORaS  I. 

If  Heaven  should  resume  thee. 
To  Heaven  shall  her  spirit  ascend ; 

BRMICHORDS  II. 

If  Hell  should  entomb  thee ; 

To  Hell  shall  her  high  hearts  bend. 

8EIIICH0RU8  I.     " 

If  AnnihiIation-*~ 


•  Milan  was  the  centre  of  the  resistance  of  the  Lombsnl 
league  against  the  Austrian  tyrant.  Prederie  Barbarossa 
burnt  the  city  to  the  ground,  but  liberty  lived  in  its  asbes, 
and  it  rose  like  sn  exbalatiDn  fW>m  its  ruin.— See  Sis- 
MOHori  **Hutoim  de»  Ripubliques  ItaHmneg,^  a  book 
wtuch  has  done  much  toward*  awakening  the  Italians  to 
an  Imitation  of  their  great  ancestors. 


flSMIOBORITB  II. 

I>asC  let  her  glories  be-i 
And  a  name,  and  a  nktioa   . 
Be  fbigoften.  Freedom,  with  thee! 


not— move  not 


INIHAK. 

brow  grotra  darken— liMathe 
'  He  starts — he  shudders ; — ye  that  love  net,  - 
With*  y6ur  punting  loud  and  fi»t 
Have  awaken'd  him  at  last 

MAHMUD  {starting  from  his  sfe^}. 
Man  the  SeragUo-gaard !  make  fast  the  gate! 
What !  from  a  caiinonade  of  three  short  hoiin  f 
T is  false!  that  biteach  towards  the  Bosphonis 
Cannot  be  practidsble  3ret— Who  stirs  f 
Stand  to  the  match ;  that  when  the  foe  pievaib. 
One  spaik  may  miz  in  reooiMriling  ruin 
The  conqueror  and  the  conquer'd !  Heave  the  tower 
Into  the  gap— wrench  off  the  roof 

EiUsr  HABsaN. 

Ha!  what! 
The  truth  of  day  lightens  upon  my  dream, 
And  I  am  Mahmud  stilL 


HASSAN. 


lis  strangely  moved. 


Your  Sublime  Highn^ 


MAHHUb. 

The  tjmes  db  cast  strange  shadowi 
On  those  who  watch  and  who  must  rule  their  coorM^ 
Lest  they,  being  flrst  in  peril  as  in  glory. 
Be  whelin'd  in  the  fierce  ebb: — and  these  are  of  tbeoL 
Thrice  has  a  gloomy  vision  haunted  me 
As  thus  from  sleep  into  tha  troubled  day ; 
It  shakes  me  as  the  tempest  shakes  the  sea, 
Leaving  no  figure  upon  memoty's  glass. 
Would  tbat>^no  matter.  Thou  didst  oRy  tbon  knewert 
■A  Jew,  whose  spirit  is  a  chronicle 
Of  strange  and  secret  and  forgotten  things. 
I  bade  thee  summon  him : — 'tis  said  his  tribe 
Dttoam,  and  are  wise  interpreters  of  dreams. 

HA88AN. 

The  Jew  of  whom  I  spake  is  old. — so  old 
Ho  seems  to  have  outlived  a  worid's  decay ; 
The  hoaiy  mountains  and  the  wrinkled  ocean 
Seem  younger  still  than  he  ^— his  hair  and  beard 
Are  whiter  than  the  tempe^-dfted  snow ; 
His  cold  pale  Hmbs  and  pulseless  arteries 
Are  like  the  fibres  of  a  cloud  instinct 
With  light,  and  to  the  soul  thatxquickens  tbem 
Are  as  the  atoms  of  the  mountain-diifk 
To  the  winter  wind : — but  from  his  eye  looks  fbidi 
A  life  of  unconsumed  thought,  which  pierces 
The  present,  and  the  past,  and  die  to-come. 
Some  say  that  this  is  he  whom  the  great  prophet 
Jesus,  the  son  of  Joseph,  for  his  mockery 
Mock'd  with  the  curse  of  immortality. 
Some  feign  that  he  is  Enoch ;  othen  dream 
He  vn^  pre-adamite,  and  has  survived 
Cycles  bf  generation  and  of  ruin. 
The  Sage,  in  truth,  by  dreadful  abetinenco 
And  conquering  penance  of  the  mutinous  flesh. 
Deep  pontemplaiion,  and  unwearied  study. 
In  years  outstretch'd  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
May  have  obtain'd  to  sovereignty  and  science 
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Over  thoN  itiong  flnd  'secret  thidgB  and  thoughti 
Which  othen  fear  and  know  tioL 


With  this  Old  Jew. 


MAHMUDw 


HAB8AN. 


I  would  talk 


•    Thy  will  is  even  now ' 
Bfade  known  to  hinu  where  he  dwells  in  a  sea-eavem 
"Mid  the  Demoneti,  less  accessible 
Than  thoa*or  God  T  He  who  would  question  hitai 
Must  sail  alone  at  sunset,  where  the  stream 
Of  ocean  sleeps  around  thoae  foeroless  isles 
When  the  young  moon  is  westering  as  now, 
And  evening  airs  wander  upon  the  wave } 
And  when  the  pines  of  that  bee-pasturing  isle, 
Green  Erebinthus,  quench  the  fiery  shadow 
Of  his  gilt  prow  within  the  sapphire  water; 
Then  must  the  lonely  helmsman  ery  alond, 
Ahasuerusf  and  the  caverns  round 
Will  answer,  Ahasuerus !  If  his  prayef 
Be  granted,  a  faint  meteor  will  arise, 
lighting  him  over  Marmora,  aiKd  a  wind 
Will  rush  out  of  the  sighing  pine-forest, 
And  with  the  wind  a  storm  of  harmony  • 
Unotierably  sweet,  and  pilot  him 
Through  the  soA  tn^light  to  the  Bosphoros : 
Thence,  at  the  hour  and  place  and  circumstance 
Fit  for  the  matter  of  their  conference. 
The  Jew  appears.    Few  dare,  and  teew  who  dare. 
Win  the  desired  ooramunion— but  that  shout 
Bodes — ^  .  [A  shout  wtOouL 

MAIIMUn. 

Elvil,  doubtless;  like  all  human  sounds. 
Let  me  converse  with  spirits. 


HASSAfiT. 


That  shout  i^gain! 


MAHUen. 
This  Jew  whom  thou  hast  summon*d— « 


HASSAN. 


UAHMUD. 


WUl  be  here-^ 


When  the  omnipotent  hour,  to  which  are  yoked 
He,  I,  and  aU  things,  shall  compel — ^ough. 
Silence  those  routineem^-ihat  drunken  crew 
That  crowd  about  the  pilot  in  the  storm. 
Ay !  strike  the  foremost  shorter  by  a  head ! 
They  weary  me,  and  I  have  need  of  rest 
Kings  are  like  s&irs^they  rise  aiui  set,  they  have 
The  worship  of  the  world,  but  jio  repose. 

[Exeunt  aeveraHy. 

CHORUS.* 

Worlds  on  worlds  are  rolling  ever 

From  creation  to  decay, 
like  the  bubbles  on  a  river, 

9parkling,  bursting,  borne  away ;    • 
Bat  they  are  still  immortal 
Who,  through  birth's  orient  portal, 


*  The  popakr  notioaii  of  Chriitianity  aro  reprewoted  in  this 
ehoras  as  true  in  their  relation  to  the  worship  they  raperaeded, 
and  that  which  in  all  probability  they  will  lupersede,  without 
cooaideriof  their  merits  in  a  reGitioo  more  univenal.  The  first 
stanza  contraata  the  immortality  of  the  living  and  thinkinff 
beinfs  which  inhabit  the  planets,  an(l,  to  nse-a  oonuMMi  and 
inacleqnate  phrase,  clothe  themaelvei  in  matter,  with  the  tran- 
■ienc«  of  the  noblest  oianifostationa  of  the  external  world. 

The  eooelHdiac  versa  iodicaies  a  progreaaive  atato-  of  more 


And  Death's  dark  chasm  hturying  to  and  fro, 

Clothe  their  imceasing  flight 

In  the  brief  dust  and  light 
Gather'd  around  their  chariols  as  they  go  * 

New  shapes  they  still  may  weave. 

New  Gods,  new  lawn  receive ; 
Bright  or  dim  are  they,  as  the  robes  they  last 
On  Death's  bare  riba  had  cast 

C   •  \ 

A  power  from  the  unknown  God ; 
A  Promethean  conqueror  came; 
like  a  triumphal  path  he  trod 
.The  thorns  of  death  and  shame. 
A  mortal  shape  to  him 
Was  like  the  vapor  dim 
Which  the  orient  planet  animates  with  light; 
Hell,  Sin  and  Slavery  came, 
like  blood'hoimds  nuld  and  tame. 
Nor  prey'd  until  their  lord  had  taken  flight 
The  moon  of  Mahomet 
Arose,  and  it  shall  set : 
While  blazon'd  as  on  Heaven's  immortal  nooD 
The  crofs  leads  generations  on. 

Swift  as  the  radiant  shapes  of  sleep 

From  one  whose  dreams  are  paradise. 
Fly  when  the  fond  wretch  wakes  to  Weep^ 
And  day  peers  forth  with  her  blank  eyes ! 
So  fleet,  so  faint,  so  fiur. 
The  powers  of  earth  and  air 
Fled  from  the  folding-star  of  Bethlehem : 
Apollo,  Pan,  and  Love, 
And  even  Olympian  Jove  '' 

Grew  weak,  for  killing  Truth  bad  glared  onlfaeo. 
Our  hiUs,  and  seas,  and  streams* 
Dispeopled  of  their  dreams. 
Their  waters  tum'd  to  blood,  their  dew  to  teait, 
Wail'd  for  the  golden  years. 

Enter  Mahhfd,  Hassan,  Daood,  and  othert.. 

•'  MAHMUD. 

More  gold  ?  our  anoestorB  bought  gold  with  victory 
And  shall  I  wll  it  for  defeat  ? 

^  DAOOD. 

The  Janizara 
Clamor  fi>r  pay. 

MAHMUD. 

Go!  bid  them, pay  theinselves 
With  Christian  blood !    Are  there  no  Grecian  virgins 

— ■        ' — ■ ^ 

or  leas  exahed  exiatence,  aooorriinff  to  the  degree  of  perfection 
which  every  distinct  inlalligence  may  have  attained.  Let  it  not 
be  supposed- that  I  mean  to  dogmatise  upon  a  rahjeet  coaoem- 
ing  which  all  men  are  equally  igoorant.  or  that  1  thintc  ihs 
Gordian  knot  of  the  origin  of  evil  can  be  disentangled  by  that 
or  any  similar  aaaertions.  The  received  hypothMis  of  a  Being 
resembling  men  in  the  moral  attribotes  of  his  nature,  having 
called  ua  out  of  non-eziatenoe,  and  after  inflicting  on  ua  the 
Snisery  of  the  comuiiasion  of  emtr,  should  superadd  that  of  the 
punbhment  and  the  privations  consequent  upon  it,  still  would 
remam  inezplicHble  and  incredible.  That  there  ia  a  true  solu- 
tion of  the  riddle,  and  that  in  our  present  state  that  aolution  is 
unattainable  by  us.  are  propokirioni  which  may  be  regarded  aa 
equally  certain ;  meanwhile,  as  it  is  the  province  of  the  ppet  to 
attach  himself  io  those  ideas  which  exalt  and  efinoble  humanity, 
let  him  be  permitted  to  haye  conjectured  the  condition  of  that 
ftaturity  towards  which  wo  are  all  impelled  by  an  tneztinguiah- 
able  thirst  for  immortality.  Until  better  arguments  can  bd  pro- 
duced than  sophisms  which  disgrace  the  cause,  this  desireitaelf 
must  remain  the  strongest  end  the  only  presumption  that  etsr  ■ 
nity  ia  tiw  inheritance  of  every  thinking  being. 
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Whooeehrieks  aDd  vtmam  and  tean  they  mkj  aiqay? 

No  infidel  children. *to  Arapale  on  spean  7 

No  Jioory  priests  after  that  patriarch* 

'Who  bent  the  curse  against  his  countiy'i  heait. 

Which  clove  his  own  at  last  ?  Go  b  bid  them  kill  t 

Blood  is  the  seed  of  gold. 

DAOOD. 

It  has  been  aown, 
And  yet  the  harvest  to  the  sickle-mefi 
b  as  a  grain  to  each. 

MAHMITD. 

Then,  take  thia  siglief : 
Unlock  the  seventh  chamber,  in  windi  Ue 
The  treasures  of  victorious  Solyman. 
An  empire's  spoils  stored  for  a  day  of  fuin — 
O  spirit  of  my  sires !  is  it  not  come  ? 
The  prey-birds  and  the  wolves  are  gorged  and  sleep. 
But  these,  who  spread  their  feast  on  the  red  earth. 
Hunger  for  gold,  which  fills  not — See  tfaem  fed ; 
Then  lead  them  to  the  rivers  of  fre4i  death. 

[Exk  Daood. 
Oh !  miserable  dawn,  ai>er  a  night 
A^ore  glorious  than  the  day  which  it  utorp'd ! 
O,  faith  in  God !  O,  power  on  earth !  O,  word 
Of  the  great  Prophet,  whose  overshadovving  wings 
Darkened  the  thrones  and  idols  of  the  west, 
Now  bright! — For  thy  sake  cursed  be  the  hour, 
Even  as  »  fiuber  by  an  evil  child, 
When  the  orient  moon  of  Islam  roll'd  in  triumph 
From  Caucasus  io  white  Cemtmia ! 
Ruin  above,  and  anarchy  bek>w ; 
Terror  without,  and  treachery  within  ; 
The  chalice  of  destruction  full,  and  all 
Thirsting  to  drink ;  and  who  among  us  dares 
To  dash  it  from  ^na  lips  7  and  where  is  Hope  7 

HASSAN. 

The  lamp  of  our  dominion  still  rides  fiigh; 
One  God  is  God — Mafaohiet  is  his  Prophet 
Four  hundred  thousand  Moslems,  ilrom  the  liimis 
Of  utmost  Asia  irresistibly 
Throng,  like  full  clouds -at  the  Sirocoo*s  cry, 
But  not  like  them  tosweep  their  strength  in  team ; 
They  have  destroying  lightning,  and  their  sttfp 
Wakes  earthquakoi  to  consume  and  overwhelm. 
And  reign  in  ruin.    Phrygian  Olympus, 
TymoluB,  and  Latmos,  and  Mycale,  roughen 
With  horrent  arms,  and  \6fiy  ships,  even  now. 
Like  vapors  anchored  to  a  motmbiin's  edge, 
Freighted  'with  fire  and  whirlwind,  wait  at  Scala 
The  convoy  of  the  ever^veering  wind. 
JSamos  is  drunk  with  blood ; — ^the  Greek  has  paid 
Brief  victory  with  swift  loss  and  long  despair. 
The  false  Moldavian  s^  fled  fast  and  fiir 
When  the  fierce  shoot  of  Allah-illah-Allali ! 
Rose  like  the  war-cry  of  the  northern  wind. 
Which  kills  the  sluggish  clouds,  and  leaves  a  flock 
Of  wild  swans  struggling  with  the  naked  storm. 
So  were  the  lost  Greeks  on  the  Danube's  di|y! 


•  The  Oraak  Pstriareh,  after  hsTing  bean  eompslled  to  fU- 
rofaiate  an  anathema  scainit  the  insDrgenta,  was  pat  to  death 
bjrtheToifca. 

Fortunately  the  Greeka  )iave  heen  taag ht  that  they  eannot 
bar  aeearitf  hf  degradation,  and  the  Tarki.  thoagh  eoually 
eruel.  are  leas  eannipg  than  the  amooth-faeed  trranta  of  Europe. 

Aa  to  the  anathema,  hi*  Holineaa  might  aa  well  have  thrown 
hia  mitre  at  Mount  Athoa,  for  any  efleet  that  it  produced.  The 
chsefii  of  the  Greeka  are  almost  all  men  i>f  compieheoaion  and 
safightened  viewa  on  religioa  and  iwHtica. 


If  night  is  mate,  yet  the  seUuning  san 
Kindles  the  voices  of  the  morning  biids; 
Nor  at  thy  bidding  less  exultingly 
Than  birds  rejoicing  in  the  golden  day. 
The  anarchies  of  Afiica  unleash 
Their  tempest-winged  cities  of  the  sea,, 
To  speak  in  thunder  to  the  rebel  world. 
Like  sulphiiioua  cbuds  half-«faatter*d  by  the  stinin 
They  sw^p  the  pale  i£fcean,  while  the  Qiwea 
Of  Ocean,  bound  upon  her  island  throne. 
Far  in  the  west  sfta  mourning  that  her  sons. 
Who  fiown  on  Freedom,  spare  a  smile  for  tbee: 
Russia  still  hoven,  as  an  eagle  might 
Within  a  doud,  neitf  which  a  kite  and  cmne 
Hang  tangled  in  inextricable  fij^ 
To  stoop  upon  the  victor; — ^for  she  fean 
The  name  of  Freedom,  even  as  she  hates  fliine . 
But  recreant  Austria  loves  thee  as  the  gfave 
Loves  pestilence,  and  her  slow  dogs  of  war, 
Flesh'd  with  the  chase,  come  up  fiom  Italy, 
And  howl  upeo  their  limits;  for  ihey  see 
The  panther  Freedom  fled  to  her  old  rover 
.  'Mid  seas  aiid  mountains,  and  a  mightier,  brood 
Crouch  around.  What  anarch  wears  a  crown  or  «a.us^ 
Or  bears  the  sword,  or  grasps  the  key  <^  g«ild. 
Whose  friends  are  not  thy  friends,  whose  foes  ikj  foeni 
Our  arseaala  and  our  aimoiies  are  full ; 
Our  font  defy  assaults;  ten  thousand  cannoQ 
Lie  nmged  upon  the  beach,  and  hour  by  hour 
Their  earth-oonvlilsing  wheels  aflfriglit  the  city ; 
The  galloping  of  fiery  steeds  makes  pale 
The  Chfiatiao  merchant,  and  the  yelfow  Jew  • 
Hides  his  hoard  deeper  in  the  foithless  earth. 
Liki»  cloads,  and  like  the  shadows  of  the  clouds 
Over  the  hills  of  Anatolia, 
SwifV  in  wide  troops  the  Tartar  chivalry 
Sweep ; — the  far^ashing  of  their  stany  lances 
Reverberates  the  dying  light  of  day. 
We  have  one  God,  one  King,  one  Hope,  one  Law 
But  many-headed  Insurrection  stands    - 
Divided  in  itself,  and  soon  most  fitlL 

MAHMUD. 

Proud  words,  when  deeds  come,  short,  are  aeaaonabls- 
Look,  Hassan,  on  ]ran  crescent  moon,  emblazon'd 
Upon  that  shattered  flag  of  fiery  cloud 
Which  leads  the  rear  of  the  departing  day, 
Wan  emblem  of  an  empire  fiiding  now! 
See  how  it  trembles  in  the  blood-red  sir. 
And  like  a  inighty  lamp  whose  oil  iq  spent. 
Shrinks  on  the  horiaon's  edge,  while,  fh>m  above. 
One  star  with  insolent  aiyl  victorious  light 
Hovers  above  its  fall,  and  with  keen  beuns^ 
Like  arrows  throu^  a  fainting  antelope. 
Strikes  its  weak  ibrm  ta  death. 


HAB8AN. 


Renews  itself 


Evto  as  that  mron 


MAHMUD. 

.'  Shall  we  be  not  renew'd ' 

Far  other  bark  than  ours  were  needed  now 
To  stem  the  torrent  of  descending  time : 
The  spirit  that  lifls  the  slave  before  its  lord 
Stalks  through  the  capitals  ctf'  artned  kings. 
And  spreads  his  ensign  in  the  wilderness ; 
Exults  in  chains ;  ^nd  when  the  rebel  falls; 
Cries  like  thi^  blood  of  Abel  from  the  dust; 
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And  the  inhedton  of  eaith,  Ukt  beaito 
When  earthquake  is  unleaah'd,  mf^  idiot  6ar 
Cower  in  their  kingly  dens — aa  I  do  now. 
MThat  were  Defeat,  when  Victory  muat  appal  ? 
Or  Danger,  when  Secfirity  looki  pale.t 
How  M^  the  metMiiger — who  finom  the  fert 
Unnded  in  the  Danube,  nw  the  battle 
6t  Bucharest' 


HABiAN. 

Ihnhim'a  scimilar 
Drew  widi  im  gleam  swift  Tielory  fiom  heaTeiv 
To  bum  before  him  in  the  night  of  battle— « 
A  light  and  a  destruction. 

MAHMUD. 

Ay!  the  day 
Was  oun ;  but  how  ? — 


'   The  light  WalladiiaDB, 
The  Amaut,  Servian*  and  Albanian  allien 
Fled  from  the  glance  of  our  artillery 
Almost  before  the  thuader^tone  alit ; 
One-half  the  Grecian  army  made  a  bridge 
Of  safe  and  slow  retreat,  with  Moslem  dead ; 
The  other—  ' 

MABMITD. 

Speak    tBemblano»--    ^ 

■asIan. 

Islanded 
By  victor  myriads,  ferm'd  in  hollow  square 
With  rough  and  stediast  fiont,  and  thrice  flung  back 
The  deluge  of  our  ibaming  cavalry ; 
Thrice  their  keen  wedge  of  batUe  pierced  our  lines 
Our  baffled  army  trembled  like  one  man 
Before  a  host,  and  gave  them  space ;  but  soon, 
From  the  surrounding  hills,  the  batteries  blazed. 
Kneading  them  down  with  fire  and  iron  rain. 
Yet  none  approach'd ;  till,  like  a  field  of  com 
Under  the  hook  of  the  swart  sickle-man. 
The  bands  intrench'd  in  mounds  of  Turkish  dead 
Grew  weak  and  few — ^Then  said  the  Pacha,  **  Slavey 
Render  yourselves ! — ^They  have  abandoned  you— 
What  hope  of  refuge,  or  retrea),  pr  aid  ? 
We  grant  your  lives." — ^"  Grant  that  which  is' thine 

own," 
Cried  one,  and  fell  upon  tus  sword  and  died !. 
Another—^  God,  and  man,  and  hope  abandon  me ; 
But  I  to  them  aiod  to  myself  remain 
Constant;** — he  bow'd  his  head,  and  his  heart  bunt 
A  third  ezdafm'd,  **  There  is  a  refuge,  tyrant. 
Where  thou  dareet  not  pursue,  and  canst  not  ham, 
Shouldst  thou  pursue ;  there  we  shall  meet  again." 
Then  held  his  breath,  and,  ufler  a.  brief  spasm. 
The  indignant  sfHrit  cast  its  mortal  garment 
Among  the  slain — dead  earth  upon  the  earth ! 
So  these  survivors,  each  by  difierent  ways. 
Some  strange,  all  sudden,  none  dishonorable. 
Met  in  triumphant  death ;  and  when  our  army, 
Gosed  in,  while  yet  in  wonder,  am)  awe,  and.shame^ 
Held  back  the  base  hyenas  of  the  battle 
That  feed  upon  the  dead  and  fly  the  living, 
One  rase  out  of  the  chaos  of  the  slain ; 
And  if  it  were  a  corpse  which  some  dead  spirit 
Of  the  old  saviors  of  the  land  we  rule 
Had  lifted  in  ita  anger,  wandering  by ; 
Of  if  there  bum'd  within  the  djring  man 
Unqueuchabie  disdain  of  death,  and  fiuth 
Cicating  what  it  feign'd  ^— I  cannot  telL 


But  he.eriad,  **  Phaninna  of  the  free,  we  pan*.! 

Amues  of  the  Eternal,  ye  who  strike 

To  dust  the  citadels  of  sanguine  kings, 

And  shake  the  souls  throned  on  their  stony  heartiH 

And  thaw  their  frost-work  diadems  like  dew  !-* 

O  ye  who  float  around  this  clime,  and  weave 

The  gament  of  the  glory  which  it  wears. 

Whose  fame,  though  earth  betray  the  dust  it  clasp'd 

liea  sepulchred  in  monumental  thought  i 

PngenitoFB  pf  all  that  yet  is  great. 

Ascribe  to  your  bright  senate,  O  accept 

In  your  high  miuistrations;  us,  your  sons^ 

Ua  first,  and  the  more  glorious  yet  to  come !    " 

And  ye,  weak  conquerors !  giants  who  look  pals 

When  the  crash'd  worm  rebels  beneath  your  tread-- 

The  vultures,  and  the  dogs,  your  pensioners  tame. 

Are  oveigoiged ;  but,  like  oppressors,,  still 

They  crave  the  relie  of  desUruction^s  feasL 

The  eihalations  and  the  thirsty  winds 

Are  sick  with  bkx>d ;  the  dew  is  fool  with  dealb— 

Heaven's  light  is  quench'd  in  slaughter;   Thut 

where'er 
Upon  Tour  camps,  cities,  .or  towers,  or  fleets, 
The  obscene  birds  the  reeking  i^mnants  cast ' 
Of  these  dead  limbs  upon  your  streams  and  mountaina, 
Upon  your  fields,  your  gardens,  ahd  your  house-tops 
Where'er  the  winds  shall  creep,  or  the  clouds  fly, 
Or  the  dews  fidl,  or  the  angry  sun  look  doi^ 
With  poisQn'd  light — Famine,  and  Pestilence, 
And  Panic,  shall  wage  war  upon  our  sid^ ! 
Nature  from  all  her  boundaries  is  moved 
Against  ye :  Time  ha^  found  ye  light  as  Amol 
The  Earth  rebels;  and  Good  and  Evil  stake 
Their  empire  o*er  the  unborn  world  of  men 
On  this  one  cast — but  ere  the  die  be  thrown, 
The  renovated  genius  of  our  race. 
Proud  umpire  of  tfiis  impious  game,  deseuMli 
A  seraph-winged  Victoty,  bestriding 
The  tempest  of  the  Onmipotence  of  God, 
Whidi  sweeps  all  things  to  their  appointed  doora^ 
And  you  to  Oblivion ! " — ^More  he  would  have  said.  • 
But— 

MAHHUa 

Died — as  thou  shouldst  ere  thy  lips  had  painted 
Their  ruin  in  the  hues  of  pur  success. 
A  rebel's  crime,  gilt  wifh  a  rebel's  tongue ! 
Your  heart  is  Greek,  Hassan. 

HAftBAN* 

It  may  be  so :       % 
A  spuit  not  my  own  wrench'd  me  within. 
And  I  have  spoken  words  I  fear  and  hate ; 
Yet  would  I  die 


MAHmrDw 

live!  Olive!  outhve 
Me  and  thia  ainkiAg  empire. — but  the  fleet— 


BA88AN. 


Al«! 


MAHMUD. 

The  fleet  which,  like  a  flock  of  clouds 
Chased  fay  the  wind,  flies  the  insurgent  banner; 
Our  winged  castles  from  their  merchant  ships ! 
Our  myriads  before  their  weak  pirate  bands  l 
Our  arms  before  their  chains !  Our  yean  of  empire 
Before  their  centuries  of  servile  fear! 
Death  is  awake !   Repulsed  on  the  waten. 
They  own  no  more  the  thunder-bearing  banner 
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Of  Mahmod ;  bat  Uke  hounds  of  a  baaehread, 
Goiga  fiom  a  stradgar's  hand,  and  rend  thbir  masfear. 

HASSAN. 

Lattnos,  and  Ampelos,  and  Phanae,  saw 
The  wreck — 

'    MAHMUD. 

The  eaves  of  the  Icarian  isles 
Howl  each  to  the  other  in  loud  mockery, 
And  with  the  tongue  as  of  a  thousand  echoes 
FixBt  of  the  sea'Convulsing  fight — and  then— - 
Thoa  darest  to  speak — senseless  are  the  mountains ; 
Interpret  thou  their  voids ! 

HASSAN. 

My  presence  bore 
A  part  in  that  day's  shame.   The  Grecian  fleet 
Bore  down  at  day-break  from  the  North,  and  hong, 
As  multitudinous  on  the  ocean  line 
As  cranes  upon  the  cloudless  Thracian  wind. 
Our  squadron,  convoying  ten  thousand  men, 
Was  stretchutig  towards  Nauplia  when  the  battle 
Was  kindled.^ 

First  thiDiigh  tfie  hail  of  our  artillery 
The  agile  Hydriote  barks  'with  press  of  sail 
Dash'd : — sMp  to  ship,  cannon  to  cannsn,  man 
To  man  wete  ^ppled  in  the  embrace  of  was 
Inextricable  but  by  d^th  or  victory. 
The  tempest  of  the  raging  fight  convulsed 
To  its  crystalline  depths  that  stainless  sea, 
And  shook  heaven's  roof  of  golden  morning  clouds 
Poised  on  an  hundred  azure  mountain4sles. 
In  the  brief  trances  of  the  artillery. 
One  cry  from  the  destroy'd  and  the  destroyer 
Rose,  am  a  cloud  of  desolation  wrapt 
The  unforeseen  event,  till  the  north  wind 
Sprang  from  the  sea,  Ufting  the  heavy  veil 
(X  battlo-smoke-^en  victory — ^victory ! 
For,  as  we  thought,  three  firigaies  from  Algiers 
BoFre  down  from  fjiaim  to  our  aid,  but  soon 
Tlie  abhorred  cross  glimmer'd  behind,  befi>re, 
Among,  around  us ;  and  that  fiital  sign 
Dried  with  its  beams  the  strength  of  Moslem  hearts. 
As  the  sun  drinks  the  dew. — What  more  f  We  fled ! 
Our  noonday  path  over  the  sanguine  ibam 
Was  beaoon'd,  and  the  glare  struck  the  sun  pale 
By  our  consuming  transports:  the  fierce  light    ^ 
Made  all  the  shadows  of  our  sails  blood-red, 
And  fveiy  countenance  blank.  Some  ships  lay  feeding 
Hie  ravening  fire  even  to  the  water's  level : 
Some  were  blown  up :  some,  settling  heavily, 
Sunk ;  and  the  shrieks  of  our  companions  died 
Upon  the  wind,  that  bore  us  fiut  and  iar» 
Even  afVer  they  were  dead.  Nine  thousand  peiish'd! 
We  met  the  vultures  legion*d  in  the  air. 
Stemming  the  torrent  of  the  tainted  wind : 
They,  screaming  from  the  cloudy  mountain  peak 
Stoop'd  through  the  sulphurous  battle^moke,  apd 

peroh'd 
Each  on  the  weltering  carcass  that  we  loved, 
like  its  ill  angel  or  its  damned  soul. 
Riding  upon  the  bosom  of  the  sea. 
We  saw  the  dog-fish  hastening  to  Aeir  feast 
Joy  waked  the  voiceless  people  of  the  sea. 
And  ravening  fiimine  left  his  ocean-cave 
To  dwell  with  war,  with  us,  and  with  despair. 
We  met  night  three  hours  to  the  west  of  Piatmos, 
And  with  night,  tempest^ 


MABWniL 


Enter  a  Mbssenouu 

MUSENOER. 

Tour  Sublime  Highnesi^ 
That  Christian  hoQud,  the  Muscovite  ambassador. 
Has  lea  the  city.    If  the  rebeil  fleet 
Had  anchor'd  in  the  port,  had  vidny 
Crown'd  the  Greek  legu>as  in  the  hippoidiome. 
Panic  were  tamer.-^Obedience  and  maiiny. 
Like  giants  in  contention  planetpStruck 
Stand  gaaing  on  each  other.    There  is  peace 
InStambouU- 

MAHMUDu 

Is  the  grave  not  calmer  alill  f 
Its  ruins  shall  be  mine. 

HASSAJV. 

Fear  not  the  Russian; 
The  tiger  leagues  not  with  the  stag  at  bay 
Against  the  hunter. — Cunning,  base,  and  cmel. 
He  crouches,  watching  till  the  spoil  be  won. 
And  must  be  paid  for  his  reeerve  in  blood. 
Afler  the  war  is  fought,  yield  the  sleek  Rusaan 
That  which  thou  canst  not  keep,  his  deserved  portion 
Of  bkMMl,  which  shall  not  flow  through  sueels  and  fields 
Rivers  and  seas,  like  that  which  we  may  win. 
But  stagnate  in  the  veins  of  Christian  shivea ! 

'  Enter  Sboond  Misbbmodu 

BEOOND  IfESBENGER. 

Nauplia,  Tripoli^,  Mothon,  Athens, 

Navarin,  Artas,  Mowenbasia, 

Corinth  and  Thebes  are  carried  by  assault ; 

And  every  Islamite  who  made  his  dogs 

Fat  with  the  flesh  of  Galilean  slaves, 

Pste'd  at  the  edge  of  tho  sword :  the  lust  of  blood 

Which  made  our  werriorH  drunk,  is  quench'd  in  death , 

But  like  a  fiery  plague  breaks  out  anew. 

In  deeds  which  make  the  Christian  cause  loaL  ^Ao 

In  its  own  light    The  garrison  of  P&tias 

Has  store  but  for  ten  days,  nor  is  there  hope 

But  from  the  Briton :  at  once  slave  and  tyraiit 

His  wishes  still  are  weaker  than  his  fears ; 

Or  he  would  sell  what  fiiith  may  yet  renui4a 

From  the  oaths  broke  in  Genoa  and  in  Nccwkj  : 

And  if  you  buy  him  not  your  treasury 

Is  emp^  even  of  pnumses — his  o>%'n  coin. 

The  freedman  of  a  western  poet  chief* 

Holds  Attica  with  seven  thousand  rebels. 

And  has  beat  back  the  Pachi^  of  Negropont , 

The  aged  Ali  sits  in  Yanina, 

A  crownlesB  metaphor  of  empire; 

His  name,  that  shadow  of  his  wither'd  irigfat, 

Holds  our  besieging  army  like  a  sp^jU  . 

In  prey  to  fbhiine,  pest  and  mutiny : 

He.  bastion'd  in  his  citadel.  looks  forth 

Joyleai  upon  the  sapphire  lake  that  minors 

The  ruins  of  the  city  where  he  leign'd 

Childless  and  sceptreless.    'Tfie  Greek  has  reap'd 

The  costly  harvest  his  own  bio  id  matured. 


*  A  Greek  who  had  bees  Lord  By^oo'i  ssrvant 
the  ioeurgents  in  Attica.  Thii  Greek.  Loid  Bynio  iafeniM 
thoorh  a  poet  and  an  enthuviastic  patriot,  gave  him  lather  Um 
kiea  of  a  timid  and  uneaterpriMnff  panon.  It  appeam  that  at- 
camstaneea  make  men  what  tber  are,  and  that  «re  afl  eoatais 
the  fern  of  a  defvee  of  dacradation  -or  of  rrnatnr— .  whom 
eoQimdos  with  our  ohanoler  is  determined 'fay  sveols. 
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Not  (he  sower,  Ali — who  has  boaght  a  truce 
From  TpsHanti  with  ten  cameMoads 
Of  Indian  gold. 

£Mer  a  Third  Mebsenoke. 

HAHMDD. 

What  more  t 

THUi>  .MnSBNODL 

The  Christian  tribes 
Of  Lebanon  and  the  Syrian  wilderness 
Are  in  roToIt  ^rDaiKmscus,  Hems,  Aleppo, 
Tremble ; — ^ihe  Arab  menaces  Medina ;    . 
The  Ethlop  has  intrench'd  himself  in  Sennaar, 
And  keeps  the  Egyptian  rebel  well  employ'd : 
Who  denies  homage,  claims  invesdturo 
As  price  of  tardy  aid.     Persia  demands 
The  cities  on  the  Tigris,  and  the  Georgians 
Refuse  their  living  tribote.    Crete  and  Cypms, 
Like  mountain-twins  that  iiom  each  others  veins 
Catch  the  vokano-fire  and  earthquake  spasm* 
Shake  m  the  general  fever.    Through  the  dty. 
Like  birds  Jbefore  a  storm  the  sanlons  shriek. 
And  prophe<^ings  horrible  and  new 
Are  heard  aviong  the  crowd ;  that  sea  of  men 
Sleeps  on  the  wwcks  it  made,  breathless  and  stffl. 
A  Devise,  leam'd  in  the  koran,  preaches 
That  it  is  written  how  the  sins -of  Isttun 
Must  raise  up  a  destroyer  even  now. 
The  Greeks  expect  a  Savibr'from  the  west,* 
Who  shall  not  o^me,  men  say,  in  clouds  and  glory, 
But  in  the  omnipresence  of  that  spirit 
In  which  all  live  and  are.    Ominous  ^gns 
Are  blazon'd  broadly  on  the  noonday  sky ; 
One  saw  a  red  cross  stamp'd  upon  the  con ;  ^ 

It  has  rain*d  blood ;  and  monstrous  births  dedara 
The  secret  wrath  of  Nature  and  her  Lord. 
The  army  encamp'd  upon  the  Cydaris 
Was  roused  bst  night  by  the  alarm  of  battle. 
And  saw  two  hosts  conflicting  in  the  airr-* 
The  shadows  dooblleaa  of  the  unborn  time, ' 
Cast  on  the  mirror  of  the  night     While  yet 
The  fight  hung  balanced,  there  arose  a  storm 
Which  swept  the  phantoms  from  among  the  stars. 
At  the  third  watch  the  spirit  of  the  pk^e 
Was  heard  abroad  flapping  among  the  tenia:       " '  « 
Those  who  relieved  watch  found  the  sentinels  dead. 
The  last  news  from  the  camp  is,'  that  a  thousmd 
Have  sicken'd,  and — 

Einttr  a  FomTH  Mcsbeivoir. 

MAHMUn. 

And  thou,  pale  ghost,  diili  shadow 
Of  some  untimely  rumor,  speak ! 

FOURTH  msSENOER. 

'  One  ooroes 
Fainting  with  foil,  cover'd  with  foam  and  blood; 
He  stood,  be  sayi^  upon  Clelonites* 
Promontory,  which  overlooks  the  isles  that  groan 
Under  the  3riton's  frowq,  and  all  their  waters 
Then  trembling  in  the  splendor  of  the  moon,- 
When  as  the  wandering  clouds  unveiPd  or  hid 
Her  boundless  light,  he  saw  two  adverse  fleets 
Stalk  through  the  night  in  th^  horizon's  glimmer. 


*  It  IS  reported  that  this  Messiah  had  arriTod  at  a  sea- 
port naar  Lacedemon  in  an  American  brig.  The  asso- 
ciatioB  of  names  and  ideas  is  irresistibly  ludicrous,  but 
the  prevalence  of  sneta  a  rumor  strongly  marks  the  slate 
of  popular  enthusiasm  in  Greeoe. 

3D 


Mingling  /lerce  thunders  and  sulphuieous  gleams, 
And  smoke  which  strangled  every,  in^nt  wind 
That  soothed  the  silver  clouds  through  the  deep  air. 
At  length  the  battle  slei^t,  but  the  Sirocco 
Awoke,  and  drove  his  flock  of  thooder-i^louds 
Over  the  sea-horizon,  blotting  out 
All  olgects — save  that  in  the  faint  moon-glimpse 
He  saw,  or  drearo'd  he  saw  the  Turkish  adiiiiral 
And  two  the  loftiest  of  our  ships  of  war. 
With  the  bright  image  of  the  queen  of  heaven, 
Who  hid,  perhaps,  her  ftee  for  grieC  revened ; 
And  the  abhorred 


Tike  Jew, 


Enier  an  Attendant. 

attkAdant.  ' 

Your  Sublime  Highness, 


Could  not  come  more  seasonaUy: 
Bid  him  attend.  I'll  hear  no  more!  too  long 
We  gaze  on  dapger  through  the  mist  of  fear« 
And  multiply  upon  our  shatter'd  hopes 
The  images  of  ruin.    Come  what  wilU 
To4norrow  and  to-morrow  are  as  lamps 
Set  in  our  path  to  light  us  to  the  edge 
Through  rough  and  smooth ;  nor  can  we  suflfer  anglit 
Which  he  ipflicta  not  in  whose  hand  we  are.  [£»eiMf 

8EMICH0RUB  I. 

Would  I  were  the  winged  cloud 
Of  a  tempest  swift  and  loud ! 

I  would  scorn 

The  smile  of  mom 
And  the  wave  where' the  inoon-iise^is  bom ! 

I  would  leave 

The  spirits  of  eve 
A  shroud  for  the  corpse  of  the  day  to  weave. 
From  others*  threads  than  mipe ! 
Bask  in  the  blue  noon  divine 

Who  would,  not  L 

8CMICHOR08  U. 

Whither  to  fly  7  ' 

SEMlOHORtm  I. 

Where  the  rocks  that  gird  the  £gean 
Echo  to  the  battle  posan 

Of  the  free— 

I  would  flee 
A  tempestuous  herald  of  victory ! 

My  golden  rain  * 
'    For  the  Grecian  slain 
Should  mingle  in  tears  with  the  bloody  main, ; 
And  my  solemn  thunder-knell 
Should  ring  to  the  world  the  passing-bell 

Of  tyranny! 

8EMICH0RC8  U. 

Ah  king!  wilt  thou  chain 
The  rack  and  the  rain.? 
Wilt  thou  fetter  the  lightning  and  humcane  f 
The  storms  are  free. 
But  we 

CHORUS. 

0  Slavery !  thou  frost  of  the  world's  prime. 

Killing  ils  flowers  and  leaving  its  thorns  bare 
Thy  touch  has  stamp'd  these  limbs  with  crime, 
'These  brows  thy  branding  garland  bear ; 
•  But  the  free  heart,  the  impassive  soul* 
Scorn  thy  control ! 
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fllMICHORUfl  I. 

Let  there  be  light !  «aid  Liberty; 
And  like  Bunrise  from  the  sea, 
Athena  arose ! — Around  her  bom. 
Shone,  like  moontains  in  Ihe  room. 
Glorious  states ; — and  are  they  now 
Ashes,  wrecks,  oblivion  ? 

SBMICHORUB  IL 

Go 
Where  ThenMB  and  Asopus  swallowVl 

Persia,  as  the  siOid  does  foam, 
Deluge  upon  deluge  fbllow'd,. 

Discord,  Macedon,  and 'Rome ; 
And,  lastly,  i^u ! 

SEMICRORCm  L 

Temples  and  tff^tnn. 
Citadels  and  marts,  and 'they 

IVho  live  mid  die  there,  hate  been  oun. 
And  may  be  thine,  and  roust  decay ; 

But  Greece  and  her  fbandatkns  an 

Built  below  the  tide  of  war. 

Based  on  the  crystalline  sea 

Of  thought  and  its  eternity ;  • 
Her  citizens'  imperial  spirits 

Rule  the  present  from  the  past ; 
On  all  this  world  of  men  inherits 

Their  seal  is  set. 

BEMICHORUB  U,  ■ 

Hear  ye  the  blast, 
Whose  Orphic  thunder  thrilling  calls 
From  ruin  her  Titiinian  walls  t ' 
Whose  spirit  shskes  the  sapless  bones 

Of  Slavery  f  Argos,  Corinth,  Crate, 
Hear,  and  from  their  mountain  thrones 

The  demons  and  the  nymphs  repeat 
The  harmony. 

SEMICIfORUB  I. 

I  hear !  I  hear ! 

RklCHORITB  n. 
The  world's  eyeless  charioteer. 

Destiny,  is  hurrying  by ! 
,What  &ith  is  crush*d,  what  empire  Ueedi 
Beneath  her  earthquake-fiwted  steeds  t 
What  eagle^winged  victoiy  sits 
At  her  right  hand  ?  what  shadow  fliti 
Beibro  ?  what  splendor  rolls  behind  ? 

Ruin  and  Renovation  ciy, 
Who  but  we  ? 

SCMIOHORITB  1. 

I  hear!  I  hear! 
The  hiss  as  of  a  rushing  wind, 
The  roar  as  of  an  ocean  foaming. 
The  thunder  as  of  earthquake  coming, 

I  beul  I  hear! 
The  crash  as  of  an  empire  &lliikg. 
The  shrieks  as  of  a  people  calling 
Mercy!  Mercy!— How  they  thrill ! 
Then  a  shout  of  **  Kill !  kill !  kiU ! " 
And  then  a  small  still  voice,  thus — 


SUnCHORCTS  II. 


For 


Revenge  and  wrong  bring  ibrth  their  kind. 
The  ibul  cubs  like  their  parants  are. 

Their  den  is  in  their  guilty  mind. 

And  ConscieDce  feeds  them  with  despair. 


SRMTcrnORCs  i. 
In  sacred  Athms,  near  the  fane 

Of  Wisdom,  Pity's  altar  stood ; 
Serve  not  Ihe  unknown  God  in  vain. 
But  pay  that  broken  shrine  again 

lave  for  hate,  and  tears  for  blood. 

Enter  Mahmuo  and  Arasuerus. 


.  HARHUn. 

"num  art  a  man,  thou  sagest,  even  as 


A.HA8UKRUS. 


No  more! 


MAHMUO. 

But  raised  above  thy  fellow-men 
By  thought,  as  I  by  power. 

AHASUERutf 

Thou  say^st  so. 

MAHlfUO. 

Thou  art  an  adept  in  ihe  difficult  lore 

Of  Greek  and  Frank  philosophy ;  .thou  noroberest 

The  flowers,  and  thou  measureet  the  sian ; 

Thou  severest  element  from  element; 

Thy  spirit  is  present  in  the  pest,  and  sees 

The  Urth  of  this  old  world  througli  all  its  cycles 

Of  desolation  and  of  loveliness ; 

And  when  man  was  not,  and  how  man  became 

The  monarch  Rnd  the  slave  of  this  low  sphsae, 

And  all  its  narrow  circles — ^it  is  much.' 

I  honor  thee,  and  would  be  what  then  art  « 

Were  I  not  what  I  am ;  but  the  unborn  hoar, 

Cradled  in  fear  aiid  hope,  conflicting  storms. 

Who  shall  unveil  ?  Nor  thou;  nor  I,  nor  any 

Mighty  or  wise.    I  apprehend  not 

What  thou  hast  taught  me,  but  I  now  perceive 

That  thou  art  no  interpreter  of  dreams. 

Thou  dost  not  own  that  art,  device,  or  God, 

Can  make  the  fiiture  present — let  it  come ! 

Moreover,  thou  disdainest  ns  and  ours ; 

Thou  art  as  God,  whom  thou  centemplatest 

AnASUERUS. 

Disdain  thee  t — ^not  the  worm  beneath  my  feet ! 

The  Fathomless  has  care  for  meaner  things 

Than  thou  canst  dream,  and   has  made   pride  6r 

those 
Who  would  be  what  they  may  not,  or  would  seem 
That  which  they  are  not    Sultan !  talk  no  more 
Of  thee  and  me,  the  future  and  the  past; 
But  look  on  that  which  cannot  change — the  one 
The  unborn,  8(nd  undying.    Earth  and  ocean. 
Space,  and  the  Mes  of  life  or  light  that  gem 
Tlie  sapphire  floods  of  intentellar  air. 
This  firmament  pavilion'd  upon  chaos. 
With  all  its  cressets  of  immortal  fire. 
Whose  outwialls,  bastion'd  impregnably 
Against  the  escape  of  boldest  thoughts,  repels  then 
As  Calpe  the  Atlantic  clouds — this  whole 
Of  suns^  and  worlds,  and  men,  and  beasts,  and  Ao weis 
With  all  the  silent  or  tempestuous  workings 
By  widdk  they  have  been,  are,  or  cease  te  be, 
Is  but  a  vision ; — all  that  it  inherits 
Are  motes  of  a  sick  eye,  bubbles  and  dreams  { 
Thought  b  its  cradle  and  its  grave,  nor  leas 
The  future  and  the  past  are  idte  shadows 
Of  thought's  eteraal  flight-«-they  have  no  being; 
Naoght  is  but  that  it  feels  itself  to  be. 

itARiruix 
What  meanest  thou  f  thy  words  stream  like  a  tempest 
Of  Haggling  mist  within  my  brain — they  shake 

436 


HBLLAa 


179 


The  earth  on  which  I  stand,  and  hang  like  night 
On  Heaven  above  me.    What  can  they  avail  ? 
They  cast  on  all  things,  sorest,  brighleat,  best. 
Doubt,  insecurity,  astonishment 

AHA8UERU8. 

Mistake  me  not!  All  is  contain*d  in  each, 

Dodona's  forest  to  an  aCom*8  cup, 

Is  that  which  has  been  or  will  be,  to  that 

Which  is— the  absent  to  the  present   Thought 

Alone,  and  its  quick  elements.  Will,  Piosaion, 

Reason,  Imagination,  cannot  die ; 

They  are  what  that  which  (hey  regard  appears. 

The  stuff  whence  mutability  can  weave 

AH  that  it  hath  dominion  o'er, — workli,  womi^ 

Empirea,  and  saperstitibns.    What  has  thought 

To  do  with  lime,  or  |dace,'or  circumstance? 

Wouldst  diou  behold  the  future  f-^-ask  and  fiaTO-! 

Knock  and,  it  shall  be  open'd— ^ook,  and  lo! 

The  coraing  age  ia  shadow'd  od  the  past 

As  on  a  glass. 

MAHMUD. 

Wild,  wilder  thoughts  oomrobe 
My  spirit — Did  not  Mahomet  the  Seootid 
Win  Stamboul  ? 

AHA8imat78. 

Thou  wouldst  ask  that  giant  spirit 
The  written  foctones  of  thy  hous^  and  ftith. 
Thou  wouldst  cite  one  out  of  the  grave  to  tell 
How  what  was  bom  in  blood  must  die. 


MARMmx 


Have  power  on  me !  I 


Thy  words 


A  far  whispei 
Terrible  silence. 


AHABUXRUS. 

What  hearest  thdQ  ? 

MAHMUD. 


AMABITERITB. 

What  succeeds  f 


MAHMim. 

The  sound 
As  of  the  asault  iHC  an  imperial  city, 
The  hiss  of  inextmguishable  fire. 
The  roar  of  giant  cannon ; — the  earthquaking 
Fall  of  vast  bastions  and  precipitous  towen. 
The  shock  of  crags  shot  from  strange  enginery. 
The  clash  of  wheels,  and  clang  of  armed  hoofi. 
And  crssh  of  brazen  mail,  as  of  the  wreck 
Of  adamantine  mouniains — ^the  mad  blast 
or  trumpets,  and  the  neigh  of  raging  steeds, 
And  shrieks  of  women  wJbose  thrill  jars  the  Uood, 
And  one  sweet  laugh,  most  horrible  to  hear. 
As  of  a  jojTOus  infent  waked  and  playing 
With  its  dead  mother's  I^reast;  and  now  mora  kmd 


*  For  the  timod  of  Mabnmd  of  the  takinc  Qf  Oonstantinople 
m  144S.  ne  Gibbon**  Deeliiu  and  tUl^  tkt  RmsM  Empire, 
vol.  XII.  p.  823. 

The  manner  of  the  invocation  of  the  tiririt  of  Mahbniet  the 
E^ond  will  be  cerwared  m  overdrawn.  I  could  esallF  have 
made  the  Jew  a  regular  eoruotor,  and  the  phantom  en  ordinar7 

noit.  1  have  prererred  to  represent  the  Jew  aa  diaclaininc  all 
pretemlon.  or  eveo  belief,  in  ■npemataral  ase^7,  and  as 
lemptine  Makmod  to  that  alate  of  mind  in  which  ideasmay  bo 
Mppoaed  to  aaraipe  the  force  of  aenaationa,  throo«h  the  eon- 
fanon  of  thoaght  with  the  objects  of  thonght,  and  the  ezocaa 
of  paaioa  animating  the  ereationt  of  Imagination. 

It  it  a  aort  of  natural  macie,  anaeeplible  of  being  exereiaed  in 
«  degree  by  any  one  who  ahooM  haTS  made  hinaolf  maSlar -of 
laeMcret  aaaodations  of  aaotber's  thooghti. 


The  mingled  battle^ry — ^ha,!  hear  I  not 
Ev  tovtH  viKti,    Allah,  lllah,  Allah ! 

AnAfltnCRITB. 

The  aulphuroin  mist  is  raised— thou  see*i 

MAHMUD. 

A  GluMn 
A^of  two  mountains,  in  the  wall  of  Stamboul, 
And  in  that  ghastly  breach  the  Islamites,    . 
Like  giants  on  the  ruins  of  a  worid. 
Stand  in  the  light  of  sunrise.    In  the  dost 
Gliimners  a  kingless  diadem,  and  pn^ 
Of  regal  port  has  cast  himself  beneath 
The  stream  of  war.   Another,  proudly  clad 
In  golden  arms,  spurs  a  Tartarian  barb 
Into  the  gap,  and  with  hia  iron  mace 
Directs  the  torrent  of  that  tide  of  men. 
And  seems-^e  is — Mahomet. 

AHAaOfEKtW. 

What  thou  seeat 
Is  but  the  ghost  of  thy  &rgt>tten  dream ; 
A  drea)n  itself,  yet  less,  perhaps,  than  that 
Thou  cairst  reality.   Thou  mayst  behold 
How  cities,  on  which  empire  sleeps  enthroned, 
Bow  their  tOwer'd  crests  to  mutability. 
Pmed  by  the  flood.  e*en  on  the  height  thou  holdest 
Thou  mayst  now  learn  how  the  full  ti^e  of  power 
Ebbs  to  its  depths. — Inheritor  of  glory. 
Conceived  in  darkness,  bom  in  blood,  and  nourished 
With  tean  and  toil,  thou  seest  the  inortal  throes 
Of  that  whose ^birth  was  but  the  same.  The  Past 
Now  stands  beibie  thee  Kke  an  Incarnation 
Of  the  To-come ;  yet  wouldst  thou  commune  wifli 
That  portion  of  thyself  which  was  ere  thou 
Didst  start  for  thia  brief  race  whose  crown  is  dealii, 
Dissolve  with  that  strong  faith  and  fervent  pesskxi 
Which  call'd  it  from  the  imcreated  deep, 
Yon  cloud  of  war,  wilh  its  tempestuoui  ftenteipB 
Of  raging  death ;  and  draw  With  mighty  vrill 
The  imperial  shade  hither.  [Exit  AhasuxAitb, 

MlHMUlX 

Approach ! 

'  PHANTOM.  ' 

I  come 
Thence  -whither  thou  must  go!  The  grave  m  filler 
To  take  the  living,  than  give  up  the  dead ; 
Yet  has  thy  &ith  prevailed,  and  I  am  here. 
The  heavy  Iragmenta  of  the  power  which  fell 
Whet)  I  onae,  like  shapeless  crags  and  cbuds, 
Hang  round  my  throne  on  the  abyss,  and  voices 
Of  strange  lament  soothe  my  supreme  repose, 
Wailing  for  glory  never  to  return. — 
A  later  empire  nods  in  its  decay ; 
The  autumn  of  a  greener  fiiilh  is  come. 
And  wolfish  change,  like  winter,  howls  to  strip 
The  foliage  in  which  Fame,  the  -eagle,  buili 
Her  aery,  while  Dominion  whelp'd  below. 
The  storm  is  in  its  branches,  and  the  frost 
Is  on  its  leaves,  and  the  blank  deep  expects 
Oblivion  on  oblivion,  spoil  on  spml, 
Ruin  on  ruin :  thou  art  slow,  my  son ; 
The  anarchs  of  the  world  of  darkness  keep 
A  throne  for  thee,  round  which  iliine  empire  hea 
Boundless  and  mute;  and  for  thy  subjects  thou. 
Like  us,  shall  nile  the  ghoats  of  murder'd  life, 
The  phantoms  of  the  powels  who  rule  thee  now^ 
MutinouB  passions,  and  oonflicting  fean, 
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And  iMpes  that  8«te  themselves  on  dust  and  die ! 
Stript  of  their  mortal  strength,  as  thou  of  thine, 
blam  must  fidl,  but  we  will  reign  together, 
Over  its  ruins  in  the  world  of  death  >— 
And  if  the  trunk  b&dry,  yet  shall  the  seed 
Unfold  itself  even  in  the  shape  of  that 
Which  gathers  birth  in  its  decay.    Woe !  woe ! 
To  the  weak  people  tangled  in  tl  e  grasp 
Of  its  last  spasms. 

MAHMUDk.  ^ 

Spirit,  woe  to  all !  r 

Woe  to  (he  wrong*d  and  the  avenger!  Woe  • 
To  the  destroyer,  woe  to  the  destroy'd ! 
Woe  to  ^e  dupe,  and  woe  to  the  dbcelver! 
Woe  to  the  oppress'd,  and  woe  to  the  oppressor! 
Woe  both  to  those  that  sufier  and  inflict ; 
Those  who  are  bom,  and  those  who  die !  But  say, 
Imperial  shadow  of  the  thtiig  I  am 
When,  how,  by  whom,  Oestn  £tion  must  accomplish 
Her  consummation  ? 

PHANTOM. 

Ask  the  cold  pale  Hour, 
Rich  in  reversion  of  in^pending  death, 
When  he  shall  fall  upon  whose  ripe  gray  liain 
Sit  care,  and  sorrow,  and  infirmity — 
The  weight  which  crime,  whose  wing^  are  plumed 

with  years, 
lieaves  in  Iw  flight  from  ravaged  heart  to  heart 
Over  the  heads  of  men,  under  which  burthen 
They  bow  themselves  unto  the  grave :  fond  wretch ! 
He  leans  upon  his  crutch,  and  talks  of  years 
To  come,  and  how  in  hours  of  youth  renew'd 
He  will  renew  lost  joys,  and < 

VOICK  WITHOUT* 

Victory!  victory! 
[  The  phantom  tnnuAes. 
MAHMUn.     ' 

What  soi^d^of  the  importupate  earth  has  broke|i , 
My  mighty'  trance  ? 

VOICE  WITHOOT. 

Victory!  victory! 

UAflMDIX 

Weak  lighttaing  before  darknees!  poor  faint  smile 
Of  dying  Islam !  Voice  which  art  the  response 
Of  hollow  weakness !  Do  I  wake  and  live  ? 
Were  there  such  things  ?  or  may  the  unquiet  brain, 
Vez'd  by  the  wise  mad  talk  of  the  old  Jew, 
Have  shaped  itself  these  shadows  of  its  foart 
It  matters  not ! — for  naught  we  see  or  ^ream. 
Possess,  or  lose,  or  grasp  at,  can  be  worth 
More  than  it  gives  or  teachea    Come  what  may. 
The  future  must  become  the  past,  and  I 
As  they  were  to  whom  once  this  present  hour, 
This  gloomy  crag  of  time  ID  which  I  cling, 
Seem'd  an  Elysian  isle  of  peace  and  j<^ 
Never  to  be  attain'd. — I  must  rebuke 
This  drunkenness  of  triumph  ere  it  die, 
And  dyin^  bring  despair. — Victory ! — poor  slaves ! 

[Exit  Mabmud. 

VOICE   WITHOUT. 

Shoot  in  the  jubilee  of  death !  The  Greeks 

Are  as  a  brood  of  lions  in  the  net. 

Round  which  the  k'tngly  hunters  of  the  earth 

Stand  smiling.    Anarchs,  ye  whose  daily  food 

Are  cunes,  groans,  and  gold,  the  fruit  of  death. 

From  Thule  to  the  girdle  of  the  worid. 

Come,  foast !  the  board  groans  with  the  flesh  of  men^ 


The  cup  is  foaming  with  a  nation's  blood. 
Famine  and  thirst  await .^--eat,  drink,  and  die! 


SEMICBOaCB  I. 

Yictorious  Wrong,  with  vulture  scream. 
Salutes  the  risen  sun,  pursues  the  flying  day ! 

I  saw  her  ghastly  as  a  tyrant's  dream. 
Perch  on  the  trembling  pyramid  of  night. 

Beneath  which  earth  And  all  her  realms  pavilion'd  Iqr 
In  Visions  of  the  dawning  undelight 
Who  shall  impede  her  flight  ? 
Who  rob  her  of  her  prey  ? 

VOICE  WITHOUT. 

Victory!  victory!  Russia's  &mish'd  eagles 
Dar6  tioi  to  prey  beneath  the  crescMit*s  light. 
Impale  the  remnant  of  the  Greeks'!  despoil ! 
Violate !  make  their  flesh  cheaper  than  dust ! 

iEMICHORUS   IL 

Thou  voice  which^art 
The  henld  of  the  ill  in  splendor  hid! 

Thou  echo  of  the  holk>w  heart 
Of  nionareh,  bear  me  to  thine  abode 

When  desolation  flashes -o'er  a  worid  destroy'd 
Oh  bear  me  to  those  isles  of  jagged  cloud 

Which  float  like  mountains  on  the  earthquakes, 
'mid 
The  moroentaiy  oceans  of  the  lightning ; 

Or  to  some  toppling  promontory  proud 

Of  solid  tempest,  whose  black  pyramid. 
Riven,  overhangs  the  founts  intensely  brighteniog 

Of  those  dawn-tinted  deluges  of  fire 

Before  their  waves  expire. 
When  Heaven  and  earth  are  lighk,  and  only  light 
In  the  thunder-night ! 

VOICE   WITHOUT. 

Victory !  Victoiy !  Austria,  Russia,  England, 
And  that  tame  serpent,  thst  Door  shadow.  France, 
Cry  peace,  and  thki  meansdeath  when  monarefasspeak! 
Ho,  there !  bring  torches,  sharpen  those  red  stakes! 
These  chains  are  light,  fitter  for  slaves  and  poisooen 
Than  Greeks.   Kill!  plunder!  bum!  let  none 


8EMICHORU8  X. 

Alas  for  Liberty ! 
If  numbers,  wealth,  or  unfulfilUng  yean, 
Or  fiite,  can  quell  the  free ; 
Alas  for  Virtue !  when 
Torments,  or  contumely,  or  the  sneen 

Of  erring  judging  men 
Can  break  the  heart  where  it  abides 
Alas !  if  Love,  whose  smile  makes  this  obscure  mate 
splendid. 
Can  change,  with  its  false  times  and  tides, 
like  hope  and  terror — 
Alas  for  Love ! 
And  Truth,  who  wanderest  lone  and  unbefKended, 
If  thou  canst  veil  thy  lie-consuming  mirror 
Before  the  dazaded  eyes  of  error. 
Alas  for  thee !  Image  of  the  above. 

8BMICH0RU8  If; 

Repulse,  with  plumes  from. conquest  torn. 

Led  the  ten  thousand  from  the  limits  of  the  mom 

Through  many  a  hostile  Anarchy! 
A  t  length  they  wept  aloud  and  cried,  "The  sea !  the  seaT 
Through  exile,  persecution,  and  despair, 
Rome  was,  ond  young  Atlantis  shall  become 
The  wonder,  or  tiie  terror,  or  the  tomb 
Of  all  whose  step  wakes  power  Inll'd  inheraai^elair. 
But  Greece  was  as  a  hermit  child, 
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Whote  fiiinst  thoughts  and  limbs  were  built 
To  voman't  growth  by  dreams  so  mild. 

She  knew  not  pain  or  guilt ; 
And  now,  O  Victory,  blush !  and  Empire,  tremble. 

When  ye  desert  the  frcee ! 

If  Greece  must  be 
A  wMck,  yet  shall  its  fragraeoti  reasMroble, 
And  build  themselves  again*impregnably 

In  a  diviner  clime, 
To  Amphionic  music,  on  some  cape  sublime. 
Which  frowns  above  the  idle  loam  of  Time.    . 

8U11CHOR08  L 

Let  the  tyrants  rule  the  desert  they  heye  made ; 

Let  the  free  posse  as  the  paradise  they  claini ; 
Be  the  fortune  of  our  fierce  oppressors  weigh'd 

Wiifa  our  ruin,  our  resistance,  and  our  name ! 

mncHoiius  ii. 
Our  dead  shall  be  the  seed  of  their  decays 

Our  survivors  be  the  shadows  of  their  ptide. 
Our  advernty  a^dream  to  pass  away^— 

Their  dishonor  a  remembranoe  to  abide . 

VOICE  wiTHQirr. 

Victory !  Victory !  The  bought  Briton  seiDds 

The  keys  of  ocean  to  the  Islamite. 

Nor  shall  the  blaaon  of  the  cross  be  veil*d. 

And  British  skill'  directing  CXhman  ipight, 

Thunderetrike  rebel  ^ctory.    0  keep  holy      v 

This  jubilee  of  unrevenged  blood ! 

Kill!  crash!  despbil!  Let  noif  a  Greek  esjcape ! 

BEMfCHORUS  L 

Darknen  has  dawn'd  in  the  JEZaet 

On  the  noon  of  lime :  * 
Hie  death-birds  descend  to  their  ieas^ 

From  the  hungry -clime. 
Let  Freedom  and  Peace  flee  &r 

To  a  sunnier  strand, 
\Dd  follow  LDve*s  folding-star 

To  the  evening  land ! 

BBMICHORUB  U* 

The  young  moon  has  fed 
Her  exhausted  horn 
With  the  sunset*s  fire : 
rhe  weak  day  is  dead. 
But  the  night  is  not  bom.; 
And,  like  loveline»  panting  with  wild  de^fc^ 
While  it  trembles  with  fear  and  delight, 
Hesperus  flies  from  awakening  might. 
And  pants  in  its  beauty  and  speed  with  li|^ 
Fast  flashing,  soft,  and  bright 
Thou  beacon  of  love !  thou  lamp  of  the  fiee ! 

Guide  us  for,  for  away,  / 

To  climes  where  now,  voil'd  by  the  ardor  of  day, 
Thou  art  hidden 
From  waves  on  which  weary  Noon 
Faints  in  her  summer  swoon. 
Between  kinglcss  eontinents,  sinless  as  Kden, 
Around  mountains  and  islands  inviolably 
Prankt  on  the  sapphire  sea. 

8KMICHORIT8  T. 

Through  the  sunset  of  hope. 
Like  the  shapes  of  a  dream. 
What  Paradise  islands  of  glory  gleam 

Beneath  Heaven's  cope. 
7*heir  shadows  more  clear  float  by — 
Tht  aound  of  their  oceans,  the  light  of  flieir  s^, 


The  music  and  fragrance  their  solitudes  breathe. 
Burst  like  morning  on  dreams,  or  like  Heaven  on  death 

Through  die  walls  of  our  prison ; 

And  Greece,  which  was  dead,  is  ariseiv! 

t 

CH0RU8. 

The  world's  great  age  begins  anew  * 

The  golden  years  return. 
The  earth  doth  Uke  a  snake  renew 

Her  winter  weeds  outworn : 
Heaven  smiles,. and  faiths  and  empires. gleam 
like  wrecks  of  a  dissolving  dream. 

Albrightar  Hellas  rears  its  mountaim 

From  waves  serener  for, 
A  new  Peneus  rolls  its  fountains 

Against  the  morning.star. 
Where  fairer  Tempos  bloem,  there  sleep 
Young  Cyclads,  on  a  sunnier  deep ; 
A  loftier  Aigos  cleaves  the  main. 

Fraught  with  a  later  prise  ,* 
Another  Orpheus  sings  again. 

And  loves,  and  weeps,  and  dies. 
A  new  UlysMs  leaves  once  more 
Cal3rpso  for  his  native  shore. 
O  write  no  more  the  tale  of  Tioy, 

If  earth  Death's  scroll  must  be  J 
Nor  mix  with  Laian  rage  the  jey 

Which  dawns  upon  the  free  : 
Although  a  pubtle  sphinx  renew 
Riddles  of  death  Thebes  nover  knew. 
Another  Athens  shall  arise, 

And  to  remoter  time 
Bequeath,  like  sunset  to  the  skies. 

The  sfdendor  of  its  prime ; 
And  leave,  if  naught  so  bright  may  live. 
All  earth  can  take  or  heaven  can  give. 
Saturn  and  Love  their  long  repose  t 

Shall  bunt,  more  wise  and  good 
Than  all  who  fell,  than  one  who  rose. 

Than  many  unwithsiood — 
Not  goM,  nor  blood,  their  altar  dowers. 
But  native  tears,  and  ^mbol  flowers* 
O  cease!  must  hate  and  death  return! 
Cease!  must  men  kill  and  die? 
Cease!  drain  not  to  its  dxegs  the  um^ 

Of  bitter  prophecy. 
The  world  is  weary  of  the 
O  might  it  die  or  rest  at  last ! 


^  The  flnsJ  dionM  ■  indistinct  sod  obseoro  sk  the  eveat  sf 
the  fiviDf  drams  whose  arnral  it  foretellB.  PNtpheciee  of  srais, 
and  rumor  of  wan,  etc.  may  mlMj  b«  made  br  poet  or  prophet 
in  any  afe;  hot  to  anticipate,  however  darkly,  a  period  of  PS- 
generation  and  happineM,  u  a  more  hasnrdoua  exercise  of  the 
fhcolty  which  bardapoMCM  or  fe)f  n.  1  will  remind  the  reader. 
**naaffno  nee  proxiraui  intfrvallo.'*  or  l«ainh  and  Virgil,  whose 
ardent, spirits  Overlcapinc  the  actual  reign  of  evil  whirh  we  ett- 
dure  and  bewail,  already  saw  the  pot«ible  and  perhaps  ap 
proacWng  state  of  society  in  which  the  "lion  shall  lie  dowa 
with  the  tamb,**  and  "omni«  fttret  omnia  tellua.'*  Let  these 
great  names  be  my  anthonly  and  ezcuac. 

t  Batom  and  Love  were  among  the  deities  of  a^real  orimsgi- 
sary  state  of.  insoceocs  and  happiness.  All  those  who  fell,  or 
the  Gods  of  Greece,  Asia  and  Biiypi,  and  the  mnny  unsubdoad, 
or  the  monstrooe  objects  of  the  idolntry  uf  China.  India,  the 
Antaretie  islands,  sndthe  native  tribes  of  Amerira,  certainly 
have  reigned  over  the  undpnrtSndtnfs  of  men  in  coiuunctloB  oi 
in  succesaion.  daring  period*  in  which  all  we  know  of  evil  has 
been  in  s  state  of  portentouN,  and,  until  the  rpvival  of  leamiog 
and  the  arts..perpetuallyincrcasinf  activity.  The  Grecian  Gods 
seem  indeed  to  have  been  personally  mure  innticent,  although 
it  eannot  be  said  that,  aa  far  aa  temperance  and  diastity  are 
eoueamed.  they  gave  vary  edifying  oxamplea.  The  horrsss  sf 
the  Mssiean,  the  FeraeisD,  aad  Um  lodisB  sopsiatilinas  asi 
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In  nohil  Mngne  vita  umilB  e  qoeta, 
Bd  in  alto  f ntelletto  un  paro  core; 
Frutto  senile  in  sul  f*ovenil  fiore, 
E  in  upeCto  pernqto  aaima  lieta. 

PrrftAMU. 


JUUAN  AND  MADDAlOi 

A  C0NVER8ATI0M. 


The  mendowi  with  fresh  etrennifl,  the  heee  with  thyme, 
Tlie  goata  with  the  green  lemvee  of  buddinf  iprtnf , 
Are  Mtunited  not— nor  Love  with  teara. 

VinaiL's  G0U1U. 


CoitiitMaddaui  lift  Venetian  nobleman  of  ancient  fhmily 
and  of  great  fortune,  who,  without  mixing  much  in  the 
aoeiety  of  hie  countrymen,  residei  chiefly  at  hie  magnifl-. 
cent  palace  In  that  city.  He  is  a  person  of  the  most  con- 
sammato  genius,  and  capable,  if  he  would  direct  his  ener- 
gies  10  such  an  end,  cf  becoming  the  redeeoMr  of  his 
degraded  country.  But  it  is  hi*  weakness  to  be  proud :  he 
derives.  fVom  a  comparison  of  his  own  extraordinary  mind 
with  the  dwarfish  intellectsrhatsurround  him,  an  intense 
apprehension  of  the  nathingness  of  human  li|^.  His  pas- 
sions and  his  powers  are  incomparably  gnraler  than  those 
of  other  men.  and  instead  of  the  latter  having  been  em- 
ployed in  curbing  the  former,  they  have  mutually  lent 
each  othfr  strength.  His  ambition  preys  upon  itaelf,  for 
want  of  objects  which  ^l  can  consider  worthy  of  exertion. 
1  say  that  Maddalo  is  proud,  because  I  can  And  no  other 
worii  to  express  the  concentred  and  impatient  feelings 
which  constime  him ;  birt  it  i*  on  his  own  hopes  and  af- 
Actions  only  that  he  seems  to  trample,  for  in  social  life 
no  human  being  can  be  morn  gfntle,  patient,  and  unas- 
suming than  Maddalo.  He  is  chi^erful,  frank,  and  witty. 
His  more  S(*rions  conversation  is  a  sort  of  intoxication ; 
men  are  held  by  it  as  by  a  spell.  He  has  travelled  much ; 
and  there  is  an  inexprefisihie  diarm  in  bis  relation  of  his 
adventures  in  difTerent  countries. 

Julian  is  an  Englishman  of  good  fkmily,  passionately 
attached  to  those  phiioscifihical  notions  which  asiert  the 
power  of  man  over  bis  own  mind,  and  the  immense  im- 
provements of  which,  by  the  extinction  jif  toertain  moral 
superstitions,  human  society^  may  be  yet  sasceptibJe.' 
Without' concealing  the  evil  in  the  world,  he  is  forever 
speculating  how  good  may  he  made  superior.  He  is  a 
complete  infidel,  and  a  srofftr  at  all  things  reputed  holy; 
and  Maddalo  takes  a  wicked  pleasure  in  drawing  out  his 
taunts  a^inst  religion.  What  Maddalo  thinks  on  these 
natters  is  not  exactly  known.  Julian,  in  spite  of  bis 
betarodox  opinions,  is  coujecturofl  by  bis  friends  to  possess 
some  good  qualities.  How  (kr  th^B  is  possible,  the  |hous 
reader  will  determine.   Julian  is  rather  serious. 

Of  the  Maniac  I  can  give  no  infbrnmtion.  He  seems  by 
his  own  account  to  have  been  disappointed  in  love.  He 
was  evidently  a  very  cultivated  and  amiable  person  when 
in  his  right  senses.  Win  story,  told  at  length,  might  be  like 
many  other  stories  of  the  same  kind :  the  unconnected  ex- 
clamations of  his  agony  will  perhaps  be  found  a  sufficient 
comment  for  the  text  of  every  heart. 


I  ROOE  one  evening  with  Coant  Maddalo 
Upon  the  bank  of  land  which  breaks  the  flow 
Of  Adria  towards  Venice :  a  bore  strand 
Of  billocka,  heap'd  from  everehiAing  oand. 


*  The  greater  part  of  these  places  fir^  appeared  after 
their  author's  death,  in  a  volume  of  Pobks,  edited  by  Mm 
flhelley,  whose  interesting  Prefkce  will  be  found  entire  in 
the  biographical  neaioir  prefixed  to  tWs edition.— EoiToa. 


Matted  with  thntles  and  amphibkHU  weedi^ 
Such  OS  from  earth's  embrace  the  laU  oooe  braed» 
Is  this ;  an  imtnhabited  tea-aide, 
Which  the  lone  inher,  when  his  nets  ore  diied* 
Abandons ;  and  no  other  ol^ect  br^ka 
The  woate,  but  one  dworf-tree  and  aome  few  atohei 
Broken  and  unrepair'd,  and  the  tide  mokea 
A  narrow  space  of  level  sand  thereon. 
Where  'twas  our  wont  id  ride  while  day  went  down 
This  ride  waa  my  delight    I  Ipve  all  waste 
And  solitary  i^aces ;  where  ^  taste 
The  ideosure  of  believing  what  we  see 
Is  boUixHeoi,  OS  we  wish  our  souls  to  be : 
And  such  was  this  wide  oceont  and  this  shore 
More  barren  than  its  billows ;  and  yet  more 
Than  all,  with  a  leniember'd  friend  I  love 
Tp  ride  OS  then  1  rode  i — for  the  winds  drove 
The  living  sproy  along  the  suruiy  air 
Into  our  faces ;  the  blue  heavens  were  bare. 
Stripp'd  to  their  depths  by  the  awakening  north; 
And,  from  the  waves,  sound  like  delighfc.bioke  M^ 
Harmonizing  with  solitude,  and  sent 
Into  our  hearts  aerial  merriment. 
So,  as  we  nxle,  we  lalk'd ;  and  the  swift  thonf^t, 
Winging  itself  with  laughter,  lingered  not. 
But  flew  from  brain  to  bnun,-^uch  glee  was  oon, 
Charged  with  light  memories  of  reipember'd  boon. 
None  slow  enough  for  sadness :  till  we  come 
Homeward,  which  always  makeft  the  spirit  lame. 
This  day  hod  been  cheerful  but  cold,  and  now 
The  sun  wbb  sinking,  and  the  wind  also. 
Our  talk- grew  somewhot  serious,  as  may  be 
Talk  interrupted  with  such  raillery 
As  mocks  itself,  because  it  cannot  scorn 
The  thoughts  it  would  extinguish  >-~^t  was  ibrioni. 
Yet  pleasing;  such  as  once,  so  poets  tdl. 
The  devils  held  within  the  dales  of  bell. 
Concerning  God,  free>wiU,  and  destiny. 
Of  all  that  Earth  has  been,  or  yet  may  be. 
All  ftot  vain  men  imagine  or  believe, 
Or  hope  con  point,  or  suflfering  con  adiieve. 
We  deseonted ;  and  I  (for  ever  btill 
Is  it  not  wise  to  make  the  beat  of  ill  f) 
Aigued  against  despondency ;  but  pride 
Mode  my  oomponiiiki  take  the  doiiier  side. 
The  sense  that  he  wos  greater  than  his  kimi 
Hod  struok,  methinks,  his  eagle  spirit  blind 
By  gazing  on  its  own  eiceeding  light. 
Meon  while  die  son  poused  ere  it  should  siliglil 
Over  the  horizon  of  the  mountains — Oh ! 
How  beautiful  is  stuiset,  when  the  glow 
Of  heaven  descends  upon  a  land  like  thee. 
Thou  porodise  of  exiles,  Italy .' 
Thy  mountains,  seas,  and  vineyards,  and  the  toweis 
Of  cities  they  encircle! — It  was  ours 
To  stand  on  thee,  beholding  it:  and  then, 
Just  where  we  had  dismounted,  the  Cotmfs  men 
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Wore  wttting  iir  na  wiih  die  gondola. 

Ab  those  who  pame  on  lome  delightful  way. 

TiioDgh  bent  on  pleaooit  pilgriniage,  we  stoot^, 

Looking  upon  the  evening  and  the  flood, 

Which  lay  between  the  city  and  the  shore, . 

Paved  with  the  image  of  the  sky :  the  hoar 

And  aery  Afps,  towards  the  norUi,  appear'd» 

Through  miat,  a  heaven-sustaining  bulwark,  reai^'d 

Between  the  east  and  west ;  and  half  the  i^y 

Was  rooTd  with  clouds  of  rich  emblasmry, 

Dork  purple  at  the  xenith,  which  still  grew 

Down  the  steep  west  into  a  wondroua  hue 

Brighter  than  burning  gold,  even  to  the  rent 

Where  the  swift  sun  yet  paused  in  his  descent 

Among  the  many-folded  hills — they  were 

Those  famous  £uganean  hills,  which  bear. 

As  leeii  from  lido  through  the  harbor  piles, 

T^e  likeness  of  a  clump  of  peaked  isles— 

And  then,  as  if  the  earth  aAd  sea  had  been 

Diaolved  into  one  lake  of  fire,  were  seen 

Those  mountains  towering,  as  from  waves  ef  flame. 

Around  the  vaporous  sun,  from  which  there  came 

The  inmost  purple  spirit  of  light,  and  made 

Their  very  peaks  transpaniit.    **  Ere  it  fade" 

Said  ray  companion.    **  I  will  show  you  soon 

A  better  station.'*    So,  o*er'the  lagune 

We  glided ;  and  from  that  funereal  bark 

I  lean'd,  and  saw  the  dty,  and  could  mark 

How  from  their  many  isles,  in  eyening*s  gleam. 

Its  temples  and  its  palaces  did  seem 

Like  &bric8  of  enchantment  piled  to  heav'n« 

I  was  abont  to  speak,  when — **  We  are  even 

Now  at  the  point  I  meanC,*'  said  Maddaloi; 

And  bade  the  gondolieri  cease  to  row. 

"  Look,  Julian,  on  the  west,  and. listen  well 

If  you  hear  not  a  deep  and  heavy  belL" 

I  look'd,  and  saw  between  us  and  the  sun 

A  building  on  an  island,  such  an. one 

As  ago  to  age  might  add,  tor  uses  vile, — 

A  windowleas,  defbrm'd  and  dreary  pile ; 

And  on  the  top  an  open  tower,  where  hung 

A  belly  which  in  the  radiance  sway'd  and  swung— 

We  oould  just  hear  its  hoarse  and  iron  tongue : 

The  broad  sun  sank  behind  it,  and  it  toU'd 

In  strong  and  bbck  reliefs — "  What  we  behold 

Shall  be  the  madhouse  and  its  belfry  tower ;" — 

Said  Maddalo.  "  and  even  at  this  hour. 

Those  who  may  cross  the  water  hear  that  bell. 

Which  calls  the  maniacs,  each  one  from  his  cell. 

To  vespers.'* — **  As  much  skill  as  need^  pray. 

In  thanks  or  hope  for  their  dark  lot,  have  they, 

To  their  stem  Maker,"  I  replied. — ^*'0,  ho! 

You  talk  as  in  yean  past,"  said  Maddalo. 

"  Tis  strange  men  change  not.    You  were  ever  still 

Among  Christ's  flock  a  perilous  infidel, 

A  wolf  for  the  meek  lambs :  if  you  can't  swim,   . 

Beware  of  providence."    I  kwk'd  on  him,     ^ 

But  the  gay  smile  had  faded  from  his  eye. 

"  And  such,"  he  cried  "  ia  our  mortality ; 

And  this  must  be  the  efnblem  and  the  sign ' 

Of  what  should  be  eternal  and  divine ; 

And  like  that  black  and  dreary  bell,  the  soul 

Hung  in  a  heav'n-illumined  tower,  mtist  toll 

Our  thooghta  and  our  desires  to  meet  below 

Round  the  rent  heart,  and  pray— aa  madmen  do ; 


For  what  f  they  know  not»  tfll  th^  night  of  death. 
As  sunset  that  sitange  vision,  severeth 
Our  memory  from  itself,  and  us  from  all 
We  sought,  and  yet  Were  baffled."    I  reca!l 
The  senae  of  what  he  said,  although  I  mar 
The  force  of  his  expressions.    The  broad  star 
Of  day  meanwhile  had  sunk  behind  the  hill ; 
And  the  black  bell  became  invisible ; 
And  the  red  tower  look'd  gray ;  and  all  between. 
The  churches,  ships,  and  palaces,  were  seen 
Huddled  in  gloom ;  into  the  purple  sea 
The  orange  huea  of  heaven  sunk  silently. 
We  hardly  spoke,  and  soon  the  gondola 
C(mvey'd  Ine  to  my  lodging  by  the  way. 

The  following  mom  vras  rainy,  cold  and  dim : 
Ere  Maddalo  arose  I  icall'd  on  him. 
And  whilst  I  waited,  with  his  child  I  play'd  ,* 
A  lovelier  toy  sweet  Nature  never  made ; 
A  serioua,  subtle,  wild,  yet  gentle  being ; 
Graceful  without  design,  and  unforeseeing ; 
With  eyes«— Oh !  speak  not  of  her  eyes !  which  seem 
Twin  mirroia  of  (talian  Heaven,  yet  gleam 
With  sach  deep  meaning  as  we  never  see 
But  in  the  human  countenance.    With  me 
She  waa  a  special  favorite :  I  had  nursed 
Her  fine  and  feeble  limbs,  when  she  came  first 
To  this  bleak  world ;  and  she  yet  seem'd  to  know. 
On  second  sight,  her  ancient  playieTlow, 
Less  changed  than  she  waa  fay  six  months  or  so. 
For,  after  her  first  shyness  was  worn  out. 
We  sate  there,  rolling  billiard-baUs  about. 
When  the  Count  enter'd.    Salutations  past : 
**  The  words  you  spoke  last  night  might  well  have  cast 
A  darkness  on  my  spirit : — if  man  be 
The  passive  thing  you  say,  I  should  not  see 
Much  harm  in  the  religions  and  old  saws 
(Though  /  may  never  own  such  leaden  laws) 
Which  break  a  teachless  nature  to  the  yoke : 
Mine  is  another  faith." — ^Thus  much  I  spoke, 
And,  noting  he  replied  not,  added — "  See 
This  lovely  child ;  blithe,  innocent  and  free ; 
She  spends  a  happy  time,  with  little  Core ; 
While  we  to  such  sick  thoughts  subjected  are. 
As  came  on  you  last  night.     It  is  our  will 
Which  thus  enchains  us  to  permitted  ill. 
We  might  be  otherwise  ;  we  might  be  all 
We  dream  of,  happy,  high,  miiyesiical. 
Where  is  the  love,  beauty,  and  truth  we  aeek. 
But  in  our  minds  ?  And,  if  w^  were  not  weak, 
Should  we  be  less  in  deed  than  in  desire?" — 
— *•  Ay,  if  we  were  not  weak, — and  we  aspire, 
How  vainly !  to  be  strong,"  said  Maddalo 
-  You  talk  Utopia"— 

**  It  remains  to  know," 
I  then  rejoin'd,  **  and  those  who  tiy,  may  find 
How  strong  ^the  chains  are  which  our  spirit  bina  * 
Brittle  perchance  as  straw.     We  are  assured 
Much  may  )3e  conquered,  much  may  be  endured. 
Of  what  degrades  and  crushes  us.     We  know 
That  we  have  power  over  ourselves  to  do 
And  sufler — tthat^  we  know  not  till  we  try ; 
But  something  nobler  than  to  live  and  die : 
So  taught  the  kings  of  old  philosophy, 
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Who  reigii'd  before  Religion  made  men  blind ; 
And  thow  who  sufibr  with  their  lufiering  kind, 
Yet  feel  thia  ftith,  religion.** 

**  My  dear  friend," 
Said  Maddalo,  *'  my  judgment  will  not  bend 
To  your  opinion,  though  I  think  you  might 
Make  rach  a  system  refutation-tight. 
As  iar  as  words  ga    I  knew  one  like  you, 
Who  to  this  city  came  some  months  ago, 
With  whom  I  argued  in  this  sort« — and  he  ^ 
Is  now  gone  mad — and  so  ho  answer'd  me, 
Pbor  fellow ! — But  if  you  would  like  to  go. 
We'll  visit  him,  and  his  wild  talk  will  show 
How  vain  are  such  aspiring  theories." — 

**  I  hope  to  prove  the  induction  otherwise, 
And  that  a  want  of  that  true  theory  still. 
Which  seeks  a  soul  of  goodness  in  things  ill. 
Or  in  himself  or  othen,  has  thus  bow*d 
His  being  . — ^^ere  are  some  by  nature  proud. 
Who,  patient  in  all  else,  demand  but  this — 
To  love  and  be  beloved  with  gendeneai . — . 
And  being  scom'd,  what  wonder  if  they  die 
Some  laving  death  7   This  is  not  destiny. 
But  man*s  own  wilful  ilL**-^ 

As  thus  I  spoke, 
Servants  announced  the  gondola,  and  we 
Through  the  fast-falling  rain  and  high-wiought 
Sail*d  to  the  island  where  the  mad-bouse  stands. 
We  disembarked.    The  clap  of  tortured  hands. 
Fierce  yells,  and  bowlings,  ai)d  lamentings  keen. 
And  laughter  where  complaint  had  merrier  been, 
Accosted  us.     We  climb'd  the  oo^  stain 
Into  an  old  court-yard.    I  heard  on  high. 
Then,  fragments  of  most  touching  melody. 
But  looking  up  saw  not  the  singer  there. — 
Through  the  black  bars  in  the  tempestuous  air 
I  saw,  like  weeds  on  a  wreck'd  palace  growing. 
Long  tangled  locks  flung  wildly  fi>rth  and  flowing. 
Of  those  who  on  a  sudden  were  beguiled 
Into  strange  silence,  and  look*d  forth  and  smiled. 
Hearing  sweet  sounds.    Then  I  .— 

**  Metfainks  there  were 
A  cure  of  these  with  patience  and  kind  care. 
If  music  can  thus  move.    But  what  is  he, 
Whom  we  seek  here  V* 

"Of  hissadhiiloiy 
I  know  but  this,"  said  Maddalo :  **  he  came 
To  Venice  a  dejected  man,  and  .flime 
Said  he  was  wealthy,  or  he  had  been  so. 
Some  thought  the  kiss  of  fortune  wrought  him  woe ; 
But  he  was  ever  talking  in  such  sort 
Aa  you  do» — bu^more  sadly ; — be  seem'd  hurt. 
Even  as  a  man  with  his  peculiar  wrong. 
To  hear  but  of  the-  oppression  of  the  strong. 
Or  those  absurd  deceits  (I  think  with  you 
In  some  respects,  you  know)  which  cany  dumigh 
'Rie  exoellent  importors  of  this  earth 
When  they  outface  detection.    He  had  worth. 
Poor  follow !  but  a  humorist  in  his  way."— 


A  lady  came  with  him  from  France,  and 

She  left  him  and  returned,  he  wander'd  than 

About  yon  lonely  isles  of  desert  sand. 

Till  he  grew  wild.    He  had  no  cash  or  land 

Remaining : — die  police  had  brought  him  here  — 

Sonle  &ncy  took  him,  and  he  would  not  bear 

Removal,  so  I  fitted  up  for  him 

Those  rooms  beside  tlie  sea,  lo  please  his  wbnn ; 

And  sent  him  busts,  and  books,  and  urns  lor  flowsfs 

Which  had  adom*d  his  life  in  hapiner  hours. 

And  instiiiments  of  music.    You  may  guess 

A  stranger  could  do  little  more  or  leas 

For  one  so  gentle  and  unfortunate — 

And  those  are  hir  sweet  strains  idiich  diarin  dis 

weight 
From  madmen's  chains,  and  make  this  hdl  sppen 
A  heaven  of  sacred  sQenoe,  hush'd  to  hear." 


y<(MV-4iekad  bo 


**  Nay,  this  was  kind  of 
Aa  the  w«rid  saya." 


— *  Alas !  whot  drove  him  mad  ?' 


I  cannot  aay: 


'k  **  None  bat  the.Teiy  si 

Which  I  oa  all  mankind,  ware  I,  as  he, 
Fall'n  to  such  deep  reverse.     His  melody 
Is  interrupted  now ;  we  hea^  tite  din 
Of  madmen,  shriek  on  shriek,  again  begin 
Let  us  now  visit  him :  aOer  fhis  strain. 
He  ever  communes  witfi  himself  again. 
And  sees  and  heaia  not  any.*' 


Having 
These  woids,  we  call'd  the  keeper,  and  he  led 
To  an  apartment  opening  on  the  sea^ — 
There  the  poor  wretch  was  sitting  moumfuUy 
Near  a  piano,  his  pale  fhtgers  twined 
One  with  the  other ;  and  the  ooae  and  mad 
Rush'd  through  an  open  casement,  and  did  sw«| 
His  hair,  and  siarr'd  it  with  the  brackish  spray  i 
His  head  was  leaning  cm  a  music-book. 
And  he  was  muttering ;  and  his  lean  limba 
His  lips  w^re  press'd  against  a  folded  leaf 
In  hue  too  beautiful  for  health,  and  grief 
Smiled  in  their  motions  as  they  lay  apart. 
As  one  who  wrought  from  his  own  fervid 
The  eloquence  of  patei6n :  soon  he  raised 
His  sad  meek  fiice,  and  eyes  lustrous  and  glaxerf. 
And  spoke,— sometimes  as  one  who  wrote,  and  thm^^kt 
His  words  might  move  some  heart  that  beoctod  mtH, 
If  sent  to  distant  lands ; — and  then  as  ova 
Reproaching  deeds  never  to  be  uodooe. 
With  wondering  self^compassicm  f--<4lfed  Us  spee^ 
Was  lost  in  grief,  and  then  his  w^oids  came  each 
Unmodulated  and  expressionless, — 
But  that  from  one  jair'd  accenc  you  might  gutm 
It  was  despair  made  them  so  uniform : 
And  all  the  while  the  kmd  and  goaty  storm 
Hiss'd  through  the  window,  and  we  stood  hehaaL 
Stealing  his  accents  from  the  envious  wind, 
Unseen.    I  yet  remember  what  he  said 
Distinctly,  such  impression  his  words  made 

■*  Month  aAer  isiwth,"  he  cried,  *  to  boar  Ait 
And,  as  a  jade  ufgfed  by  the  whip  and  foadl 
To  drag  life  on^which  like  a  heavy  duin 
Lenglhens^hind  with  many  a  link  of  pain. 
And  not  ti^fpeak  my  grief^-Oi  not  to  dare 
To  give  a  human  voice  to  my  despair; 
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But  livew  and  mov«^  and,  wretched  thing !  mule  oa. 
As  if  I  never  went  aside  to  groan. 
And  wear  this  mask  of  falsehood  even  to  those 
Who  are  most  dear — not  for  my  own  repose — 
Alas !  no  scorn,  or  pain,  or  hate,  could  be 
So  heavy  as  that  falsehood  is  to  me — 
But  that  I  cannot  bear  more  alter'd  faces 
Than  needs  must  be,  more  changed  and  cold  em- 
braces. 
More  misery,  disappointment,  and  mistrust 
To  own  me. for  their  fiither.     Would  the  dust 
Were  covered  in  upon  my  body  noW! 
That  the  life  ceased  to  toil  within  my  brow ! 
And  then  these  thoughts  would  at  the  last  be  fled  2 
Let  us  not  iear  such  pain  can  vex  the  4oad. 


**  What  Power  delights  to  torture  us  ?  I  know 
That  to  myself  I  do  not  wholly  owe 
What  now  I  sufler,  though  in  .part  I  may. 
Alas !  nonto  strew'd  fresh  flowers  upon  the  way, 
Where,  wandering  heedlessly,  I  met  pale  Pftin, 
My  shadow,  which  will  leave  me  not  again. 
If  I  have  eri^d,  there  was  no  joy  in  error, 
But  pain,  and  insult,  and'unr^t,  and  terror; 
I  have  not,  as  some,  do,  bought  penitence 
With  pleasure,  and  a  dark  yet  sweet  offence ; 
For  then  if  love,  and  tenderness,  and  truth 
^ad  overlived  Hope's  momentary  youth. 
My  creed  should  have  redeem'd  roe  from  repenting ; 
But  lothed  aoom  and  outrage  unrelenting 
Met  love  excited  by  far  other  seeming, 
Until  the  etid  was  gain*d : — as  one  from  dreaming 
Of  sweetest  peace,  I  woke,  and  found  my  state 
Such  as  it  is.— 


"  O,  thon,  my  spirit's  mate ! 
Who,  for  thon  art  compassionate  and  wise, 
Wouldst  pity  me  fiom  thy  most  gentle  eyes, 
If  this  sad  writing  thou  shouldst  ever  see. 
My  secret  groans  must  be  unheard  by  thee ; 
Thou  wouldst  Weep  tears,  bitter  as  blood,  to  know 
Thy  lost  fHend's  incommnnicable  wocr. 
Ye  few  by  whom  my  nature  has  been  wmgh'd 
In  fKendship,  let  me  not  that  name  degrade. 
By  placing  on  yonr  hearts  the  secret  load 
Which  crushes  mine  to  dust    There  is  one  road 
To  peace,  and  that  is  truth,  which  fellow  ye ! 
Love  sometimes  leads  astray  to  misery. 
Yet  think  not,  though  subdued  (and  I  may  trail 
Say  that  I  am  subdued)— that  the  full  hell 
Within  me  would  infect  the  untainted  breast 
Of  sacred  nature  with  its  own  unrest; 
As  smne  "perverted  beings  think  to  find 
In  scorn  or  hate  a  medicine  fer  the  mind 
Which  scorn  or  hate  both  wounded< — O,  hpw  vain ! 
The  dagger  heals  not,  but  may  rend  again. 
Believe  that  I  am  ever  still  the  same 
In  creed  as  iir  resolve :  and  what  may  lame    ' 
My  heart,  must  leave  the  nndentanding  free. 
Or  all  would  sink  under  this  agony.— 
Nor  dream  that  I  will  join  the  vulgar  eye. 
Or  with  my  silence  sanction  tyranny. 
Or  seek  a  moment's  shelter  from  my  pain 
In  any  madness  which  the  world  calb  gain ; 
Ambition,  or  revenge,  or  thoughts  as  stern 
As  those  which  make  me  what  I  am,  or  turn, 
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To  avarice  or  misanthropy  or  lust 
Heap  on  me  soon,  O  grave,  thy  welcome  dust ! 
Till  then  the  dungeon  may  demand  its  prey. 
And  Poverty  and  Shame  may  meet  and  say, 
Halting  beside  me  in  the  puUic  way, — 
'  That  love-devoted  youth  is  ours :  let's  sit 
Beside  him :  he  may  live  some  six  months  yet' — 
Ok" -the  red.scafibld,  as  our  country  bends, 
May  ask  acune  willing  victim ;  or  ye,  friends ! 
May  fell  un<^er  some  sorrow,  which  this  heart 
Or  haad  may  share,  or  vanquish,  or  avert ; 
i  am  prepared,  m  truth,  with  no  proud  joy 
To  do  oir  sufler  aught,  as'  when  a  boy 
I  did  devote  to  justice,  and  to  love. 
My  nature,  worthless  now. 

**  I  most  remove 
A  vail  from  my  pent  nind.    Tis  torn  aside ! 
Oi  pallid  as  Daath's  dedicated  bride. 
Thou  mockery  which  art  sitting  by  my  side. 
Am  I  not  wan  like  thee  ?  At  the  grave's  call 
I  haste,  invited  to  thy  wedding-hall. 
To  meet  the  ghaady  paramour,  fer  whom    • 
Thou  hast  deserted  me, — and  made  die  tomb 
Thy  bridal  bed.    Bat  I  beside,  thy  feet 
Will  lie,  and  watch  ye  from  my  winding-sheet 

Thus — wide  awake  though  fledd ^Yet  stay,  0,  stay ! 

Go  not  so  soon — I  know  not  what  I  say—* 
Hear  but  my  reasons— I  am  mad,  I  fear. 
My  fancy  is  o'erwrought— thou  art  not  hero. 

Pede  art  thou,  'tis  most  true but  thou  ait 

Thy  work  is  finidi'd ;  I  am  left  alone. 

**  Nay,  was  it  I  wfo  weo'd  thee  to  this  breast, 

Which  like  a  serpent  thou  envenomest 

As  in 'repayment  of  the  warmth  it  lent  f 

Didst  thou  not  seek  me  for  thine  own  content? 

Did  not  thy  love  awaken  mine  ?  I  thought 

That  thou  wort  she  who  said  *  You  kiss  me  nut 

Ever ;  I  fear  jroo  do  not  love  me  now.* 

In  truth  I  loved  even  to  my  overthrow 

Her,  who  would  fain  fprget  these  words ;  but  tliey 

Cling  to  her  mind,  and  cannot  pass  away. 

•  ••••••• 

"  Yon  say  that  I  am  proud ;  that  when  I  speak, 
My  lip  is  tortured  with  the  wrongs,  which  bleak 
The  spirit  it  expresses. — Never  one 
HomUed  himself  before,  as  I  have  done ! 
Even  the  instinctive  worm  on  which  we  tread 
Turns,  though  it  wound  not — then,  with  prastialo 

head, 
Snks  in  the  dust,  and  writhes  like  me— and  dies  ■ 

No : — wean  a  Uving  death  of  agonies! 
As  the  slow  shadows  of  the  pomted  grass 
Mark  the  atomal  periods,  its  pangs  pass, 
^ow,  ever>moving,  making  moments  be 

As  mine  seMU,— each  an  immortality ! 

•  •••«••• 

**  That  you  had  never  seet^  me !  never  heard 
My  voiee !  and  more  dian  all,  had  ne'er  endured 
The  deep  pollution  of  my  lothed  embrace ! 
That  your  Oyes  ne'er  had  lied  love  in  my  feee ! 
That,  like  some  maniac  monk,  I  had  torn  out 
The  nerves  of  manhood  by  their  bleeding  root 
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*•  It  were 
A  cruel  pantthment  for  one  moit  cruel, 
If  sueh  can  love,  to  make  that  love  the  fuel 
Of  the  mind's  heH— hate,  scorn,  remorw,  despair : 
But  me,  whose  heart  a  strang^er's  tear  might  wear, 
Am  water^lrops  die  sandy  fountaiU'Stone ; 
Who  loved  aind  pitied  til  things,  and  ooold  moan 
For  woes  which  othen  hear  not ;  and  could 
The  absent  with  the  glass  of  phantasy, 
And  near'the  poor  and  trampled  sit  aqd  weep, 
Following  the  captive  to  lus  dungemi  deep; 
JMc,  who  am  as  a  nerve  o'er  which  do  creep 
The  else  unlelt  oppressions  of  this  earth. 
And  was  to  thee  the  flame  uprni  thy  hearth. 
When  all  beside  was  cold  >*-that  thou  on  me 
Should  flun  these  plagues  of  blistering 
Soch  cnises  are  from  lips  once  eloquent 
With  love's  too  partial  praise !  Let  n^e  relent 
Who  intend  deeds  too  dreadful  for  a  name 
Henceibrth,  if  an  example  for  the  same 
They  seek. — for  thou  on  roe  look'dst  so  and  so, 
And  didst  speak  thus  and  thus.    I  live  to  show 
How  much  men  bear  and  die  not 


"Thou  wilt  tell. 
With  the  grimace  of  hate,  how  boirible 
It  was  to  meet  ray  love  when  thine  grew  less ; 
Thou  wilt  admire  how  I  could  e'er  address 
Snch  features  to  love's  work-—: — ^This  taunt,  tttoogh 

true 
(For  indeed  Nature  nor  in  form  nor  hue  ' 
Bestow'd  on  me  her  choicest  workmanship). 
Shall  not  be  thy  defence:  for  sisce  thy  life 
Met  mine  first,  years  long  past* — since  thine  eye  kin- 
dled 
With  soft  fire  under  mine,— I  have  not  dwindled. 
Nor  changed  in  mind,  or  body,  or  in  aught, 
But  as  love  changes  what  it  loveth  not 

AfVer  long  years  and  many  trials. 

•        ••••'•••         • 

**  How  vain 
Are  words !  I  thought  never  to  speak  again, 
N«t  even  in  secret,  not  to  my  own  heart- 
But  from  n^  lips  the  unwilluQg  acoenta  start. 
And  from  my  pen  the  words  flow  as  I  write, 
Dasling  ray  eyes  with  scalding  teaia— my  sight 
Is  dim  to  see  that  character'd  in  vain,  * 

On  this  unfeeling  leaf,  which  bums  the  brain 
And  eats  into  it,  blotting  all  things  fair, 
And  wise  and  good,  which  time  had  written  there^ 
Tliose  who  inflict  must  sufier,  for  they  see 
'^he  work  of  their  own  hearts,  and  that  must  be 


Our'chastisement  or  recompense* — O,  child  f 
I  would  diat  thine  were  like  to  be  more  mild. 
For  both  our  wretched  sakes, — for  thine  the 
Who  feeVst  already  all  diat  thou  hast  lost. 
Without  the  power  to  wish  it  thine  again: 
And,  as  slow  yean  pass,  a  funered  train. 


With  mine  own  quivering  fingers !  so  that  ne'er 

Our  hearts  had  for  a  moment  mingled  there, 

To  disunite  in  horror!  These  were  not 

With  thee  like  some  suppress'd  and  hideous  thought. 

Which  flits  athwart  our  musings,,  but  can  find 

No  rest  within  a  pure  and  gentie  mind — 

Thou  sealedst  them  with  ipAny  a  bare  broad  word,/^  Each  with  the  ghost  of  some  lost  hope  or  fiiend 

And  searedst  my  memory  o'er  them, — for  I  heard   I    Following  it  like  its  shadow,  witt  them  bend 

And  can  foigeC  noli — ^hey  were  minister'd,  \  No  thought  on  my  dead  memoiy  ? 

One  aAer  one,  fhose  cunes.    Mix  them  up  r^ 

Like  self'destroying  poisons  in  one  Cup ; 

And  they  will  make  one  blessing,.  wUch  thou  ne'er 

Didst  imprecate  for  on  me— ^-death! 


*' Alas,  lore! 
Fear  roe  not :  against  thee  I'd  not  move 
A  finger  in  debate.    Do  I  itot  live 
That  thou  mayst  have  leas  bitter  cause  to  gbeva  f 
I  give  thee  tears  for  soom,  and  love  for  hato  {  . 
And,  that  thy  lot  tpay  be  lets  desolate 
Than  his  on  whom  thou  tramplest,  I  refrain 
From  that  sweet  sleep  which  medicines  all  pain, 
llien — when  thou  speakest  of  roe-wiever  say, 
*  He  could  forgive  not' — ^Here  I  cast  away 
All  human  passions,  all  revenge,  all  pride ; 
I  think,  speak,  act  no  ill ;  I  do  tot  hide 
Under  these  words,  like  embers,  every  spark 
Of  that  which  has  consumed  me.    Quick  and  dark 
The  grave  is  yawning : — as  its  roof  shall  cover 
My  limbs  with  dust  and  worms,  under  and  over. 
So  let  oblivion  hide  this  grief— The  air 
Closes  upon  toy  accents,  as  despair 
Upon  my  heart^let  death  upon  despair  !** 


He  ceased,  and  overcome,  leant  ba<^  awhile; 
Then  rising,  with  a  melancholy  smile. 
Went  to  a  sofo,  and  lay  down,  and  slept 
A  heavy  sleep,  and  in  his  dreams  be  wept, 
And  muttor'd  some  fomiliar  name,  and  we 
Wept  without  shame  in  his  society. 
I  think  I  never  was  impress'd  so  much ; 
The  man  who  were  not,  must  hare  lack'd  a  touch 
Of  human  nature.^ — ^Then  we  linger'd  not, 
Altiiough  our  aiguroent  was  quite  foigot ; 
But,  calling  the  attendants,  went  to  dine 
At  Maddalo's  .*— >yet  neither  cheer  nor  winf 
Could  give  us  spirits,  for  we  talk'd  of  him. 
And  nothing  else,  till  daylight  made  stan  dim. 
And  we  agreed  it  was  some  dreadful  ill 
Wrought  on  him  boldly,  yet  unspeakable. 
By  a  dear  friend;  some  deadly  change  in  k>ve 
Ot  one  vow'd  deeply  which  he  dream'd  not  of; 
For  whose  sake  he,  it  seem'd,  had  fii'd  a  blot 
Of  folsehood  in  his  mind,  which  flourish'd  not 
But  in  the  light  of  all-beholding  truth ; 
And  having  stamp'd  this  canker  on  hia  youth. 
Slie  had  abandon'd  him  >— and  how  much  mcMe 
Might  be  his  woe,  we  guess'd  not : — he  bad  store 
Of  frieiHls  and  fortune  once,  as  we  could  guess 
From  his  nice  habits  and  his  gentleness; 
These  now  were  loet-74t  were  a  grief  indeed 
If  he  had  changed  one  uoBuatauiing  reed 
For  all  that  soch  a  man  might  else  adorn. 
The  colors  of  his  mind  seem'd  yet  unworn ; 
For  the  wUd  language  of  his  grief  was  hi||li — 
Such  as  in  measure  were  eall'd  poetry. 
And  I  remember  one  remark,  which  then 
MiKldalu  made :  he  said—*'  Moat  wretched  men 
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Are  cndled  into  poetry  fjf  wrong: 

They  learn  in  ■ofiering  wbat  they  leach  in  aong.** 

If  I  had  been  an  uncsounected  man, 
J,  from  this  nHMnent,  ehould  have  fbrm'd  some  plan 
I^cver  to  leave  sweet  Venice :  for  to  me 
It  was  delight  to  ride  by  the  lone  sea : 
And  then  the  ipwn  is  silenl— one  may  writiy 
Or  rea4in  gondolas  by  day  or  night, 
Ibving  the  little  brazen  lamp  alight, 
UnMen,  uninterrupted  >-^book8  are  there, 
Pictures,  and  casts  from  all  those  statues  fiur 
Which  were  twulPbom  with  poetry ; — and  dl 
We  seek  in  towns,  with  little  to  recall 
Regret  ibr  the  green  country  i^-I  might  iit 
In  Maddalo's  great  palace,  and  his  wit  - 
And  subtle  talk  would  cheer  the  winter  night. 
And  make  me  know  myself  >— and  the  fin-Bght 
Would  flash  upon  our  fiices,  till  the  day 
Might  daWn,  and  make  me  wonder  at  my  stay. 
But  I  had  fii^nds  in  London  too.    The  chief 
Attraction  here  was  that  I  sought  relief 
From  the  deep  tenderness  that  maniac  wrought 
Within  me — 'twas  perhaps  an  idle  thought, 
But  I  imagined  that  if;  day  by  day, 
I  watched  him,  and  seldom  went  away. 
And  studied  all  the  beatings  of  his  heart 
With  zeal,  as  men  study  some  stubborn  art 
For  their  own  good,  and  could  by  patienoe  find 
An  entrance  to  the  cavems  of  his  mind, 
I  might  reclaim  him  fiom  his  dark  estate.  ■ 
In  friendships  I  had  been  most  fortunate. 
Yet  never  saw  I  one  whom  I  would  call 
More  willingly  my  friend ; — ^and  Uiis  wiis  all 
Accomplished  not  |— such  dreams  of  baseless  good 
Oft  come  and  go,  in  crowds  or  solitude. 
And  leave  no  trace ! — but  what  I  now  designM, 
Made,  for  long  years,  impression  on  my  mind. 
— ^The  following  morning,  urged  by  my  aflbiis, 
I  left  bright  Venice* — 

After  many  years. 
And  many  changes,  J  returned ;  the  name 
Of  Venice,  and  its  aspect,  were  the  same ; 
But  Maddalo  was  travelling,  for  away. 
Among  the  mountains  of  Armenia. 
His  dog  was  dead':  his  child  had  now  become 
A  woman,  such  as  it  has  been  my  doom 
To  me«t  with  few ;  a  wonder'of  this  earth. 
Where  there  la  little  of  transcendent  worth, — 
Like  one  df  Shakspeare's  women.    Kindly  she, 
And  with  a  manner  beyond  courtesy, 
Received,  her  fother's  friend  ;  and,  when  I  ai^'d 
Of  the  lorn  maniac,  she  her  memory  task*d, 
And  told,  as  she  had  h^ard,  the  mournful  tale : 
"  That  the  poor  suflerei^  health  began  lb  fail. 
Two  years  from  my  departure ;  but  that  then 
The  Wly,  who  had  left  him,  came  again. 
Her  mien  had  been  imperious,  but  she  now 
Look*d  meek;  perhaps  remorse  bad  brought  her  low. 
Her  coming  made  him  better ;  and  they  siay'd 
Together  at  my  father's,— for  I  play'd. 
As  I  remember,  with  the  lady*s  shawl ; 
I  might  be  six  yean  old  j — ^But,  after  all. 
She  left  him."— 

"  Why,  her  heart  must  have  been  tough : 
How  did  it  end  7" 


)mber< 


"  And  Was  not  this  enough  T 
They  met,  they  parted." 

''Child,  is  there  no  more  ;" 

**  Something  withia  that  interval,  which  bore 
The  stamp  of  toky  they  parted,  horn  they  met ; 
Yet  if  thine  aged  eyes  disdain  to  wet 
Those  wrinkled  cheeks  with  youth's  remember  d 

tears,  , 
Ask  me  no  more ;  but  let  the  silent  years 
Be  dssed  and  cored  o^er  their  memory 
As  yon  suite  marble  where  their  oorpaes  lie."  ^ . 

I  urged  and  question'd  still :  she  told  me  how 
All  happen'd^but  the  cold  worid  shall  not  know 
Rom,  Hay,  1819.  -    ^      - 


THE  WITCH  OF  ATLAS. 

L 
Before  thoae  crae!  Twins,  whom  at  one  tnrtfa 

Incestiious  Change  bore  to  her  fother  Time, 
Errw  and  Truth,  had  hunted  from  the  eartn 

All  those  bright  natures  which  adom'd  its  pnme. 
And  left  ua  nothing  to  believe  in,  worth 

The  pains  of  putting  into  learned  rhyme, 
A  lady-witcb  there  lived  on  Atlas'  mountain, 
Within  a  cavefn  by  a  secret  fountain. 

Her  mother  was  one  of  the  Atlantides : 

The  all-beholding  Sun  had  ne'er  beholden 
In  his  wide  voyage  o'er  continents  and  seas 

So  fair  a  creature,  as  she  lay  enfolden 
In  the  warm  shadow  of  her  loveliness ; — 

He  kim'd  her  with  his  beams,  and  made  all  golden 
The  chamber  of  gray  rock  in  which  she  lay- 
She,  in  that  dreamr  of  joy,  dissolved  away. 

HL 

Tie  said,  she  was  fint  changed  into  a  vapor, 
And  then  into  a  cloud,  such  clouds  as  flit. 

Like  splendor-winged  moths  about  a  taper, 
Round  the  red  west  when  the  sun  dies  in  it  - 

And  then  into  a  meteor,  such  as  caper 
On  hill-tops  when  the  moon  is  in  a  fit ; 

Then,  into  one  of  those  mysterious  stars 

Which  hide  themselves  between  the  Earth  and  Biaxs. 

IV. 

Ten  times  the  Mother  of  the  Months  had  bent 
Her  bow  beside  the  foldingnrtar,  and  bidden 

With  that  bright  sign  the  billows  to  indent 
The  sea-deserted  sand  :  like  children  chidden. 

At  her  command  they  ever  came  and  went. — 
Since  in  that  cave  a  dewy  splendor  hidden. 

Took  shape  and  motion :  with  the  living  form 

Of  this  embodied  Power,  the  cove  grew  warm 

V. 

A  lovely  lady  garmented  in  light 

From  her  own  beauty — deep  her  eyes,  as  are 
Two  openings  of  unfathomable  night 

Seen  through  a  tempest-cloven  roof— her  hair 
Dark— the  dim  brain  whirls  dizzy  with  delight, 

Picturing  her  form !  her  soft  smiles  shone  afiur, 
And  her  low  voice  was  heard  like  love,  and  drew 
All  living  things  towards  this  wonder  new 
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vr. 

And  first  ihe  spotted  oa^ieleopard  cafne, 
And  (hen  ihe  wise  and  fearless  elephant ; 

Thon  the  sly  serpent,  in  the  golden  fUune  • 
Of  his  own  volumes  intervolved  ; — all  gwint 

And  sanguine  beasts  her  gentle  looks  made  taSM. 
They  drank  befiire  her  at  her  sacred  ib^nt, 

And  every  beast  of  beating  heart ^e^yv  bold, 

Such  gentleness  and  power  even  to  behold. 

VTL 

The  brinded  litfness  led  forth  her  young. 
That  she  might  teaeb  them  hew  they  should  ibrego 

Their  inborn  thirst  of  death ;  the  paid  unstrang 
Hm  smews  at  her  feet,  And  seoght  to  know, 

With  looks  whose  motioas  spoke  without  a  tongue. 
How  be  might  be  as  gentle  as  the  doe. 

The  magic  circle  of  her  voice  and  eyes 

All  savage  natures  did  imparedise. 

VIII. 

And  old  Sileoos,  shaking  a  green  stick 
Of  lilies,  and  the  wood-gods  in  a  crew 

Came,  blithe,  «s  in  the  olive  copses  thick 
Cicadn  are,  drunk  with  the  noonday  dew : 

And  Driop^  and  Faunus  folk>w*d  quick. 
Teasing  the  God  (o  sing  them  something  new, 

Till  in  this  cave  they  found  the  l«dy  lone, 

Sitting  upon  a  seat  of  emerald  stone. 

IX. 

And  Univenal  Fan,  His  said,  was  there, 
And  though  none  saw  him« — through  th*  adamant 

Of  the  deep  mountains,  through  the  trackless  air, 
And  through  those  living  spirits,  like  a  want 

Me  past  out  of  his  everlasting  lair 

Where  the  quick  heart  of  the  great  worU-doiih  pant, 

And  felt  that  wondrous  lady  all  alone,— 

And  she  i^lt  him,  upon  her  emerald  duuoiB. 


And  every  nymph  of  stream  toad  spreading  me. 
And  every  shepherdess  of  Ocean's  flocloi, 

Who  drives  her  white  waves  over  the  green  sea ; 
And  Ocean,  with  the  brine  on  his  gray  locka,' 

And  quaint  Priapus  with  his  company 
All  came,  much'  wondering  how  the  enwombed 
rocks 

Could  have  brought  forth  so  beautiful  a  birth .^-*- 

Her  love  subdued  their  wonder  and  their  mirth. 

XI. 

The  herdsmen  and  the  mountain  maidens  came. 
And  the  rude  kings>  of  pastoral  Gararoant — 

These  spirits  shook  within  them,  as  a  flame 
Stin^d  by  the  air  under  a  cavern  gaunt : 

Pigmies,  and  Polyphemes,  by  many  a  name, 
Centaurs  and  Satyrs,  and  such  shapes  as  haunt 

Wet  cleAs, — and  lumps  neither  alive  nor  dead« 

Dog-headed,  bosonheyed  and  bird-footed. 

xn. 

For  she  was  bcautifcd :  her  beauty  made 
The  bright  world  dim,  and  every  thing  beside 

Seem'd  like  the  fleeting  image  of  a  shade : 
No  thought  of  living  spirit  could  abide. 

Which  to  her  looks  had  ever  been  betmy'd. 
On  any  object  in 'the  world  so  wide, 

On  any  hope  within  the  circling  skies, 

lint  on  her  form,  and  in  her  inmost  eyes 


xm. 

Which  when  ihe  lady  knew,  sfiC  took  her  apindlo 
And  twined  three  threads  of  fleecy  mist,  and  thras 

Long  lines  of  light,  such  as  the  dawn  ^y  kindle 
T^e  clouds  ind  waves  Isnd  moontsSxis  with,  ana 
■be 

As  many  fetar-beams,  ere  their  lamps  could  dwindle 
In  the  belated  moon,  wound  skilfully ; 

And  with  these  thread*  a  subtle  veil  she  iMvt 

A  shadow  for  the  splendor  of  her  love^ 

XIV. 

The  deep  geceMes  of  her  odoroiff  dwellmf 

Were  stored  with  magic  treasures— aounda  of  m 

Which  bad  the  power  all  spirits  of  compelling. 
Folded  in  e^lli  of  eiysial  silence  there ;  • 

Such  as  we  hear  in  youth,  and  think  the  foelii^ 
Will  never  die— yet  ere  we  are  aware. 

The  fooling  and  the  sound  are  fled  and  gona^ 

And  Ihe  ngrM  thay  leave  reafsins  afena 

XV. 
And  there  lay  Viskma  iwifl,  and  sweet,  and  quaint, 

Each  in  its  thin  sheath  like  a  chiysalia  » 
Some  eager  to  burst  forth,  some  weak  and  foint 

With  the  soft  burthen  of  inienseat 
It  is  its  wDik  to  bear  to  many  a  saint 

Whose  heart  adores  the  shiine  which 
Even  liove'a— «nd  others  whita»  green»  gragr,  and 

black. 
And  of  all  shapes    and  each  was  at  her  heok. 

XVI. 

And  odors  in  a  kind  of  aviilry 
Of  ever-blooming  Eden-trees  she  ktpt, 

C&pt  in  a  floating  net,  a  love-sick  Faiiy 

Had  woven  from  dew-beams  while  Ihe  moon  yet 
slept; 

As  bale  at  the  wired  window  of  a  dairy. 
Hiey  beat  their  vans  ;  and  each  was  an  adept. 

When  loosed  and  missioned,  making  wings  of  winda* 

To  stir  sweet  thoughts  or  sad  in  destined  minds 

xvn. 

And  liquors  clear  and  sweet,  whose  healthful  n&ght 
Could  medicine  the  sick  soul  to  happy  sleep, 

And  change  eternal  death  into  a  night 
Of  glorious  dreams — or  if  eyes  needs  must  weep 

Could  make  their  tears  all  wonder  and  del^ir 
She  in  her  crystal  viala  did  closely  keep : 

If  men  could  drink  of  those'  clear  vials,  'tis  said 

The  living  were  not  envied  of  die  dead. 

XVIII. 
Her  cave  was  stored  with  scrolls  of  atrange  daaie*. 

The  works  of  some  Satumian  Archimage, 
Which  taught  the  expiations  at  whoae  price 

Men  from  the  Gods  might  win  thai  happy  age 
Too  lighdy  kst,  redeeming  native  vice ; 

And  ^diich  might  quench  the  earth-conauBiing  raga 
Of  gold  and  Mood — till  men  should  Uve  and  mo^ 
Harmonious  as  the  sacAd  stars  above. 

XIX. 
And  how  all  things  that  seem  untamable, 

Not  to  be  check'd  jind  not  to  be  confined. 
Obey  Ihe  spells  of  wisdom's  wisard  skill : 

"Hme,  Earth  and  Fire — the  Ocean  and  the  Wind 
And  all  their  shapee-~and  man's  imperial  will ; 

And  other  scrolls  whose  writings  did  unbind 
The  inmost  lore  of  Love— let  the  pro&ne 
Tremble  to  ask  what  secrets  they  coolain. 
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XX. 

4iid  wondmw  works  of  subttanoeB  nnkoown, 
To  wliich  the  enchantment  of  het  father's  power 

Had  changed  dioee  ragged  hlocbs  nf  nvage  atone. 
Were  heap*d  in  the  recewes  of  her  bower ; 

Carved  Umpt  and  chalices,  and  phials  which  sHtme 
[n  their  own  golden  beams-^each  like  a  ftower, 

Out  of  whose  deptfi  a  fiie-flf  shakes  his  light 

l.'nder  a  cypress  in  a  starless  night 

XXI. 

At  first  she  lived  atone  in  this  wi^  home,. 

And  her  oWn  thoughts  were  each  a  minister,  ' 
Clothing  themselv^  or  with  the  ocean-foam, 

Or  with  the  wind,  or  with  the  speed  of  £re, 
1\i  work  whatever  purposes  might  come 

Into  her  mind ;  such  power  her  mighty  Sire 
Had  girt  them  with,  whether  to  fly  or  nm, 
Tlumigfa  all  the' regions  which  he  shines  upon. 

xxn. 

The  Ocean-nymphs  and  Hamadryades, 
Oreads  and  Naiads  with  long  weedy  look% 

Oflbrd  to  do  her  bidding- through  the  seas. 
Under  the  earth,  and  in  the  hollow  iDcks,\, 

And  far  beneath  the  matted  roots  of  trees. 
And  m  the  gnarled  heart  of  stubborn  oaks» ' 

So  they  might  live  for  ever  in  the  light 

Of  her  sweet  presence— -each  a  satellite. 

xxm. 

'*Thii  may  not  be,"  the  wiaard  maid  replied; 

**  The  fountains  where  the  Naiades  bedew 
Their  shining  .hair,  at  length  are  drain'd  and  dried ; 

The  solid  oaks  fi>rget  th^r  strength,  and  strew  . 
T^ieir  latest  leaf  upon  the  mountains  wide ; 

The  boundless  ocean,  like  a  drop  of  dew»  . 
Will  be  consumed — the  stubborn  centre  must 
Be  tcatter'd,  like  a  cloud  of  summer  dust 

XXIV. 
"  And  ye  with  iSnemi  will  perish  one  by  one  t 

If  I  must  sigh  to  think  that  this  shiUl  be,        ^ 
If  I  most  weep  when  the  surviving  Sun 

Shall  smile  on  your  decay— Oh,  ask  not  ine 
To  k>ve  you  till  your  little  race  is  run ; 

I  cannot  die  as  ye  must~-over  me 
Your  leavea  shall  glance^^the  streams  in  which  ye 

dweU 
Shall  be  my  paths  henceforth,  and  so,  farewell! 


!»• 


XXV. 

She  spoke  and  wept:  the  dark  and  azure  well 
Sparkled  beneath  the  shower  of  her  bright  tears, 

And  every  little  circlet  where  they  fell, 
Fhmg  to  the  cavern-roof  inconstant  spheres 

And  inteftangied  lines  of  light ! — a  knell 
Of  sobbing  voices  eame  upon  her  ears 

From  those  departing  Forms,  o*er  ihe  serene 

Of  the  white  itreams  and  of  rtie  forest  greeiL 

XXVL 

AU  day  the  winrd  lady  sat  aloof) 
Spelling  out  soolls  of  dread  antiqni^ 

Under  the  cavern's  fountain-lighted  roof; 
Or  broidering  the  pictured  poesy 

Of  some  high  tale  upon  her  growing  wooC    - 
Which  the  sweet  splendor  o^  her  smiles  could  dye 

In  hues  outshining  Heaven— and  ever  she 

Adiled  some  grace  to  the  wrought  poesy. 


XXVII. 

While  on  her  hearth  lay  bladng  many  a  piece 
Of  sandal-wood,  rare  gams  and  cinnamon ; 

Men  scarcely  know  how  beautiful  fire  is, 
Each  ilarae  of  it  is  as  a  precious  stone 

Dissolved  in  evep>moving  light,  and  this 
Belongs  to' each  and  all  who  gaze  upon. 

The  Witch  beheld  it  not,  for  in  her  hand 

She  held  a  woof  that  dimm'd  the  buraing  brand. 

xxvni. 

This  lady  never  slept,  but  lay  in  trance 
All  night  within  the  fevntain — as  in  sleep. 

Its  emersld  crags  glow'd  in  her  beaut3r's  glance : 
Through  the  green  splendor  of  the  water  deep 

She  saw  the  constellations  reel  and  dance 
like  fireflies — and  withal  did  ever  keep 

The  tenor  of  her  contemplations  calm,  ' 

With  open  eyes,  dosed  feet  and  folded  paba. 

XXIX. 

And  when  the  whirlwinds  and  the  clouds  descended 
From  the  white  pinnacles  of  that  cold  hill, 

She  past  at  dew&Il  to  a  space  extended, 
^^ere  in  a  lawn  of  flowering  asphodel 

Amid  a  wood  of  pines  and  cedan  blended. 
There  yawn*d  an  inextinguishable  well 

Of  crimson  flra,  full  even  to  the  brim. 

And  overflowing  all  the  maigin  trino. 

XXX.    . 

Within  the  which  she  lay  when  the  fierce  w«r 
Of  wintry  winds  shook  that  innocuous  liquor 

In  many  a  mimic  4noon  and  bearded  star, 
0*er  woods  and  lawns — ^the  serpent  heard  it  fUeher 

la  sleep,  and  dreaming  still,  he  crept  afiir— 
And  when  the  windless  snow  descended  diicker 

Than  autumn  leaves,  she  waich'd  it  as  it  canie 

Melt  on  the  sur&oe  of  the  level  flame. 

XXXT. 

She  had  a  Boat  which  some  say  Vulcan  wrought 
For  Venus,  as  the  chariot  of  her  star ; 

But  it  was  found  too  feeble  to  be  fraught 
With  all  the  ardors  in  that  sphere  which  are. 

And  so  she  sold  it,  and  Apollo  bought, 
And  gave  it  to  this  daughter:  from  a  car 

Changed  to  the  fairest  and  the  lightest  boat 

Which  ever  upon  mortal  stream  did  float 

XXXU. 
And  others  say,  that  when  but  three  houn  old* 

The  fiiBt4xNrn  Love  out  of  his  cradle  leapt. 
And  clove  dun  Chaos  with  his  win(pi  of  gold. 

And  like  a  horticultural  adept,. 
Stole  a  strange  seed,  and  w^^>t  it  up  in  mouU, 

And  sQw'd  it  in  his  mother's  star,  and  kept 
Watering  it  all  the  summer  with  sweet  dew. 
And  with  his  wings  &mung  it  as  it  grew. 

XXXIU. 
The  plant  grew  strong  and  green*^the  snowy  flower 

Fell,  and  the  long  and  gourd-like  fruit  began 
To  turn  the  light  and  dew  by  inward  power 

To  ita  own  substance ;  woven  tracery  ran 
Of  light  firm  texture,  ribb'd  tfnd  branching,  o'er 

The  solid  rind,  like  a  leaTs  veined  fan. 
Of  which  Love  sooop'd  this  boat,  and  with  soft  motion 
Pilond  it  wad  the  etreumfluoos  ocean- 
57  437 


100 


SHELLETS  POBUCAL  WORKa 


TT" 


XXXIV. 

ThiB  boat  she  raoQr'dupon  her  fbont,*uid  Ut 

A  living  tpirit  within  ^1  tto  frame, 
Brrathing  the  soul  of  swiflneM  into  it. 

Couch'd  on  the  fountain  like  a  panther  tame, 
'One  of  the  twain  at  Evah^s  feet  that  ait ; 

Or  as  on  Vesta's  sceptre  a  swiA  flame, 
Or  on  blind  Homer's  heart  a  winged  thooghtr— 
In  joyous  expectation  lajr  the  boat 

XXXV. 

Then  by  strange  art  she  kneaded  fire  and  anow 
Together,  tampering  the  repugnant  mass 

With  liquid  love — all  things  together  grow 
Through  which  the  harmony  of  love  can  paai ; 

And  a  fiur  Shape  out  of  her  hlknds  did  flow 
A  living  Image,  which  did  fiur  surpasa 

In  beauty  that  bright  shape  of  vital  stone 

Which  drew  the  heart  out  of  Pygmalion. 

XXXVI. 

A  seileas  thing  it  was,  and  in  its  growth 
It  seem'd  to  have  developed  no  defect 

Of  either  sex,  yet  all  the  grace  of  both,^ 

In  gentleness  and  strength  it»  limbs  were  deckM ; 

The  bosoih  lightly  swell'd  with  itp  full  youth. 
The  countenance  was  such  as  might  select 

Some  artist  that  his  skill  should  never  die, 

Imaging  ibrth  such  perfect  purity. 

xxxyii. 

From  its  smooth  shoalddrs  hung  two  rapid  wingi^ 
Fit  40  have  borne  it  to  the  seventh  sphere, 

Tipt  with  the  speed  of  Uqm'd  lighmings, 
Dyed  in  the  odors  of  the  atmosphere : 

She  led  her  creature  to  the  boiling  springs 

Where  the  light  boat  was  moor'd,— and  aaid-^ 
« Sit  here!" 

And  pointed  to  the  prow,  and  took  her  seat  ' 

Beside  the  rudder  with  opposing  feet. 

XXXVUI. 

And  down  the  streams  which  clove  tbooe  moontaina 
vast 

Around  their  inland  islets,  and  amid 
The  panther-peopled  forests,  whose  shade  cast 

Darkness  and  odors,  and  a  pleasure  hid 
In  melancholy  gloom,  the  pinnace  post ; 

By  many  a  star-surraunded  pyramid 
Of  icy  crag  cleaving  the  purple  sky. 
And  caverns  yawning  round  unftthmnably. 

XXXIX. 

Tie  ailver  noon  into  that  winding  dell, 
With  slanted  gleam  athwart  the  fiireet  tope, 

Temper'd  like  golden  evening,  feebly  fell ; 

A  green  and  glowing  light,  like  that  which  drops 

From  folded  liliea  in  which  glow-worma  dwell, 
When  earth  over  her  fiice  night's  mantle  wmpa ; 

Between  the  sever'd  mountains  lay  on  high 

Over  the  stream,  a  narrow  rift  of  sky. 

XL 

And  ever  as  she  went,  the  Image  lay 
With  folded  wings  and  unawakeaM  eyes; 

And  o'er  its  gentle  countenance  did  play 
The  busy  dreams,  as  thick  as  summer  fiies^ 

Chasing  the  rapid  smiles  that  would  not  aiay. 

And  drinking  the  warm  tears,  and  the  sweet  sighs 

Inhaling,  which,  with  busy  murmur  vain. 

They  had  aroused  from  that  full  heart  and 


XLL 

And  ever  down  the  prone  vale,  Uk»  a  dood 
Upon  a  stream  of  wind,  the  pinnace  went : 

Now  lingering  on  the  pools,  in  which  abod« 
The  calm  imd  darkiiess  of  the  deep  content 

In  which  they  paused ;  now  o'er  the  sbalk»w  road 
Of  white  and  dancing  waters  att  besprent 

With  sands  and  polish'd  pebbles  .•— moital  boat 

In  sach  a  shallow  rapid  could  not  float. 

XLU. 

And  down  thd  earthquaking  cataracts 
Their  snow-like  waien  into  golden  air. 

Or  under  chasms  unfathomable  ever 
Sepulchre  them,  till  in  their  rage  Ihey 

A  subterranean  portal  for  the  river. 
It  fled — the  circling  sunbows  did  upbear 

Its  fidl  down  the  hoar  precipice  of  spray. 

Lighting  it  for  upon  in  lampleas  way. 

XLUL 

And  when  die  wiasrd  lady  would  ascend 
The  labyrinths  of  some  many-winding  vale^ 

Which  to  Uie  inmost  mountain  upward  tend— 
She  caU'd'^'Hermaphroditns!"  and  the  pale 

And  heavy  hue  which  slumber  could  extend 
Over  its  lips  and  eiyes,  as  on  the  gale 

A  rapid  shadow  from  a  slope  of  grass, 

Into  the  darkness  of  the  stream  dUd 


xijy. 

And  it  nnfhilM  its  Heaveo-color'd  pimona, 
With  Stan  of  fire  spotting  the  stream  below , 

And  fiom  above  into  the  Sun's  domitnons 
Flinging  a  gfoiy»  like  the  golden  glow 

In  vidiich  spring  clothes  her  omensld-winged  nmuDn* 
All  interwoven  with  fine  feathery  snow 

And  moonlight  splendor  of  intensest  rime. 

With  which  frost  paints  the  pines  in  winimMime. 

XLV. 
And  then  it  winnow'd  the  Elysian  air 

Which  ever  hung  about  that  lady  bright, 
l^th  its  ethereal  vane— and  speeding  there. 

Like,  a  star  up  the  torrent  of  the  night. 
Or  a  swift  eagle  in  the  morning  glare 

Breasting  the  whiriwind  with  impetooof  fight; 
The  pinnace,  oar'd  by  those  enchtoted  wings, 
Clove  the  fierce  streams  towards  their  upper  sprisga 

XLVL 

The  water  flash'd  like  sunlight,  by  the  prow 
Of  a  nnonvwandering  meteor  flung  to  Heaven ; 

The  still  air  seem'd  as  if  its  waves  did  Bow 
In  tempest  down  the  mountains, — loosely  driven 

Hie  lady's  radiant  hair  stream'd  to  and  fro : 
Beneath,  the  billows  having  vainly  striven 

Indignant  and  impetuous,  roar'd  to  feel 

The  swift  and  steady  motion  of  the  keeL 

XLVn. 

Or,  when  the  weary  moon  vras  in  the  wane. 

Or  in  the  noon  of  interlunar  night. 
The  lady-witch  in'visfons  could  not  chain 

Her  spirit ;  but  sail'd  forth  under  the  light 
Of  shooting  stars,  and  bf  de  extend  amain 

His  stonn-oiitspeeding  wings,  th'  HermaphrodiM», 
She  to  the  Austral  waters  took  her  way. 
Beyond  the  fobufous  Thamondooona. 
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xLvin. 

Where,  like  a  meadow  which  no  toythe  hae  shaven. 
Which  rain  could  never  bend,  or  whiil-blaat  shake 

With  the  Antarctic  constellations  haven, 
Canopoa  and  his  crew,  lay  fh'  Austral  lake— « 

rhere  Ae  would  build  herself  a  windless  h^vea    . 
Out  of  the  clouds  whose  moving  turrets  make 

The  faestioDS  of  the  storm,  when  through  ihn  sky 

Tb»  BpiriiB  of  the  tempest  thunder^  by. 


A  hav«n.  beneath  whose  translucent  fkior 
The  tremolons  stars  sparkled  nniathnmaUy, 

Aod  around  which,  the  solid  vapon  hoar, 
Bssed  on  die  level  waters,  to  the  sky 

lifted  their  dreadful  crags ;  and  like  a  shore 
Of  wintry  mountains,  inaccessibly 

Hemm*d  in  with  rifts  and  predpioes  gray. 

And  hanging  crags,  many  a  cove  atad  bay. 


And  whilst  the  outer  lake  beneadi  the  lash 
Of  the  winds*  scourge,  ibam'd  like  a  wounded  thing; 

And  the  incessant  bail  with  stony  clssh 
Plow'd  op  the  waters,  aod  the  flagging  wing' 

Of  (he  roused  cormorant  in  the  lightning  flash 
Look'd  like  the  wTeck  Of  some  wind-wandering 

Fragment  of  inky  thunder-smoke— this  haven 

Wss  ss  a  gem  lo  copy  Heaven  engraven. 

LI. 
On  which  that  lady  play'd  her  many  pranks, 

Circling  the  image  of  a  shooting  star,,. 
Even  as  a  tiger  on  tfjrdaspes'  banks 

Ouispeeds  the  antelopes  which  speediest  are, 
In  her  light  boat ;  and  many  qnipa  and  cranks 

She  play'd  upon  the  water ;  till  the  car 
Of  the  late  moon,  like  a  sick  matron  wan,  ^ 

To  journey  from  the  misty  east  began. 

LIL 

And  then  she  call'd  out  of  the  hollow  turrets 
Of  those  high  clouds,  white,  golden  and  vermilion. 

The  armies  of  her  ministering  spirits — 
In  mighty  legions,  million  after  million  . 

They  came,  each  troop  emblazoning  its  merits 
On  meteor  flags ;  and  many  a  proud  pavilion. 

Of  the  intertezture  of  the  atmosphere. 

They  pitch'd  upon  the  plain  of  the  calm  mere. 

Lni. 

They  ftamed  the  imperial  tent  of  their  great  Queen 

Of  woven  exhalations,  underlaid 
With  lambent  lightning-flre,  as  may  be  seen 

A  ^ome  of  thin  and  open  ivory  inlaid 
^th  crimson  silk — cressets  from  the  serene 

Hung  tliere,  and  on  the  water  for  her  tread, 
A  tapestry  of  fleece-like  mist  was  strewn. 
Dyed  in  the  beams  of  the  ascending  moon. 

LIV. 

And  on  a  thione  o'erlaid  with  starlight,  caught 
Upon  those  wandering  isles  of  aery  dew. 

Which  highest  shoak  of  mountain  shipwreck  not,. 
She  sate,  and  heard  all  that  had  happen'd  new 

Between  the  earth  and  moon  since  they  had  brought 
The  last  intelligence — and  now  ^e  grew 

Pale  SB  diat  moon,  lost  in  the  watery  night — 

And  now  she  wept,  and  now  she  laugh'd  outright. 


LV. 

These  were  tame  pleasures. — She  would  often  climb 
The  steepest  ladder  o€  the  crudded  rack 

Up  to  some  beaked  cape  qf  cloud  sublime. 
And  like  Arion  on  die  dolphin's  back 

Ride  singing  through  the  shoreless  air.   Oft-time 
Following  the  serpent  lightning's  winding  track 

l&e  ran  upoii  the  platforms  of  the  wind. 

And  laugh'd  lo  hear  the  fire-balls  roar  behind. 

LVL 

And  sometimes  to  those  streams  of  upper  air. 
Which  whirl  the  earth  in  iti  diurnal  round. 

She  would  ascend,  and  win  the  spirits  there 
To  let 'her  join  their  chorus.    Mortals  found 

Hiat  on  those  days  the  sky  was  calm  and  fiiir. 
And  mystic  snatches  of  harmonious  sound 

Wander'd  upon  the  earth' where'er  she  post, 

And  happy  thoughts  of  hope,  too  sweet  to  last 

Lvn. 

Bat  her  choice  sport  V94  In  the  hours  of  sleeps 
To  glide  adown  old  Nuus,  f  'hen  he  threads 

Egypt  and  ^Ethiopia,  ih)m  the  steep 
Of  utmost  Azumd,  until  he  spreads. 

Like  a  calm  flock  of  silver-fleeced  sheep, 
'His  waters  on  the  plain :  and  crested  heads 

Of  cities  and  proud  temples  gleam  amid. 

And  many  a  vapor-belted  pyramid. 

Lvin. 

By  Msnis  and  the  Mareotid  lakes* 

Strewn  with  faint  blooms  like  bridal-chamber  flotef. 
Where  naked  boys  bridling  tame  watei^anakes. 

Or  eharioteering  ghastly  alligators, 
Had  left  on  the  sweet  waters  mighty  wakes 

Of  those  huge  forms : — within  the  brazen  doofs 
Of  the  great  labyrinth  slept  both  boy  and  beast,  , 
Tired  with  the  pomp  of  their  Osirian  feast. 

LIX. 

And  where  within  the  sur&ce  of  the  river 
The  shadowii  of  the  massy  temples  lie. 

And  never  are  erased — ^but  tremble  ever 

Like  things  which  every  cloud  can  doom  to  die, 

Through  lotus-paven  canals,  and  wheresoever 
The  woriEs  of  man  pierced  that  serenest  sky 

With  tombs,  and  towers,  andTiimes,  'twas  her  delight 

To  wander  in  the  shadow  of  the  night* 

"LX. 
l^tfa  motion  like  the  spirit  of  that  wind 

Whose  soft  step  deepens  slumber,  her  light  feet 
Ptost  through  the  peopled  haynts  of  human-kind. 

Scattering  sweet  visions  fiom  her  presence  sweety 
Through  fiine  and  palace-court  and  labyrinth  mined 

With  many  a  dartc  and  subterranean  street 
Under  the  Nile ;  through  chambers  high  and  deep 
She  past,  observing  mortals  in  their  sleep. 

LXI. 
A  pleasure  sweet  doubtleas  it  was  to  see 

Mortals  subdued  in  all  the  shapes  of  sleep. 
Here  lay  two  sister-twins  in  inftncy ; 

There,  a  lone  youth  who  in  his  dreams  did  weep 
Within,  two  lovers  link'd  innocently 

In  their  loose  locks  which  over  both  did  creep 
IJke  ivy  from  one- stem ; — and  there  lay  calm, 
Old  age  with  snow-bright  hair  and  folded  palm 
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Lxn. 

Bot  other  troubled  fbnna  of  sleep  she  mw, 

Not  to  be  mirror'd  in  a  holy  song. 
Distortions  ibul  of  supernatural  awe. 

And  pale  imaginings  of  vision'd  wrong« 
And  all  the  code  of  custom's  lawless  law 

Written  upon  the  brows  of  old  i^i4.  young : 
*  This,"  said  the  wizard  maiden,  <'  is  die  strife* 
Which  sdrs  the  hqujd  surface  of  man's  life." 

Lxin. 

And  little  did  the  sight  disturb  )ier  soul— 
We,  the  weak  mariners  of,  that  wide  lakeb' 

Where'er  its  shores  extend  or  billows  roll, 
Our  course  unpiloted  bM  starless  make 

O'er  its  wide  sur&ce  to  an  unknown  goal-r 
But  she  in  the  Calm  depths  her  way  could  lakdi 

Where  in  bright  bowers  immortal  forms  abide. 

Beneath  the  weltering  of  the  restless  tide. 

LXIV. 

And  she  saw  princes  couch'd  under  the  glow 
Of  sunlike  gems ;  and  round  each  lemple-couxt 

In  dormitories  ranged,  row  afler  row. 
She  saw  the  priests  asleep, — all  of  one  ^arU 

For  all  werejeducated  to  be  so  ^^ 
The  peasants  in  their  huts,  and  in  the  port 

The  sailors  she  saw  cradled  on  the  waves. 

And  the  dead  lull'd  within  their  dreamless  graves. 

LXV. 

Aid  all  the  Ibrms  in  which  thoee  spirils  lay 
Were  to  her  sight  like  the  diaphanous 

Veils,  in  which  those  sweet  ladies  ofl  array 
Their  delicate  limbs,  who  would  conceal  from  us 

Only  their  scorn  of  all  conceieUment :  they 
Move  in  the  light  pf  their  own  beauty  thns. 

But  these,  and  all,  now  lay  with  sleep  upon  them, 

And  little  thought  a  Witch  was  looking  on  them. 

LXVI. 

She  all  those  hnnan  figures  breathing  there 

Beheld  as  living  spirits^to  her  eyes 
Hie  naked  beauty  of  the  soul  lay  bare. 

And  otten  through  a  rude  and  worn  disguise 
She  saw  the  iimer  form  most  bright  and  fiu^— 

And  then, — she  had  a  charm  of  strange  device^^ 
Which  murraur'd  on  mute  lips  with  tender  tone. 
Could  make  that  spirit  mingle  with  her  own. 

L3CVII, 

Alas,  Aurora!  )vhat  wouldst  thou  have  given. 
For  such  a  charm,  when  Tithon  became  gray ! 

Or  how  much,  Venus,  of  thy  silver  Heaven 
Wouldst  thou  have  yielded,  ere  Proserpina 

Had  half  (oh !  why  not  all  f)  the  debt  foigiven 
Which  dear  Adonais  had  been  doom'd  to  pay» 

To  any  witch  who  would  have  taught  you  it! 

The  HeUad  doth  not  know  its  value  yet 

Lxvm. 

Tis  said  in  aAeMimes  her  spirit  five 
Knew  what  love  was,  and  felt  itself  alon^— ' 

But  holy  Dian  could  not  chaster  be 
Before  she  stoop'd  to  kiss  Endymlon, 

Than  now  this  lady — ^Uke'a  sexless  bee 

Twting  all  blosfoms,  and  confined  to  none— 

Among  those  mortal  forms,  the  wizard  maiden 

f  ass'd  with  an  eye  serene  and  heart  unladen. 


LXIX. 

To  those  she  saw  oiott  beautiful,  lihe  gav9 
.  Strange  panacea  in  a  crystal  bowL 
They  drank  in  their  deep  sleep  of  that  aweet 

And  lived  thenceforth  as  if  some  control 
Mighti^  than  life,  were' in  them ;  and  the  grave 
Of  such,  when  death  oppressed  die  weary  soul. 
Was  as  a  green  and  over^arching  bower, 
lit  by  the  gems  of  many  a  stany  ifower. 

LXX. 

For  on  tfie  ni^t  that  they  were  buried,  ahe 
Restored  the  embalmers*  ruining,  and  shook 

The  light  out  of  the  funeral  lamps,  to  be 
A  mimio  day  within  that  deathly  nook;  - 

And  she  unwotind  thje  woven  imagery. 
Of  second  childhood's  swaddling-banda,  and  took 

The  coflin^Jts  last  cradle,  from  ils  niche. 

And  throw  it  with  contempt  into  a  ditch. « 

LXXI. 
And  there  the  body  lay,  age  ader  age. 

Mute,  breaihing,  beating,  wann,  and  undecaying, 
Like  one  asleep  in  a  green  hermilage* 

M^th  gentle  sleep  about  its  eyelids  playing. 
And  living  in  its  dreams  beyond  die  nge 

Of  death  or  life ;  while  they  were  a^  airaying 
In  liveries  ever  new,  the  rapid,  blind 
And  fleeting  generatiooa  of  mankind. 

Lxxn. 

And  ihe  woul4  write  strange  dreams  upon  the  bram 
Of  those  who  were  less  beaotiiul.  and  make 

All  hnsh  and  crooked  purposes  more  vain 
Than  in  the  desert  is  the  serpent's  wake 

Which  the  sand  covers, — all  his  evil  gain 
The  miser  in  such  dreams  would  rise  and  shake 

Into  a  beggar's  lap ; — the  lying  scribe 

Would  his  own  lies  betray  without  a  bribe. 

Lxxm. 

The  priests  would  write  an  explanation  foU. 

Transbting  hieroglyi^cs  into  Greek, 
How  the  god  Apis  really  was  a  bull. 

And  nothing  more;  and  bid  the  herald  stick 
The  same  against  the  temple-doorsj  and  puU 

The  old  cant  down ;  they  licensed  all  to  speak 
Whatever  they  thought  of  hawks,  and, cats,  and  geese. 
By  pastoral  letters  to  each  diocese. 

LXXIV. 

The  king  would  dress  an  ape  up  in  his  crown 
And  robes,  and  seat  him  on  his  glorious  seat. 

And  on  the  right  hand  of  the  sunlike  thitme 
Would  place  a  gaudy  mock-bird  to  repeat 

T^e  chattoriogs  of  the  monkey. — ^Eveiy  one 
Of  the  prone  courtiers  crewl'd  to  kiss  the  feel 

Of  their  great  Emperor  when  the  morning  came , 

And  kin'd — alas,  how  many  kiss  the  same ! 

utxv. 

Tlie  aoldiers  dreantM  that  they  were  blacksmiths,  sad 
Walk*d  out  of  quarters  in  somnambulism : 

Round  the  red  anvils  you  might  see  them  stand 
like  Cyclopses  in  Vulcan's  soo^  abysm. 

Beating  their  swords  to  plowshares; — in  a  band 
The  jailen  sent  those  of  the  liberal  schian 

Free  through  the  streets  of  Memphis ;  much,  I 

To  the  annoyance  of  king  Amasis. 

440 


JOSCTBLLANEOUS  POEMa 


1«8 


LXXVI. 
And  tunid  loven,  wfio  had  been  m  007 

Ttiey  hftidly  knew  whether  they  kvred  or  not. 
Would  roe  out  of  their  rest,  and  take  sweet  joy, 

T(i  the  faliameat  of  their  inmoM  thought; 
And  whMk  next  day  the  maiden  and  the  boy 

Met  one  another,  both*  like  ainneni  eaught, 
Rloflh'd  at  the  thing  whkh  each  believed  was  doot 
Only  in  fancy — till  the  tenth  moan  ahoae  i 

LXXVIL 
And  then  the  l^tch  would  let  them  take  no  ill : 

Of  many  thousand  schemes  which  lovers  fnid 
Hie  Witch  ibund  one, — and  so  they  took  their  fill 

Of  happiness  in  marriage  Warm  and  kind. 
Friends  who  by  practice  of  some  envious  skill 

Were  tooi  apart,  a  wide  wound,  miiid  fioin  nind ! 
She  did  unite  agaill  with  visiotis  dear 
Of  deep  afieotion  and  of  truth  sincere.  ^ 

Lxxvm. 

These  were  Ae  -pntAa  she  play'd  among  the  oMea 
Of  moftal  men,  and  vrhat  she  did  lo  spritda 

And  Gods,  eniangUng  them  in  her  sweet  ^ttiee 
To  do  her  will,  and  show  their  subtle  sleights, 

I  will  deelate  another  time ;  for  it  is 
A  tale  more  fit  for  the  weird  winter  nig(hl»— 

Than  for  theae  gariah  somraer  days,  when  we' 

Seazcely  believe  much  more  than  yre  can  see). 


THE  TRIUMPH  OF  LIFE. 

Swin  as  a  apint  hastening  to  his  task 

Of  glory  and  of  good,  the  Sun  spiaiig  fialh 

Rqjoidng  in  his  splendor,  and  the  mask 

Of  darkness  foll^  finom  the  awaken'd  Earth*— 
The  smokeless  altars  of  the  mountain  snows 
Flamed  above  crimson  clouds,  and  at  the  bi;th 

Of  light,  the  Oeean's  orison  arose, 

To  which  the  birds  teiftper'd  their  matin  lay ; 

All  flowers  in  field  or  forest  which  uncloae 

Their  trembliDg  eyelids  to  the  kiss  of  day* 
Swinging  their  censers  in  thp  element, 
With  orient  ittcenae  lit  by  die  new  ray, 

Bum'd  slow  and  inconsumably,  and  sent 
Their  odorous  sighs  up  to  the  smiling  air; 
And,  in  iucce«ion  due,  did  continent, 

lile,  ocean,  and  all  thifegs  that  in  them  wear 
The  form  and  chancter  of  mortal  mould, 
Rile  as  the  ion  their  father  rose,  to  bear 

Their  portion  of  the  tori,  whic|i  he  of  old 
Took  as  his  own  &nd  then  imposed  on  them : 
But  I,  whom  thoughts  which  must  remain  untold 

Had  kept  at  wakeful  as  the  stars  that  gem 
The  cone  of  night,  now  they  were  laid  asleep, 
^etch*d  my  fiiint  limbs  beneath  the  hoary  stem 

Which  an  old  chesdiut  flung  athwart  the  steep 
Of  a  green  Apennine :  before  me  fled 
The  night;  behind  me  rose  the  day ;  the  deep 

3F 


Was  at  my  Aet,  md  Heaven  above  nfy  heed. 
When  a  strange  trance  over  my  fimcy  grew, 
Whidi  waa  net  aioBiber,  for  the  jtede  it  spread 

« 

Was  so  transparent,  &at  Ae  scene  came  tfarot^ 
As  clear  as  when  a  veil  of  light  is  drawn 
O'er  evening  hills  diey glimmer;  and  I  knew 

That  I  had  felt  the  freshness  of  that  dawp. 
Bathed  in  the  same  cold  dew  my  brow  and  h»af, 
And  sate  as  thus  upon  that  slope  of  lawn 

Under  the  lelf-aame  bough,  and  heard  as  theai 
The  birds,  the  fouolains,  and  the  ocean  hold 
Sweet  talk  in  music  tl^nough  the  enamored  air, 
And  then  a  vision  on  loy  biain  was  roird* 


As  in  that  trtmep  of  wbodious  thought  I  lay* 
This  waadia  tenor  of  my  waking  dreaa : — 
Methought  I  sate  biBside  a  pufalio  way 

Thick  strewn  with  siMtnner  dust,  and  a  great 
Of  people  there  was  hunying  to  and^fro, 
NnmeroM  as  gnats  upon  the  evening'  gleam. 


All  hastening  onward ;  yet  pone  seem'd  to  knoi 
Whither  he  went,  or  whence  he  came,  or  why 
He  made  one  of  the  multitude,  and  so 

I 

Was  home  aaiid  the  coewd.  as  throogh  the  i^ 
One  of  the  million  leavea  of  aipamei'a:biar( 
Old  age  and  youth,  manhood  and  infoncy. 


Mii'd  in  one  mii^ity  tomat  did  appear, 
Some  flying  fiom  the  thing  they  fear'd,  and 
Seeking  the  olgect  of  another's  fisar; 


And  otheiB,  as  with  steps  towards  the  tomb^ 
Pored  on  the  trodden  worms  that  crawrd  bcawaHl ; 
And  others  mournfully  within  the  gloom 

Of  their  own  shadow  walk'd,  and  call'd  itdaafli; 
And  some  fled  from  it  ae  it  were  a  ghosl. 
Half  fointing  in  the  affliction  of  vain  breadi : 

But  more,  with  motiona  which  each  other  cntf, 
Pursued  or  spnm'd  the  shadows  the  clouds  ibnm» 
Or  birds  within  the-  noonday  ether  lost. 

Upon  that  path  where  flowers  never  grew. 
And  weary  with  vain  toil  and  faint  for  thirst, 
Heard  not  the  fountains,  whose  melodioos  dew 

Out  of  their  mossy  oeUs  for  ever  burnt ; 

Nor  felt  the  breeze  which,  from  the  forest  told 

Of  grassy  paths  and  wood,  lawn-interspersed. 

With  overarching  elms  and  caverns  cold. 

And  violet  banks  where  sweot  dreams  brood,  btlft  Ai9f 

Pursued  their  serious  folly  as  of  old. 

And  as  I  gazed,  methought  that  in  the  wi^ 
The  throng  grew  wilder,  as  the  woods  of  Jane 
When  the  south  wind  shakes  the  extingoish'd  dor; 
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And  a  oold  glare,  inlaoflor  t|Mn  the  noon. 
But  icy  cold,  obMimed  with  [blinding]  light 
The  Min,  u  he  the  ■tan.    like  the  young  ibdoii» 

When  on  the  ninlit  limita  of  the  might 
Her  white  shell  iramfalea  amid  crimion  air, 
And  whilst  the  sleeping  tempest  gathers  might, 

Dodi,  as  the  herald  of  its  coming,  hear 

The  ghost  of  its  dead  mother,  whose  dim  frown 

Bends  in  dark  ether  from  her  iniant's  chair^— 

So  came  a  chariot  on  the  silent  storm 
Of  its  own  rushing  splendor,  and  a  Shape 
So  sate  within,  as  one  whom  years  deform. 

Beneath  a  dusky  hood  and  double  cape. 

Crouching  within  the  shadow  af  a  toinb ; 

And  o'er  what  seemed  the  head  a  cloud-like  crape 

Was  bent, «  dan  and  &int  ethereal  gloora 
Tempering  the  light  upon  the  chariot  beam; 
A  Janus-visaged  shadow  did  assume 

The  guidance  of  that  wonder>winged  team; 
The  shapes  which  drew  it  in  thick  lightnings 
Were  lost : — ^I  heard  alone  oo  the  air's  soft  gcream 

The  music  of  their  ever^noving  wings. 
AU  the  four  &ces  of  that  charioteer 
]Iad  their  eyes  banded ;  little  profit  brings 

Speed  in  the  van  and  blindneM  in  the  rear. 
Nor  then  avail  the  beams  that  quench  the  sun, 
Or  that  with  banded  eyes  could  pierce  the  sphere 

Of  all  that  is,  has  been  or  ^11  be  done ; 
So  ill  was  the  car  guided — but  it  past 
With  solemn  speed  mi^iestically  on. 

Tie  crowd  gave  way,  and  I  arose  aghast. 
Or  seem'd  to  rise,  so  mighty  was  the  trance, 
And  saw,  like  clouds  upon  the  thunder's  Idast, 

The  million  with  fierce  song  and  maniac  dance 
Raging  around~«uch  seem'd  the  jubilee 
As  when  to  meet  some  conqueror!s  advance 


Imperial  Rome  pour'd  forth  her  living 
From  senate-house,  and  forum,  and  theatre, 
When  [  ]  upon  the  t^e 

Had  bound  a  yoke,  which  soon  they  sioop'd  to  bear. 
Nor  wanted  here  the  just  similitude 
Of  a  triumphal  pageant,  for  where'er 

The  chariot  roll'd,  a  captive  multitude 

Was  driven, — aU  those  who  had  grown  old  in  power 

Or  misery,— all  who  had  their  age  subdued 

By  action  or  by  suflering,  and  whose  hour 

Was  drain'd  to  its  last  sand  in  weal  or  woe. 

So  that  the  trunk  survived  both  fruit  and  fltower;— 

All  those  whose  fame  or  iniamy  must  grow 
Till  the  great  winter  lay  the  form  and  name 
Of  this  green  earth  with  them  for  ever  low; — 


All  but  the  saered  few  who  could  not  tame 
Their  spirits  to  the  conqueron-^but 
As  they  bad  iMicb'd  the  world 


Fled  back  Kke  eagles  to  dteir  native 
Or  those  who  put  aside  the  diadem 
Of  earthly  thrones  or  gems  [ 


Were  there,  of  Athens  or  Jemsslem, 
Were  neither  'mid  the  mighty  captives 
Nor  'mid  the  ribald  crowd  that  foUow'd 


Nor  those  who  went  before  fierce  and  obecene. 
The  wild  dance  maddens  in  the  van,  and  those 
Who  lead  it,  fleet  as  shadows  on  the  green, 

Oatspeed  the  chariot,  and  without  repoae 
Mix  with  each  other  in  tempestuous 
To  savage  music ;  wilder  as  it  grows. 


They,  tortured  by  their  agcmianig 
Convulsed  and  on  the  repid  whiriwinds  span 
Of  that  fierce  spirit,  whose  unholy  leisure 

Was  soothed  by  mischief  since  the  woiU  begun 
Throw  back  their  heads  and  loose  their  streaming 
And  in  their  dance  round  her  who  dims  the  aoo. 


Maidens  and  youths  fling  dieir  wild  arms  in 
As  their  foot  twinkle,  they  recede',  and  now 
Bending  within  each  other's  atmosphere 

Kindle  invisibly— and  as  they  glow. 
Like  moths  by  light  attracted  and  repelPd, 
Oft  to  their  bright  destruction  come  and  go^ 


Tip,  like  two  clouds  into  one  vale  impeird. 

That  shake  the  mountains  when  their  Ughtninga mingle 

And  die  in  rain — the  fiery  band  which  held 

Their  naturao,  snaps— the  shock  still  biay  tingle ; 
One  foils  and  then  another  in  the  path 
Senseless— nor  is  the  desolation  single ; 

Tet  ere  I  can  say  when — ^tbe  chariot  hath 
PM  over  them — nor  other  trace  I  find 
But  as  of  foam  after  the  ocean's  wxath 

Is  spent  upon  the  desert  shore : — ^behind, 
(Xd  men  uid  women  foully  disarrey'd. 
Shake  their  gny  hairs  in  flie  insulting 


To  seek,  to  [         ],  to  strain  vith  liralu  decay'd. 
Limping  to  reach  the  light  which  leaves  them  still 
Farther  behind  and  deeper  in  the  shade. 


Bat  not  flie  less  with  impoteooe  of  will 
They  wheel,  though  ghsistly  shadows  interpose 
Round  them  and  round  each  other,  and  folfil 

llieir  work,  and  in  the  dust  from  whence  they 
Sink,  and  corruption  veils  them  as  they  lie. 
And  past  in  these  performs  what  [  ]  ii 


Struck  to  the  heart  by  this  sad  pageantry, 
Half  to  myself  I  said— And  what  is  this! 
Whose  shape  is  that  within  the  car  T  And  why- 
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I  would  hftve  addedf— »  all  here  uniM  7^- 

^t  a  voice  anaweKd— >^  life !" — I  turn'd,  aivt  knew 

(Oh  Heaven,  have  mercy  on  mich  wretchndniwi !) 

That  what  I  thought  waa  an  old  root  which  grew 
To  tHiuige  distortion  out  of  the  hillwride, 
Was  indeed  one  of  thoie  deluded  crew«    . 

And  that  the  grew,  which  methought  hung  ao  wide 
And  white,  wai  hut  hii  thin  discolored  hair, 
And  that  the  holes  it  vainly  sought  to  hide. 


Were  or  had- been  eyes : — "  If  thou  canit  ibriiear 
To  join  the  dance,  which  I  had  well  forborne !" 
Saiti  the  grim  Feature  of  my  thought:  *< Aware, 

"  I  will  tinlbld  that  which  to  this  deep  soom 
Led  me  and  my  companions,  and  relate 
The  progress  of  the  pageant  since  the  mom; 

"  If  thint  of  knowled^  shall  not  then  abate, 

Follow  it  thou  even  to  the  night,  but  I 

Am  weary.*^ — ^Then  like  one  who  with  the  weight 

Of  his  own  words  is  staggered,  wearily 

He  paused ;  and  ere  he  could  resume,  I  cried ; 

"  Fint,  who  art  thou  ?'*— ^  Before  thy  memony, 

"  I  feaKd,  loved,  hated,  sufier*d,  did  and  died, 
And  if  the  spark  with  which  Heaven  lit  my  spirit 
Had  been  with  purer  sentiment  supplied, 

"  Corruption  would  not  now  thus  much  inherit 
Of  what  was  once  Rousseau^ — noc  this  disguise 
Stain'd  that  which  ought  to  have  disdain'd  to  wear  it; 

'  If  f  have  been  extingniah'd,  yet  there  rise 

A  thousand  beacons  fiom  the  spark  I  bore" — 

"  And  who  are  those  chain'd  to  the  cart  "^-''ThekWiae, 

**  The  great  the  unfbrgotten, — they  who  wore 
Mitres  and  helms  and  crowns,  or  wreaths  of  light, 
Sgns  of  thought's  empire  over  thought — their  lore 

"  Taught  them  not  thisj  to  know  themselves;  their  might. 

Could  not  repress  the  mysteiy  within. 

And  for  the  mom  of  truth  they  feign*d,  deep  night 

"  Caught  them  ere  evening.** — *^  Who  is  he  with  chin 
Upon  his  breast,  and  hands  crost  on  his  chain  ? " — 
"  The  Child  of  a  fierce  hour ;  he  sought  to  win 

"The  world,  and  lost  all  that  it  did  contain 
Of  greatness,  in  its  hope  destroyM ;  and  more 
Of  fome  end  peace  than  virtue's  self  can  gaiui 

"  Without  the  opportunity  which  bore 

Him  on  its  eagle  pinions  to  the  ]ftak 

From  which  a  thousand  climben  have  before 

Fall'n,  as  Napoleon  foil*'— I  felt  my  cheek  ' 
A  her,  to  see  the  shadow  pass  away 
Whose  grasp  had  left  the  giant  world  so  weak. 

That  every  pigmy  kick'd  it  as  it  lay ; 
And  much  I  grieved  to  think  how  power  and  will 
n  opposition  rule  cur  mortal  day, 


And  why  God  made  irreconcilably 

Good  and  the  means  of  good ;  and  for  deapair 

1  half  disdain'd  mine  eyes'  desire  to  fill 

With  the  spent  vision  of  the  times  that  v^en 

And  scar^  have  ceaM-to  bd^->*Dost  thou  behoU," 

Said  my  guide,  **  thoae  spoilers  spoil'd,  Voltaire, 

'*  Frederic,  and  Pteul,  Catherine,  and  Leopold, 
And  hoary  anarchs,  demagogues,  and  sage — 
names  the  worid  thinks  always  okl, 

«  For  m  die  battle,  Ufo  and  they  did  wage. 
She  remain'd  conqueror.  1  vras  overcome 
By  my  own  heart  alone,  whidh  neither  age, 

"  Nor  fears,  nor  infamy,  nor  now  the  tomb. 
Could  temper  to  its  ol^ect  — **  Let  them  pass," 
I  cried,  **  the  world  aiMl  its  mysterioui^  doom 

<<  Is  not  so  much  more  glorious  than  it  was. 
That  I  deare  to  wonhip  those  who  drew  • 
New  figuree  on  its  fillse  and  fragile  glass 

''As  the  old  faded.'*— «  Figuree  ever  new 
Rise  on  the  bubble,  paint  them  as  jrou  toasf } 
We  have  but  thrown,  as  those  before  us  threw, 

"  Our  shadows  on  it  as  it  pass*d  away. 

But  mark  how  ehain'd  lo  the  triumphal  chait 

The  mighty  phantoms  of  an  elder  day ; 

"All  that  is  mortal  of  great  Plato  there 
Expiates  the  joy  and  woe  his  master  knew  not ; 
The  slur  that  ruled  his  doom  was  fiur  too  fair, 

"  And  life,  where  long  that  ffower  of  Heaven  grew  na^ 
Conquered  that  heart  by  foviS,  which  gold,  or  pain. 
Or  age,  or  sloOi,  or  slavery  could  subdue  iML 

"And  near  walk  the  [  ]  twam. 

The  tutor  and  his  pufMl,  whom  Dominion 
Follow*d  as  tame  as  vulture  in  a  chain. 

"The  world  was  darken'd  'oeneath  eidier  pinion 
Of  him  whom  from  the  flock  of  conquerors 
Fame  singled  out  for  her  thunder-bearing  minion; 

**  The  other  loqg  outlived  both  woes  and  wars. 
Throned  in  the  thoughts  of  men,  and  still  had  kept 
The  jealous  key  of  truth's  eternal  doors, 

"  If  Bacon's  eagle  spirit  had  not  leapt 

Like  lightning  out  <Mf  darkness — ^he  eomp^'d 

The  Plotens  shape  of  Nature  as  it  slept 

"  To  wake,  and  lead  him  to  the  caves  diat  held 

The  treasure  of  the  secrets  of  its  reign. 

See  the  great  bards  of  elder  time,  who  quell'd 

The  passions  which  they  sung,  as  by  their  strain 
May  well  be  known :  their  living  melody 
Tempen  its  own  contagion  to  the  vein 

"  Of  those  who  are  inihcted  with  it—I 
Have  suffor'd  what  I  wrote,  or  viler  pain ! 
And  so  my  words  have  seeds  of  misery' 
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*  ♦  ♦ 


[Thero  ii  a  ebaam  kere  in  the  MS.  which  it  is  im- 
poniUe  to  fill  Ufk  li  appean  from  the  context, 
that  other  shapes  pass,  and  that  Rousseau  still  stood 
baa4e  tfaa  draamar»  as]— 


he  pointed  to  a  oompanyr 


Midst  whom  I  quickly  recognised  die  heirs 

Of  CflBsar's  onme,  from  him  to  ^onstantine^ 

The  anarch  cfaieft,  whose  fierceand  murderouanana 

Bsd  fbundedmany  a ■oeplve*beanQg line,   . 
And  spread  the  pbgue  of  gold  and  blood  abiead : 
And  Gregocy  and  John,  and  men  divine^ 

Who  rose-like  shadows  between  man  and  CSed; 

Till  that  edipse,  still  hanging  over  heavenr 

Was  worshipped  by  the  world  o<er  which  they  st«9de. 

For  the  tru»su»  it  quencb*d—^Their.power- was. given 
But  to  destroy,"  replied  the  leader  ^— ^  I 
Am  one  of  those  who  have  created,  efwn 

''If  it  be  but  a  worid  of  agmiy."— 

"  Whence  tmomi  thou ?  andr whither  goost  Ihoaf 

How  did  thy  oeurse  begiik?"  I  said,  ** and  why? 

"  Mine  eyes  are  sick  of  thb  perpetual  flow 

Of  people,  and  my  heart  siok  of  one  asd  thougfat-r- 

Speak!" — ^Whence  I  am».I  partly  seem  to  knew, 

I'And  how  and  by  what  paths  I  have  been  brought 
To  this  dread  pass^methinka  even  thou  mayeet  guess; 
Why  this  should  he,  my  milid  can  compasa  not; 

**  Whither  the  conqueror  hurries  me,  still  len  9— 
But  follow  thou,  and  from  spectator  tuiQ 
Actor  or  viciim  in  this  wretchedness, 

"And  vrfaat  thou  wouldst  be  taught  I  then  may  leara 
From  thee.    Now  listen : — ^In  the  April  prime. 
When  all  the  forest  lips  b^gan  to  bum 

"  With  Idndling  green,  touched  by  the  azure  dime 
Of  the  young  year's  dawn^,  I  was  laid  asleep 
Under  a  mountain,  which  from  unknown  time 

**  Had  yawa*d  into  a  cavern,  high  and  deep  • 

And  from  it  came  a  gentle  rivulet. 

Whose  water,  like  dear  air,  in  its  calm  sweep 

**  Bent  the  soft  grass,  and  kept  for  ever  wet 

The  stems  of  the  sweet  flowen,  and  fill'd  the  frove 

With  sounds  which  whoso  hears  must  needs  focget 

**  All  pleasure  and  all  pain,  all  hate  and  love. 
Which  they  had  knowm  before  that  hour  of  rest; 
A  sleeping  mother  then  would  dream  not  of 

Her  only  child  wh»  died  upon  her  breast 
At  eventide— a  \dug  would  mourn  no  more 
The  crows  of  which  his  brows  were  dispossest 


**  When  the  sun  linger'd  o*er  liis 
To  gild  his  rival's  new  prosperity. 
Tbott  wouldst  forget  thup  vainly  10 


**  lUs,  whieh  if  ills  can  find  no  cure  fion  tfiee. 
The  thought  of  which.no  other  sleep  will  qoeM 
Nor  other  music  blot  from  memory. 


*  So  sweet  and  deep  is  ihe'oUivinB  spell ; 
And  whether  lifo  had  been  before  that  aieep 
The  heaven  which  I  imagine,  or  a  hell 


« like  thip  hash  worid  in  vriiich  I 
I  kittxw  noL    1  arose,  and  tar  a  spare 
The  aoene  of- woods  and  waters 


la  wee| 
i*d  to^ke^k. 


**  Though  it  was  now  faioad  day,  a  genda 
Of  light  diviner  than  the  common  sun 
Sheds'on  the  oommon  earth,  and  all  the 


"  Was  fill'd  with  magic  sounds  woven  ilMo 

Oblivious  melody,  oenfusii^  sepae 

Amid  Ifte  gUdiHg  wavea  and  ahadews  don ; 


"And,  as  I  look'd,  the  bo^t  ommpreaance 
Of  morning  thiouf^  the  orient  cavern  flow'd. 
And  the  sun's  image  radiantly  intei 


**  Bum'd  on  the  waten  of  the  v«ell  that  glow'd 
like  gold,  and  threaded  all  the  forest's  maae 
With,  winding  padia  of  emerald  fircr;  Ifaara  stood 


"  Anud  the  svn,  as  he  amidithe  Uace 
Of  his  own  glory,  on  the  vibraling 
Floor  af  the  fountain*  paved  with 


laysL 


"A  Shape  all  light,  which  vrith  one  tmnd  did  flc« 
Dew  en  the  earth,  aa  if  she  were  the  dawn. 
And  the  invisible  rain  did  ever  sing 

**  A  silver  music  on  the  mony  lawn ; 
And  still  before  me  on  the  dus^y  grass. 
Iris  her  roany.eoIor'd  searf  had  drawn  r 

"  In  her  bright  hand  she  bore  a  crystal  glass, 
Mantling  with  bright  Nepenthe ;  the  fierce  splendcw 
Fell  fiom*  her  as  she  moved  under  the  mass 

**  Out  of  the  deep  cavern,  with  palms  so  tender. 
Their  tread  broke  not  the  mirror  of  its  lullow  ; 
She  glided  along  the  ^ver,  and  did  bend  her 

**  Head  under  the  dark  boughs,  till  like  a  willow. 
Her  foir  fiair  swept  the  bosom  of  the  stream 
That  whisper'd  with  delight  to  be  its  pilloiv. 


"  As  one  enamor'd  is  upbohie  in  dream 
O'er  lily-pavan  lakas  'mid  silver  mist. 
To  wondrous  music,  so  thisjihape  might 


«  Partly  to  tread  the  waves  with  feet  which  kns'd 
The  dancing  foam ;  partly  to  glide  along 
The  air  which  rougben'd  tb^  moist  amethyst, 

**Or  the  foint  morning  beoms  that  foil  among 
The  trees,  or  the  soft  shadoii's  of  the  trees ; 
And  her  feet,  ever  to  the  ceasdeaB  song 

444 


MISCELLANEOUS  POfiMS. 


107 


"Of  leaves,  uid  wbid^  vid  watm,  and  triitb,  and  bew, 
And  falling  drops,  moved  to  a  meaaore  new 
Tet  sweet;  as  on  like  summer  evening  breeae* 

"  Up  from  the  lake  a  shape  of  golden  dew 
Between  two  rocks,  athwart  the  rising  moon, 
Dances  i*  the  wind,  where  never  eagle  flew ; 

**  And  still  her  feet,  no  less  thanlhe  sweet  tnne 
To  which  they  moved,  seem'd  as  they  moved,  to  Mot 
The  tboaghts  of  him  who  gazed  on  them;  and  soon 

$ 

s  • 

"  AH  that  was,  seem'd  as  if  it  bad  been  not ; 
And  all  the  gaier's  mind  was  strewn  beneath 
Her  feet  like  emben;  and  she,  thought  by  thodght, 

**  Tmmpled  its  sparks  into  the  dust  of  death ; 
As  day  upon  the  threshold  of  the  east 
Treads  out  the  lamps  of  night;  until  the  breath 

"  Of  darkneis  reilluroine  even  the  least 

Of  heaven's  living  eyes^ltke  d^y  she  came. 

Making  the  night  a  (hpeam ;  and  ere  she  ceased 

"  To  move,  as  one  lielween  desire  and  shame 
Suspended,  I  said — If,  as  it  doth  seem. 
Thou  comest  from  the  realm  without  a  name, 

**  Into  this  valley  of  perpetual  dream» 

Show  whence  I  cane,  and  where  I  am,  and  why«- 

Pft«  not  away  upon  the  passing  stream.  • 

''Arise  and  quench  thy  thiihl,^was  her  reply. 
And  as  a  shut  lily.  stric\^en  fay  the  wand 
Of  dewy  morning's  vital  alchemy, 

**  I  rose ;  and,  bending  at  her  sweet  command; 
Touch'd  with  fiunt  lipe  the  cup  she  hnsed. 
And  suddenly  my  brain  became  as  sand 

"Where  the  tint  wuve  had  more  than  half  erased 
The  track  of  deer  on  desert  Labrador; 
Whilst  the  wolf,  from  which  they  fled  amazed. 

*  Leaves  hii  stamp' visibly  upon  tha  shore, 
Until  the  second  bursts ; — so  on  my  sight 
Bant  a  new  vision,  never  seen  before, 

**  And  the  lair  shape  wandd  Jn  the  coming  light. 
As  veil  by  veil  the  silent  splendor  drops 
From  Lucifer,  ainid  the  cbiysolite 

"  Of  sun-Tiae,  ere  it  tinge  the  mountain-tops ; 
And  as  the  presence  of  that  fairest  planet, 
Although  unseen,  is  felt  by  one  who  hopes 

"That  his  day's  path  may  end  as  he  began  it. 
In  that  star's  smile,  whose  light  is  like  the  scent 
Of  a  jonquil  when  evening  breezes  fim  it» 


"  Or  the  soft  note  m  which  his  dear  lament 
The  Bresdan  shepherd  breathes,  or  the  cai 
That  tum'd  his  weaiy  slumber  to  content;* 


*  The  fhvonie  song,  **  Stanee'dl 
to  a  Breseiaa  aaUonal  air. 


PBSfolsr  to  nenovdlB. 


**  So  knew  I  in  that  light* s  severe  eicess 

The  presence  of  that  shape  which  on  the  stream 

Moved)  ss  1  meved  a]fling.the  wiUemess, 

**  More  din4y  than  a  day<appearJng  dream. 

The  ghost  of  a  forgotten  form  asleep ; 

A  light  of  l^jeaven,  whose  hal^eitiaguisb'd'beam 

**  Through  the  sick  day  in  which  we  wake  to  weep, 
Glitten,  for  ever  sought,  for  ever  lost ; 
S6  did  that  shape  its  obseure  tenor  keep 

**  Beside  my  path,  as  silent  as  a  ghost ; 
But  the-  new  Vision,  and  the  cold  bright  car. 
With  sofemn  speed  and  stunniag  music,  crust 

*<  The  forest,  and  as  if  from  some  dread  war 
Triumphantly  returning,  the  loud  millicHi 
Fiercely  exloU'd  the  fortune  of  her  star. 

**  A  moving  arch  of  victecy,.  the  vermilbn^ 
And  green  and  azure  plumes  of  Jris  had 
Built  high  over  her  wind*wing'd  pavilion, 

"  And  underneath  ethereal  glory  clad 
The  wilderness,  and  for  before  her  flew 
The  tempast  of  the  splendery  wluch  forbad^ 

*'  Shadow  to  fall  from  teeif  and  stone ;  the  crow 
Seem'd  in  that  light  like  atomies  to  dance 
Within  a  sunbeam  ^-some  uik>n  the  new 

**  Embroidery  of  ftowers,  that, did  enhance' 
The  grassy  vesture  of  the  desert,  play'd,  '' 
Forgetful  of  tne  chariot's  swift  advance  ,\; 

"Othen  stood  gazing,  till  within  the  shade' 
Of  the  great  mountain  its  light  lefV  them  dim ; 
Oihen  outspeeded  it ;  and  oiheiii  made 

**  Circles  around  it,  jike  the  clouds  that  swim 
Round  the  high  moon  in  a  bright  sea  of  air ; 
And  more  did  follow,  vrilh  exulting  hymn, 

**  The  chariot  and  the  captives  fetrer'd  there  s— 
But  all  like-  bubbles  on  an  eddying  flood 
Fell  into  the  same  track  at  last,  and  were 

'*  Borne  onward. — ^I  among  the  multitude 

Was  swept^me,  sweetest  flowen  delay 'd  not  long; 

Me,  not  the  shadow  nor  the  solitude'; 

**  Me,  not  that  falling  stream's  Lethean  song; 
Me,  not  the  .phantom  of  that  early  form. 
Which  moved  upon  its  motion — but  among 

"  The  thickest  billows  of  that  living  alarm 
I  plunged,  and  bared  my  bosom  to  the  clime  ' 
Of  that  cold  light,  whose  airs  too  soon  delbim. 

"  Before  the  chariot  had  begun  to  climb 
The  oppoaing  steep  of  that  mysterious  dell. 
Behold  a  wonder  worthy  of  die  rhyme 

**  Of  liim  who  from  the  lowest  depths  of  hell. 
Through  every  paradise  and  through  all  glory. 
Love  led  serene,  and  who  retum'd  tn  teQ 
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"  The  iwnla  of  hate  and  oare  (  the  wondraua  atory 
How  all  things  are  transfigured  except  Love ; 
For  deaf  as  ia  a  sea,  whioh  wrath  laakes  haary. 


"  The  world  can  hear  net  the  sweet  netea  that 
The  spheiie  whose  light  is  meledy  to  Iotoi 
A  wonder  wwrthy  oi'  his  rhyatfr^ihe 'grave 


"  Grow  deoae  «ith  shadout  to  in  inmoat  <!oven. 
The  earth  was  gray  with  phantoms,  and  the  air 
Was  peopled  with  dim  forms,  as  when  there  Jio¥en 

**  A  fleck  of  vampire-bats  befogs  the  glare 

Of  the  tropio  sun,  bringing,  ere  evening. 

Strange  night  upon  some  Indian  vale ; — thus  wero 

**  Pbamana  diflused  around ;  and  some  did  fling 
Shadows  of  shadows,  yet  unlike  theraselvea, 
Behind  them;  some  like  eaglets  on  the  wing 

**  Wero  lost  in  the  white  day ;  othen  like  e^'ea 
Danoed  in  a  thousand  unimagined  shapes 
Upon  the  sunny  streams  and  grassy  sbeh'es ; 


**  And  otheia'sate  chattering  like  rest] 

On  vulgar  hands,    •    •    •    •    • 

Some  made  a  cradle  oC  the  ermined  capea 

*'  Of  kingly  mantles ;  some  across  the  tiro 
Of  pontifli  rode,  like  demons ;  others  play*d 
Under  the  crown  which  girt  with  empin 

"  A  baby*s  or  aa  idiofs  brow,  and  made 

Their  nests  in  jc    The  old  anatomies 

Sate  hatching  their  bofie  broods  uiider  the  shade 

**  Of  demon  win^i,  and  kugh'd  fiom  their  dead  eyiea 

To  roossume  the  delegated  power, 

Anay'd  in  which  those  worms  did  qionarchiad, 


"Who  make  this  earth  (heir  chameL   -Olfaeia 
Humble,  like  fiUoons,  sate  upon  thcs  flat 
Of  common  men,  and  round  their  heads  did 


"Or  like  small  gnats  and  ffies,  aa  thick  as  mist 
On  evening  nuirshes,  throog'd  about  the  brow 
Of  lawyers,  statesmen,  priest  and  theorist : — 

*  And  others,  like  disoolor'd  dakea  of  snow 
On  frirest  bosoms  and  the  sunniest  hair,  . 
FelU  and  were  melted  by  the  youthful  glow 

**  Which  they  exiingaish'd ;  and,  like  lean,  they  were 
A  veil  to  those  from  whose  faint  lids  they  raia'd 
In  drops  of  sorrow.    I  became  awaw 

"  Of  whence  tfaoae  forma  proceeded  which  tfaoa  ataia'd 
The  track  in  which  we  moved.     AAer  brief  apace. 
From  eveiy  ibim  the  beauty  alowly  waned ;  ' 

"  From  every  flrmest  hmb  and  fairost  ftce 

The  strongth  and  freshness  fell  like  dust,  and  left 

Hie  action  and  the  shape  without  the  grace 

**  Of  life.    The  marble  brow  of  youth  was  dell 
With  caro ;  and  in  those  eyes  where  once  hope  shone, 
like  a  Ikmeasbereft 


**  Of  her  last  cub,  glared  ere  it  died ;  each  out 

Of  that  great  crowd  sent  forth  incessantly 

These  shadows,  numerous  as  the  dead  lesvea  blows 

**  In  autoron  evening  from  a  poplar-tree. 
Each  like  himself  and  like'  each  oUier  were 
At  first;  but  some  distorted,  seeroUi  to  be 

"Obacuro  clouds,  aaoulded  by  the  casual  air; 
And  of  this.stuflr  the  car*s  creative  ray 
Wrapt  all  the  busy  phantoms  that  were  ther^. 

'*  As  the  sun  shapes  the  clouds ;  thus  on  the  waiy 
Mask  afler  mask  fell  from  the  countenance 
And  form  of  all;  and  long  before  the  day 

"  Was  old,  the  joy  which  waked  like  heaven'a  glaaea 
Tlie  sleepers  in  the  oblivious  valley,  died; 
And  some  grew  weary  of  the  ghastly  dance. 


**  And  foil,  as  I  have  fallen ;  by  the  vtuy-mde  ^- 
Those  soonest  from  whose  fomis  most  shadows 
And  least  of  strength  and  beauty  did  atHde.** 

"Then,  what  ia  lifo  ?  I  cried.'*— 


UNES  WKfTTEN  AMONG  TH^  BUC  AN£AN  HIU& 

OCTOBER,  1816. 


These  linep  were  written  after  s  day's  exrnnjon  amoag 
those  lonely  ranuntains  which  surround  what  was  ones 
the  retreat,  and  where*  is  now  the  nepukhrr,  of  Petrarch. 
If  aay  oM  is  inclined  to  condemn  the  iasertioa  of  the  la* 
troduotory  lines,  which  imsfe  (brth  the  midden  relief  of  a 
state  of  deep  despoadeaey  by  the  radiant  Tinons  disclsswl 
by  the  sadden  burst  of  an  Italian  suariae  in  aatuma  oa 
the  highest  peak  of  those  delightful  mountaios.  I  caa  oidy 
oflfer  as  Diy  excuse,  that  they  were  not  erased  at  the  m> 
quest  of  a  dear  friend,  with  whom  added  years  of  ialsr> 
coarse  only  add  to  my  apprehension  of  its  value»jmd  wha 
would  have  bad  more  rifrht  than  any.  one  to  oomplaia, 
that  ate  has  not  been  able  to  extinguish  in  me  the  very 
power  of  delineating  sadness. 


Many  a  green  isle  needs  must  be 
In  the  deep  wide  sea  of  misery. 
Or  (he  mariner,  worn  and  wan* 
Never  thus  could  voyage' on 
Day  and  night,  and  night  and  day, 
Drifiing  on  his  dreary  way. 
With  the  aolid  darkness  black 
Closing  round  his  veasers  track; 
Whilst  above,  the  sunless  sky. 
Big  with  clouds,  hanga  heavily. 
And  behind  the  tempest  fleet 
Hurries  on  with  lightning  feet. 
Riving  sail,  and  cord,  and  plank. 
Till  the  ship  has  almost  drank 
Death  from  the  o'ei^brimming  deep ; 
And  sinks  down,  down,  like  that  sleep 
When  the  dreamer  seems  to  be 
Weltering  through  eternity ; 
And  the  dim  low  line  before 
Of  a  dark  and  distant  shore 
SiiM  r^edea,  as  ever  still 
Longuig  with  divided  wfll. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMa 


IM 


Bat  no  power  to  seek  or  ihon, 

Ho  k  OYor  drifted  oa 

O'er  the  olkreposing  ^ave, 

To  the  haven  of  the  grave. 

What,  if  there  no  friends  vnji\  greet , 

What,  if  there  tio  heart  will  iheet 

Hifl  with  love's  impatient  beat ; 

Wander  wheresoe'er  he  may, 

Cao  he  dream  beibre  that  day 

To  find  a  refuge  from  distress 

Id  friendship's  smile,  in  love's  caress  t 

Then  'twill  wreak  him  little  woe 

Whether  snch  there  be  or  no : 

Senseless  is  the  breast,  and  cold, 

Which  relenting  love  would  fpld ; 

Bloodless  are  the  veins  and  chill 

Which  the  pulse  of  pain  did  fiU ; 

Every  little  living  nerve 

lliat  from  bitter  words  did  swerve 

Round  the  tortured  lips  and  brow. 

Are  like  sapless  leaflets  now 

Fnnen  upon  December's  bough. 

On  the  beach  of  a  northern  sea. 

Which  tempests  shake  eternally, 

Ai  once  the  wretch  there  lay  to  slofp^ 

lies  a  solitary  heap^ 

One  white  skull  and  seven  diy  bonea. 

On  the  margin  of  the  stones. 

Where  a  few  gmy  rushes  stand. 

Boundaries  of  the  sea  and  land : 

Nor  is  heard  one  voice  of  wail 

But  the  sea-mews',  as  they  sail 

O'er  the  billows  of  the  gale ; 

Or  the  whirlwind  up  and  down 

Howling,  hke  a  slaughter'd  town. 

When  a  king  in  glory  rides 

Through  the  pomp  of  fnixricidfte : 

Those  unburied  bones  around 

There  is  many  a  mournful  soood ; 

There  h  no  Jament  for  him, 

like  a  sunless  vapor,  dim. 

Who  once  clothed  with  life  and  thou^^t 

What  now  moves  nor  murmurs  not 


Ay,  many  flowering  islands  lie 
In  the  waters  of  wide  Agony : 
To  such  a  one  this  mom  wi^  led 
My  bark,  by  soft  winds  piloted. 
'Mid  the  mountains  Euganean, 
I  stood  listening  to  the  psean 
With  which  the  )egion'd  rooks  did  hail 
The  sun's  uprise  nuyestical ; 
Gathering  round  with  wings  all  hoar, 
Through  the  dewy  mist  they  soar 
like,  gray  shades,  till  th'  eastern  heavan 
Bursts,  and  then,  as  clouds  of  even, 
Fleck'd  with  fire  and  azure,  lie 
In  the  unfath6mable  sky. 
So  tho  r  plumes  of  purple  grain, 
SCarr'd  with  drops  of  golden  rain. 
Gleam  above  the  sunlight  woods, 
As  in  silent  multitudes 
On  the  morning's  fitful  gale 
Through  the  broken  mist  they  sail* 
And  the  vapors,  cloven  and  Reaming 
Follow  down  the  dark  steep  streamings 


Till  all  is  bri^t,  and  dear,  and  ^l 
Round  the  solitary  hill. 


Beneath  is  spread  like  a  green 
The  wavelesB  plain  of  Lombardy, 
Bounded  by  the  vaporous  air, 
Islanded  by  cities  Uait ; 
Underneath  day's  oaira  eyes 
Ocean's  nutUng,  Venice,  lies,-*- 
A  peopled  labyrinth  of  wal]«, 
Amphitrite's  destined  halls. 
Which  her  hoary  sire  now  paves 
With  his  blue  and  beaming  wave» 
Lo !  die  son  ppsprings  behind. 
Broad,  red«  radiant,  half^dined 
On  the  lavel  quivering  line 
Of  the  waters  crj^stalline ; 
And  before  that  chasm  of  light. 
As  within  a  furnace  bright, 
Column,  tower,  and,  dome,  and  tsput 
Shine  like  obelisks  of  fire, 
Pointing  with  inconstant  motion 
From  the  altar  of  dark  ocean 
To  the  sapphire-tinted  skies ; 
As  the  flames  of  sacrifice 
From  the  marble  shrines  did  rise 
As  to  pierce  the  dome  of  gold 
Where  Apollo  spoke  of  old. 

Sun-girt  City !  thou  hast  been 
Ocean's  child,  and  then  his  queer.  • 
Now  is  oome  a  darker  day. 
And  thou  soon  ihust  be  his  prey. 
If  the  power  that  raised  thee  here 
Hallow  so  thy  watery  bier, 
A  less  drear  ruin  then  than  now. 
With  thy  conquest-branded  brow 
Stooping  to  (he  slave  of  slaves 
From  thy  throne,  among  the  waves 
Wilt  thou  be,  when  the  sea-mew 
Flite,  as  once  before  it  flew, 
O'er  thine  isles  depopulate. 
And  all  is  in  its  ancient  state, 
Save  where  many  a  palace-gate 
With  green  sea>flowers  overgrown 
liR^'Sa  rock  of  ocean's  own. 
Topples  o'er  the  abandon'd  sea 
As  tfie  tides  change  sullenly. 
The  flsher  on  his  watery  way, 
Wandering  at  the  close  of  day. 
Will  speed  his  sail  and  seize  his  oar 
Till  he  paas  the  gloomy  shore, 
Lest  thy  dead  should,  from  their  sleep 
Bursting  o'er  the  starlight  deep. 
Lead  a  rapid  masque  of  deadi 
O'er  the  waters  of  his  path. 

Those  who  alone  thy  towen  behold 
Quivering  through  atrial  gold. 
As  I  now  behold  them  here, 
Would  imagine  not  they  were 
Sepulchres^  where  human  fomt, 
like  poUotion-nouiish'd  worms. 
To  the  corpse  of  greatness  clii^g, 
Murder'd,  arid  now  mouldering: 
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Bat  if  Freedom  ihould  awake 
In  her  omnipotence,  and  shake 
From  the  Celtic  Anarch's  hold 
All  the  keys  of  dimgeoos  celd. 
Where  a  hundred  cities  lie 
Chain'd  like  thee,  ingloriously, 
Thou  and  all  thy  sister  band 
Might  adorn  this  sunny  land. 
Twining  memories  of  old  time 
With  new  virtues  more  sublime ; 
If  not,  perish  thou  and  they. 
Clouds  which  stain  truth's  rising  day 
By  her  suq  consumed  away. 
Earth  can  spare  ye :  while  like  flowen. 
In  the  waste  of  years  and  faeun, 
From  your  dust  new  nations  spring 
With  more  kindly  blossoming. 

Perish !  let  there  only  be 

Fbatmg  o'er  thy  hearthleas  set. 

As  the  garment  of  thy  sky 

Clothes  the  world  immortally, 

One  remembrance,  more  sublime 

Than  the  tatter'd  pall  of  Time. 

Which  scarce  hides  thy  visage  wan , 

That  a  tempest^jleaving  swan 

Of  the  songs  of  Albion, 

Driven  from  his  anceetnd  streami 

By  the  might  of  evil  dreams. 

Found  a  nest  in  thee ;  and  Oceap 

Welcomed  him  with  Aich  emotion 

That  its  joy  grew  his,  and  sprung 

From  his  lips  like  music  flung 

O'er  a  mighty  thunder-fit, 

Chastening  terror :  what  though  yet 

Poesy's  unfailing  river. 

Which  through  Albion  winds  fiur  ever. 

Lashing  with  melodious  wave 

Many  a  sacred  poet's  grave. 

Mourn  its  latest  nursling  fled ! 

What  though  thou  with  all  thy  dead 

Scarce  can  (or  tliis  &me  repay 

Aught  thine  own,— oh,  rather  say, 

Though  thy  sins  and  slaveries  firal 

Overcloud  a  sunlike  soul! 

As  the  ghost  of  Homer  clings 

Round  Scamander's  wasting  springs ; 

As  divinest  Shakspeare's  might 

Fills  Avon  and  the  world  with  Iight« 

like  omniscient  power,  which  be 

Imaged  'mid  mortality  ; 

As  the  love  from  Petrarch's  urn. 

Yet  amid  yon  iiillsdoth  bum, 

A  quenchless  lamp,  by  which  the  heart 

Sees  things  unearthly ;  so  thou  art. 

Mighty  spirit :  so  shall  be 

The  city  that  did  refuge  thee. 

Lo,  the  suh  floats  up  the  sky 
Like  thought- winged  Liberty, 
Till  the  universal  light 
Seems  to  level  plain  and  height; 
From  the  sea  a  mist  was  spread. 
And  the  beams  of  mom  lie  dead 
On  the  towers  of  Venice  now, 
like  its  glory  long  ago. 


By  the  skirts  of  that  gray  doad, 
Many-domed  Pbdua  proud 
Stands,  a  peopled  solitude, 
'Mid  the  harvest-shining  plain, 
Where  the  peasant  heaps  his  gnkk 
In  the  gamer  of  his  jfbe. 
And  the  milk-white  oxen  dow 
With  the  purple  vintage  strain, 
Heap'd  upon  the  creaking  H'ain, 
That  the  brutal  Celt  may  swill 
Drunken  sleep  with  savage  will  ;* 
And  the  sickle  to  the  swoid 
Lies  unchanged,  though  many  a  loid. 
Like  a  weed  whose  shade  is  poison, 
Oveigrows  this  region's  fbison. 
Sheaves  of  whom  are  ripe  to  oome 
To  destruction's  harvest-4iome : 
Men  roiist  reap  the  things  they  sow. 
Force  from  Corce  must  ever  flow. 
Or  worse ;  but  'tis  a  bitter  woe 
That  love  or  reason  cannot  change 
The  despot's  rqge,  the  slave's  zeveQg». 

Plidua,  thou  within  whose  walls 
Those  mute  guests  at  festivals. 
Son  and  Mother,  Deadi  and  Sin, 
Play'd  at  dice  for  FwMtim, 
Till  Death  cried,  *'  I  win,  I  win !" 
And  Sin  cursed  to  lose  the  wager. 
But  Death  promised,  to  assuage  her. 
That  he  would  petition  for 
Her  to  be  made  Vice-Emperor, 
When  the  destined  yean  were  o'er. 
Over  all  between  the  Po 
And  the  eastern  Alpine  snow, 
Under  the  mighty  Austrian. 
Sin  smiled  so  as  Sin  only  can,  - 
And  since  that  time,  ay,  long  before. 
Both  have  ru!ed  fhxn  shores  to  slioro, 
That  incestuous  pair,  who  follow 
Tyrants  as  the  sun  the  swallow. 
As  Repentance  follows  Crime, 
And  as  changes  fellow  Time. 


In  thine  halls  the  lamp  of 

Padua,  now  no  more  is  burning ; 

like  a  mete6r,  whose  wild  way 

Is  lost  over  the  grave  of  day. 

It  gleams  betray'd  and  to  betray : 

Once  remotest  nations  came 

To  adore  that  sacred  flame, 

MHien  it  lit  not  many  a  hearth 

On  this  cold  and  gloomy  earth ; 

Now  new  fires  fmn  antique  light 

Spring  beneath  the  wide  world's  mjgiltt 

But  their  spark  lies  dead  in  thee. 

Trampled  out  by  tyranny. 

As  the  Norway  woodman  quells. 

In  the  depth  of  \any  dells, 

One  light  flame  among  the  brakes. 

While  the  boundless  forest  shakes, 

And  its  mighty  trunks  are  torn 

By  the  fire  thus  lowly  bora ; 

Tlie  spark  beneath  his  feet  is  dead. 

He  starts  to  see  the  flames  it  M 
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Howling  through  the  darkened  aky 
With  a  myriad  tongUM  victorionaly, 
And  sinks  down  in  fear :  so  thou, 
O  tyranny  I  beholdeet  now 
light  around  thee,  and  thou  hearett 
The  h>ud  flames  ascend,  and  fearest : 
Grovel  oo  the  earth ;  ay,  hide 
In  the  dust  thy  purple  pride } 

Noon  descends  around  me  now : 
*Tis  the  noon  of  autumn's  glow. 
When  a  soft  and  pux^le  mist 
Like  a  vaporous  amethyst, 
Or  an  air-diasolved  star 
Mingling  light  and  fragnnce,  fiur 
From  the  curved  hori»n's  bound 
To  the  point  of  Heaven*s  proibuiid. 
Fills  the  overflowidg  sky ; 
And  the  plains  that  silent  lie 
Underneath,  the  leaves  unsodden 
WheoB  the  infant  frost  has  troddeo 
With  his  morning-winged  feet, 
Whose  bright  print  is  gleaming  yet ; 
And  the  red  and  golden  vines, 
Pierdng  with  their  trellis'd  lines 
The  rough,  dark-ekirted  wilderness ; 

The  dun  and  bladed  grass  no  leas, 
Fbiming  from  this  heary  tower 

In  the  windless  air ;  the  flower 

Gllnunering  at  my  feet;  the  line 

Of  the  olive^andall'd  Apennine 

Ii^e  south  dimly  islanded ; 

And  the  Alps,  whos»  snows  are  spread 

High  between  the  clouds  and  sun; 

And  of  living  things  each  one ; 

And  my  spirit,  which  so  long 

Darken'd  this  swift  stream  of  song, 

Interpenetrated  lie 

By  the  glory  of  the  sky ; 

Be  it  k>ve,  light,  harmony, 

Odor,  or  the  soul  of  all 

Which  from  Heaven  like  dew  doth  fall. 

Or  the  mind  which  feeds  this  verse 

Peopling  the  lone  universe. 

Noon  descends,  and  afler  noon 
Autumn's  evening  meets  me  sooo,- 
Leading  the  inftntine  moon. 
And  that  one  star,  which  to  her 
Almost  seems  to  minister 
Half  the  crimson  light  she  brings 
From  the  sunset's  radiant  springs: 
And  the  soft  dreams  of  the  mom 
(Which  like  winged  winds  had  home 
To  that  silent  isle,  which  lies 
*Mid  remember'd  agonies. 
The  frail  bark  of  this  lone  bemg), 
Pisss,  to  other  sufierem  fleeing, 
And  its  ancient  pilot.  Pain, 
Siis  beside  the  helm  again. 

Other  flowering  isles  must  be 
In  the  sea  of  life  and  agony : 
Other  spirits  float  and  flee' 
O'er  that  gulf^:  even  now,  perhaps, 
0[|  some  rock  the  wild  wave  wraps, 
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With  folded  wings  they  waiting  sit 

For  my  bark,  to  pilot  it 

To  some  calm  and  blooming  ctfve. 

Where  for  me,  and  tliose  I  love. 

May  a  windless  bower  be  built. 

Far  from  passion,  pain,  and  guilt. 

In  a  dell  'mid  lawny  hills. 

Which  the  wild  se»4Burmur  fills. 

And  soft  sunshine,  and  the  soupd 

Of  old  forests  echoing  round, 

And  the  light  and  smell  divine 

Of  all  flowers  that  breathe  and  shine. 

We  may  live  so  happy  there. 

That  the  st>irit8  of  the  air. 

Envying  us,  may  even  entice 

To  oor  healing  paradise 

The  polluting  multitude ; 

But  their  rage  would  be  subdued 

By  that  clime  divine  and  calm. 

And  the  winds,  whose  wings  rain,  balm 

On  the  uplifted  soul,  and  leaves 

Under  which  the  bright  sea  heaves ; 

While  each  breathless  interval 

In  their  whisperings  musical 

The  inspired  soul  supplies 

With  its  own  deep  melodies. 

And  the  love  which  heals  all  strife 

Circling,  like  the  breath  of  life. 

All  things  in  that  sweet  abode 

With  its  own  mild  brotherhood. 

They,  not  it,  would  change ;  and  soon 

Every  sprite  beneath  the  moon 

Would  repent  its  envy  vain. 

And  the  earth  grow  young  again. 


LETTER  TO 


Leghorn,  My  1,  W20, 

Thz  spider  spreads  her  webs,  whether  she  be  . 
In  poet's  tower,  cellar,  or  bam,  or  tree ; 
The  silkworm  in  the  dark-green  mulberry-leaves 
His  winding  sheet  and  cradle  ever  weaves ; 
So  I,  a  thing  whom  moralists  call  worm. 
Sit  spinning  still  round  this  decaying  form. 

From  the  fine  threads  of  rare  and  subtle  thought 

No  net  of  words  in  garish  colors  wrought 

To  catch  the  idle  buzzers  of  the  day — 

But  a  soft  cell,  where^  when  that  fades  away. 

Memory  may  clothe  in  wings  my  living  name. 

And  feed  it  with  the  asphodels  of  fame. 

Which  in  those  hearts  which  most  remember  me  > 

Grow,  making  love  an  immortality.. 

Whoever  should  behold  me  now,  I  wist. 
Would  think  I  were  a  mighty  raechanistr 
Bent  with  sublime  Arehimedean  art 
To  breathe  a  soul  into  the  iron  heart 
Of  some  machine  portentous,  or  strange  gin. 
Which  by  the  force  of  figured  spellTmight  win 
Its  way  over  the  sea,  and  sport  thereui ; 
For  lyund  the  walls  are  hung  dread  engines,  such 
A«  Vulcan  never  wrought  for  Jove  to  clutch 
Ixion  or  the  Titan: — or  the  t)uick 
Wit  of  that  man  of  God,  St  Dominic, 
To  convince  Atheist,  Turk,  or  Heretic ; 
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Or  those  in  phil<wopliic '^councils  met. 
Who  thought  to  pay  some  interest  for  the  debt 
They  owed     •*♦♦•*•••• 
By  giving  a  faint 'foretaste  of  damnation 
To  Shalcspeare,  Sidney,  Spenser  and  the  rest 
Who  made  our  land  an  island' of  the  blest, 
When  lamplike  Spain,  who  now  relumes  her  fire 
On  Freedom's  hearth,  grew  dim  with  £mpire : — 
With  thumbscrews,  wheels,  with  tooth  and  spike 

and  jag. 
Which  fishes  found  under  the  utmost  crag 
Of  Cornwall  and  the  storm-encompass'd  isles, ' 
Where  to  the  sky  the'  rude  sea  seldom  smiles 
Unless  in  treacherous  wrath,  as  on  the  mom 
When  the  exulting  elements  in  scorn 
Satiated  with  destroy'd  destruction,  lay 
Sleeping  in  beauty  on  their  mangled  prey. 
As  panihen  sleep:  and  other  strange  and  dread 
Magical  forms  the  brick  floor  overspread—^— 
Proteus  tiansform'd  to  metal  did  not  make 
Mora  figures,  or  more  smmge ;  nor  did  he  take 
Such  shapes  of  unintelligible  brass. 
Or  heap  himself  in  such  a  horrid  mass 
Of  tin  and  iron  not  to  be  understood. 
And  forms  of  unimaginable  wood, 
1V>  puzzle  Tubal  Cain  and  all  his  brood: 
Qraat  screws,  and  cones,  and  wheels,  and  grooved 

blocks. 
The  elements  of  what  will  stand  the  shocks 
Of  wave  and  wind  and  lime. — Upon  the  table 
Mote  knacks  and  quips  there  be  than  I  am  able 
Tb  catalogize  in  this  verse  of  mine: — 
A  pretty  bowl  of  wood — not  full  of  wine, 
But  quicksilver ;  that  dew  which  the  gnomes  drink 
When  at  their  subterranean  toil  they  swink. 
Pledging  ihe  demons  of  the  earthquake,  who 
Reply  to  them  in  lava-cry,  halloo ! 
Ai^  call  out  to  the  cities  o'er  their  bead, — 
R00&,  towns  and  shrines, — the  dying  and  the  dead 
Crash  through  the  chinks  of  earth — and  then  all  quaff 
Another  rouse,  and  hold  their  sides  and  laugh, 
l^his  quicksilver  no  gnome  has  drunk — within 
The  walnut  bowl  it  lias,  veined  and  thin. 
In  cofor  like  the  wake  of  light  that  stains 
The  Tuscan  deep,  when  from  the  moist  moon  rains 
The  inmost  shower  of  its  white  fire — the  breeze  - 
Is  still — blue  Heaven  smiles  over  the  pale  seas. 
And  in  this  bowl  of  quicksilver — for  I 
Yield  to  the  impulse  of  an  infancy 
Outlasting  manhood — I  have  made  to  float 
A  rude  idealism  of  a  paper  boat — 
A  holkiw  screw  with  cogs — Heniy  will  know 
The  thing  I  mean  and  laugh  al  me, — if  so 
He  fears  not  I  should  do  more  mischief. — Next 
Lie  bills  and  calculations  much  perplext, 
With  steam-boats,  frigates,  and  machinery  quaint 
IVaced  over  them  fh  blue  and  yellow  paint 
Then  comes  a  range  of  mathematical 
Instruments,  for  plans  nautical  and  siatiGal, 
A  heap  of  rosin,  a  green  broken  glass 
With  ink  in.it; — a  china  cup  that  was 
What  it  will  never  be  again,  I  think, 
A  thing  from  which  sweet  lips  were  wont  to  drink 
l*he  liquor  doctors  rail  at — and  which  I 
Will  quaff  in  spite  of  them — and  when  we  die 
We*ll  toss  up  who  died  fint  of  drinking  tea. 
And  cry  out^ — heads  or  tails  f  where'er  we  be. 


Near  that  a  dusty  paint-box,  some  old  haakt, 
A  half-burnt  match,  an  ivory  block,  three 
Where  conic  sections,  spherics,  logarithms, 
To  great  Laplace,  from  Saunderson  and  Bmm, 
Lie  heap'd  in  their  harmonious  disarray 
Of  figures,--diBentengle  them  who  may. 
Baron,  dd  Tott's  Memoirs  beside  them  Ue, 
And  some  odd  volumes  of  oM  cbemisiiy. 
Near  them  a  most  inexplicable  thing. 
With  least  in  the  middle— I'm  conjecturing 
How  to  make  Henry  understand ; — but — ^no^ 
I  *11  leave,  as  Spenser  says,  with  many  mo. 
This  secret  in  the  pregnant  womb  of  time. 
Toe  vast  a  matter  for  so  weak  a  rhyme. 


And  here  like  aom^  weird  Archimage  sit  I, 
Plotting  dark  spells,  and  devilish  enginery. 
The  self-impelling  steam-wheels  of  the  mind 
Which  pump  up  oaths  from  cleigyrtoD,  and 
The  gentle  spirit  of  our  meek  reviews 
Into  a  powdery  foam  ef  salt  abuas. 
Ruffling  the  ocean  of  their  self-cotflent; 
I  sit— and  smile  or  sigh  as  is  my  bent. 
But  not  for  them — Libeocio  rushes  round 
With  an  inconstant  and  an  i^e  sound ; 
I  heed  him  more  than  them — the  thunder-amuke 
Is  gathering  on  the  mountains,  like  a  cloak 
Folded  athwart  their  shoulders  broad  and  ban ; 
The  ripe  com  under  the  undulating  air 
Undulates  like  an  ocean ;— and  the  vinea 
Are  trembling  wide  in  all  their  trellis'd  linns 
The  murmur  of  the  awakening  sea  doth  fill 
The  empty  pauses  of  the  blast  | — the  hill     , 
Looks  hoary  through  the  white  electric  rain. 
And  from  the  glens  beyond,  in  sullen  strain 
The  interrupted  thunder  howls ;  above 
One  chasm  of  Heaven  smiles,  like  the  age  of  love 
On  the  unquiet  worid ; — while  such  things  are. 
How  could  one  worth  your  friendship  heed  die  w*ar 
Of  worms  7  The  shriek  of  the  world's  carrion  Jays, 
Their  censure,  or  their  wonderi  or  their  praise  ? 


You  ate  not  here !  the  quaint  witch  Memory. 
In  vacant  chairs,  your  absent  imagea, 
And  points  where  once  you  sat,  and  now  ahonld  be. 
But  are  not — I  demand  if  ever  we 
Shall  meet  as  then  we'  met ;— and  she  repUea, 
Veiling  in  awe  her  seoood^sighted  eyes ; 
**  I  know  the  past  alofie — but  sommon  home 
My  sister  Hope,  she  speaks  of  all  to  oomsi** 
But  I,  an  old  diviner,  who  know  well 
Every  false  verse  of  that  sweet  oracle, 
Tum'd  to  the  sad  enchantress  once  again. 
And  sought  a  respite  fh>m  my  gentle  pain. 
In  acting  every  passage  o'er  and  o'er 
Of  our  communion. — How  on  the  seashore 
We  watch'd  the  ocean  and  the  sky  together. 
Under  die  roof  of  blue  Italian  weather ; 
How  I  ran  home  through  last  year's  thundeivstom 
And  folt  the  transverse  lightning  linger  warm 
Upon  my  cheek : — and  how  we  oflen  made 
Treats  for  each  other,  where  good-will  oiUweigh'd 
The  Inigal  luxury  of  our  country  cheer. 
As  it  well  might,  were  it  less  firm  and  clear 
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l^uui  onn  iDttBt  ever  be  ^— «id.  how  wa  tpun 

A  ihroud  of  talk  to  hide  vm  fnia  the  sun 

Of  this  fimulier  life,  which  Mems  to  be 

But  i$  notr— or  ia  bot  quaint  mocfceijr 

Of  aU  we  would  beliere  ;  or  MMJly  blame 

The  jarring  and  inexplicable  firame 

Of  this  wrong  world  ^--and  then  anatomiae 

The  porpowt  and  thoughia  of  men  whoae  e3rea 

Were  cloaed  in  diatani  yean ; — or  widely  gQea 

The  iflBoe  of  the  earth*!  great  boainea. 

When  we  ahall  be  at  we  no  lopger  an ; 

like  babbling  goaupa  aafe,  w.ho  hear  the  war 

Of  winda;  and  aigh,  but  tremble  mot ;  or  how 

Tou  liaten'd  to  aome  interrupted  flow 

Of  viaionary  rhyme  — in  joy  and  pain 

Struck  fiom  the  inmoat  ibuntaina  of  my  brain. 

With  little  akill  perhapa ;— or  how  we  aought 

Thoae  deepeat  wella  oif  paasion  or  of  thoDght 

Wrought  by  wiae  poeta  in  the  waate  of  yeari, 

Staimng  the  aaored  watera  with  our  team ; 

Quenching  a  thirit  ever  to  be  renew'd ! 

Or  how  I,  wiaeat  lady !  then  indued 

The  language  of  a  land  which  now  ia  free* 

And,  wing*d  with  thoughta  of  truth  ajid  miyeaty, 

Flita  round  the  tyrant'a  aceptre  like  a  cloud. 

And  borita  the  peopled  priaona,  and  criea  aloud, 

**  My  name  ia  Legion  f "— that  nugeatic  tongue 

Which  Cakleron  over  the  deaert  flung. 

Of  agea  and  of  na'tiona ;  and  which  found 

An  echo  in  our  hearta,  and  with  the  aoond 

Startled  oblivion ; — thou  wert  then  lo  me 

Aa  ia  a  nurae — when  inarticulately 

A  child  would  talk  aa  ita  grown  parenta  do^ 

If  living  winda  the  rapid  clooda  puraue, 

If  hawks  chaae  dovea  through  the  aerial  way, 

Huntkimen  the  innocent  deer,  and  beaata  their  prey. 

Why  ahould  not  we  rouae  with  the  apirit'a  bbat 

Out  of  the  foreat  of  |he  pathleaa  paat 

These  recollected  pleaaurea  ? 


Tou  are  now 
In  London,  that  great  sea,  whoae  ebb  and  flow 
At  once  ia  deaf  and  loud,  and  on  the  shore 
Vomita  ita  wrecka.  and  atdl  howla  on  for  more. 

Yet  in  iia  depth  what  treaaurea!  You  will  aee 

*        *        •        m       *        *.«        • 

You  will  aee  C         ;  he  who  aiia  obocora 

In  the  exceeding  luatre  and  the  pore 

Intense  irradiations  of  a  mind, 

Which  with  its  own  internal  lustre  blind, 

Flaga  wearily  through  darknea  and 

A  cloud-encircled  meteor  of  the  air, 

A  hooded  eagle  among  blinking  owla. 

You  will  aee  H — t ;  one  of  thoae  happy  aoula 

Whi6h  are  the  aalt  of  the  earth,  and  without  whom 

This  world  would  amell  like  what  it  ia — a  tomb; 

Who  is,  what  othera  aeem  ; — ^hia  room  no  doubt 

Js  atill  adom'd  by  many  a  caat  from  Shout, 

With  graceful  flowen,  taatefblly  placed  about ; 

And  conmala  of  bey  from  riband  hung, 

And  brighter  wreatha  in  neat  diaorder  flon^, 

The  gifla  of  the  moat  leam'd  among  aome  dosena 

Of  female  frienda,  aiatera-in-law  and  oouaina. 

And  there  ia  he  with  hia  eternal  puna, 

Hluch  beat  the  dullest  brain  for  smilea,  like  dims 


Thundering  for  money  att  a  poet'a  door  | 

Alaa!  it  ia  no  uae  toaay,  **I*m  poor!" 

Or  oft  in  graver  mood^  when  he  Will  look 

Things  wiser  than  were  ever  said  in  book. 

Except  in  Shakapearo's  wiaest  tendemesa. 

You  will  aee  H— ,  and  I  cannot  expreaa 

Hia  virtuea,  though  I  know  that  they  are  great, 

Becaoae  he  locka,  then  barricadea,  the  gate 

Within  which  they  inhabit  ^-*-of  hia  wit 

And  wiadom,  you'll  ciy  out  when  you  are  bit. 

He  ia  a  peari  within  an  oyateivahell, 

One  of  die  richeat  of  the  deep.     And  there 

la  Engliah  P —  with  hia  mountain  Fair 

Tum'd  into  a  Flamingo, — that  ahy  bird 

That  gleama  i'  the  Indian  air.    Have  you  not  heard 

When  a  man  mairies,  dies,  or  mma  Hindoo, 

Ifia  beat  frienda  hear  no  more  of  him  ?  but  you 

Will  aee  him  and  will  like  him  too,  I  hope. 

With  the  milk-white  Snowdonian  Antelope 

Match'd  with  thia  cameleopard ;  hia  iine  wit 

Makes  such  a  woundr  the  knife  ia  loat  in  it ; 

A  atrain  too  learned  for  a  ahallow  age, 

Too  wiae  for  aelflah  bigots ; — ^let  hia  page 

Which  charma  the  Choaen  apiriia  of  the  age. 

Fold  itMlf  up  for  a  aerener  dime 

Of  yeara  to  come,  and  find  iti  leoompenae 

In  that  juat  expectation.    Wit  and  aense. 

Virtue  and  hnroan  knowledge,  all  that  night 

Make  thia  dull  world  a  busineai  of  delight. 

Are  all  combined  in  H.  S. — And  theao. 

With  some  excepdons,  which  I  need  not  tease 

Your  patience  by  descanting  on,  are  all 

You  aiid  1  know  iit  Londoik 

I  recall 
My  thoughta,  and  bid  you  look  upon  the  night 
Aa  water  doea  a  aponge,  ao  the  moonlight 
FiUa  the  void,  hollow,  uni  venal  air. 
What  aee  you  ? — Unpevilion'd  heaven  ta  foir, 
Whether  the  moon,  into  her  chamber  gone, 
Leavea  midnight  to  the  golden  atais,  or  wan 
Climba  with  diminiah'd  bearoa  the  asure  ateep ; 
Or  whether  clouda  aail  o'er  the  inverM  deep, 
Piloted  by  the  manywandering  bloat. 
And  the  rare  atan  ruah  through  thorn,  dim  and  feat. 
All  this  ia  beautiful  in  every  land. 
But  what  aee  you  beaide  7   A  ahabby  atand 
Of  hackney-coaches — a  brick  houae  or  wall. 
Fencing  aome  lonely  court,  white  with  the  aemr'l 
Of  our  unhappy  politica ; — or  w<»ae — 
A  wretched  woman  reeling  by,  whoao  cune 
Mix'd  with  the  watchman's,  partner  of  her  trade. 
You  must  accept  in  place  of  serenade — 
I  aee  a  chaoa  of  green  leaves  and  fruit 
Built  round  dark  cavorm,  even  to  the  root 
Of  the  living  atoms  who  feed  them ;  in  whoae  bowen 
There  sleep  in  their  dark  dew  tlie  folded  flowen ;. 
Beyond,  the  aurface  of  the  unsickled  com 
Tremblea  not  in  the  slumbering  air,  and  borne 
In  circlea  quaint,  and  ever-changing  dance, 
Like  winged  atan  the  fire.flies  flash  and  glance 
Pale  in  the  open  moonshine  ;  but  each  one 
Under  the  dark  treea  aeema  a  little  aun, 
A  meteor  mmed ;  a  fix'd  atar  gone  aatray 
From  the  ailver  regiona  of  the  milky  way 
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Afar  the-Gintadino's  mng  m  heard. 

Rude,  but  mode  sweet  by  dwtfihce  f-^^nd  a  hiid 

Which  coiinet  be  a  nigktiDgale,  and  yet 

I  know  none  ebe  that  flings  to  sweet  as  it 

At  this  late  hour ; — and  (hen  all  is  still : — 

Now  Itfily  or  London,  which  you  will ! 

Next  winter  you  must  pass  with  me :  I  *11  have 
My  house  by  that  time  turn'd  into  a  grave 
f)l'  dead  despondence  and  low-thoughted  care, 
And  all  tlie  dreams  which  our  tormentors  are. 
Oh  that  ii-  and  —  were  there, 

With  every  tlyag  belonging  to  them  lair  ^ 
We  will  have  books  {  Spanish,  Italian,  Greek, 


Though  we  eat  little  flesh  and  drink  no  wine, 

Yet  let's  be  merry :  we*ll  have  tea  and  toast ; 

Custards  for  supper,  and  an  endless  host 

Of  syllabubs  and  jellies  and  minee-piea, 

And  other  such  lady-like  luxuries, — 

Feasting  on  which  we  will  philoaophiie. 

And  we  Ml  harve  fires  out  of  the  Grand  Duke's  wood, 

To  thaw  the  six  weeks'  winter  in  our  blood. 

And  then  we '11  talk ; — ^what  shall  we  talk  about? 

Oh !  there  are  themes  enough  for  many  a  bout 

Of  theaghtrentangled  descant ; — as  to  nerves, 

With  cones  and  parallelograms  and  curves, 

I've  sworn  to  strangle  them  if  once  they  dare 

To  bother  me, — ^when  you  are  with  me  there. 

And  they  shall  never  more  sip  laud'nura 

From  Helicon  or  Htmerus;* — we'll  come 

And  in  despite  of  ***  and  of  the  devil, 

Will  make  our  friendly  philosophic  revel 

Outlast  the  leafless  time; — ^till  buds  and  flowen 

Warn  the  obscure,  inevitable  hours 

Sweet  mooting  by  sad  porting  to  renew ; — 

•*  To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new." 


THE  SENSITIVE  PLANT. 

PART  I. 

A  Sr..v8iTrvr.  Pijlnt  in  a  garden  grew. 
And  the  young  winds  fod  it  with  silver  dew, 
And  it  open'd  its  fan-like  leaves  to  the  light, 
And  closed  them  beneath  the  kisses  of  night 

^nd  the  Spring  arose  on  the  garden  fair, 
'Like  the  Spirit  of  Love  fell  everywhere ; 
,And  each  flower  and  herb  on  Earth's  dark  breast 
Rose  from  the  dreams  of  its  wintry  rest 

But  none  ever  trembled  and  panted  with  bliss 
In  the  garden,  the  Hold,  or  the  wilderness, 
like  a  doe  in  the  noontide  with  love's  sweet  want. 
As  the  companionless  Sensitive  Plant 

.The  snow-drop,  and  then  the  violet, 
'Arose  from  the  ground  with  warm  rain  wet. 
And  their  breath  was  mix'd  with  fresh  odor,  sent 
From  the  turf,  like  the  voice  and  the  instrument 

-  ■ 

*  'l/icp«f,  fhoRi  which  the  river  Himera  was  named,  is, 
with  soras  slight  shade  ofdiflcrenotf,  a  synonyme  of  Love. 


Then  Ae  pied  wind-floweis  and  the  tulip  till 
And  narcissi,  the  iaiMst  among  them  all. 
Who  gaze  on  their  eyes  in  the  stream's  reeenn. 
Till  they  die  of  their  own  dear  kwelinass ; 

And  the  Naiad-like  lily  of  the  vale. 
Whom  youth  makes  so  (air  and  passion  ao  pn^e. 
That  the  light  of  its  tremulous  bells  is  seea 
Through  their  pavilions  of  tender  green; 

And  th^  hyacinth.  puTpSe,  and  white,  and  blue. 
Which  flung  from  its  bells  a  sweet  peal  anew 
Of  music  so  delicate,  soft,  and  intense. 
It  was  folt  like  an  odor  within  the  sense ; 

And  the  rose  like  a  nymph  to  the  bath  addrest. 
Which  unveii'd  the  depth  of  her  glowing  breasl 
Till,  fold  after  fold,  to  the  fiunting  air 
The  soul  of  her  beauty  and  love  lay  bare : 

And  the  wand-like  lily,  which  lifted  Up, 
As.  a  Mflsnad,  its  moonlight-color'd  cup, 
Till  the  fiery  star,  which  is  its  eye, 
Gaxed  through  clear  dew  on  the  tender  aky; 

Aiid  the  jessamine  fiunt,  and  the  sweet  tuberaae, 
71m  sweetest  flower  foir  scent  that  blows ; 
And  all  rare  blossoms  fitHn  every  clime 
Grew. in  that  garden  in  perfect  pHme. 

And  on  the  stream  whose  inconstant  bosom 
Was  prankt  under  boughs  of  embowering  Moasuia, 
With  golden  and  green  light,  slanting  through 
Their  heaven  of  many  a  tangled  hue. 

Broad  water-lilies  lay  tremulously. 

And  starry  river-buds  glimmer'd  by. 

And  around  them  the  soft  stream  did  glide  and  danea 

With  a  motion  of  sweet  sound  and  ndianoe. 


And  the  sinnoos  paths  of  lawn  and  of 
Which  led  through  the  garden  nkmg  and 
Some  open  at  once  to  the  ton  and  the 
Some  kMt  among  bowers  of  blosHMning  trees. 

Were  all  pated  with  daisies  and  delicate  belb 
As  fair  as  the  fabulous  asphodels, 
And  flowers  which  drooping  as  day  droop'd  too, 
Fell  into  pavilions,  white,  purple,  and  Uoe, 
To  roof  tike  g)ow«worm  from  the  evening  dew. 

And  from  this  undeflled  Paradise 
The  flowers  (as  an  infant's  awakening  eyes 
Smile  on  its  mother,  whose  singing  sweet 
Can  first  lull,  and  at  Inst  must  awaken  it). 

When  Heaven's  blithe  winds  had  unfolded  them 
As  mine-lamps  enkindle  a  hidden  gem. 
Shone  smiling  to  Heaven,  and  every  one 
Shared  joy  in  the  light  of  the  gentle  sun ; 

For  each  one  was  interpenetrated 
With  the  light  and  the  odor  its  neighbor  shed. 
Like  young  loven  whom  youth  and  k>ve  make  deaa 
Wiapp'd  and  fill'd  by  their  mutual  atmoapheie. 
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Rat  th«  SeiMitive  Plant  which  ooaU  give  nnall  fimit 
or  die  love  which  it  felt  from  tKe  leef  to  the  root, 
Keceived  more  Ihan  all,  it  loved  more  than  ever* 
Where  none  wanted  but  it,  could  bekMig  to  the  givei^— 

For  the  Sensitive  Plant  has  no  bright  flower ; 
Radiance  and  odor  are  not  io  dower ; 
It  lovM  even  like  Love,  its  deep  heart  ii  full. 
It  desiice  what  it  has  not,  the  beautifbl ! 

The  light  winds  which  from  nnsnstajning  wingk 
Shed  ^e  music  of  many  mormuriugs ; 
The  beams  which  dart  from  many  a  star 
or  the  flowers  whose  hues  .they  bear  afiurj 

The  plnmed  insects  swift  and  free, 
like  golden  boats  on  a  sunny  sea. 
Laden  with  light  and  odor,  which  pass 
Over  the  gleam  of  the  living  grass; 

The  anaeen  clouds  of  the  dew,  which  lie 
Like  fire  in  the  flowers  till  the  sun  rides  high. 
Then  wander  like  spirits  among  the  qiheres, 
£ach  cloud  faint  with  the  fragrance  it  bears ; 

The  quivering  vapors  of  dim  noontide. 
Which  like  a  sea  o'er  the  warm  earth  glide, 
In  which  every  sound,  and  o4or,  and  beam. 
Move,  as  reeds  in  a  single  stream ;' 

Each  and  all  like  ministering  angels  were 
For  the  Sensitive  Plant  sweet  joy  to  bear, 
Whilst  the  lagging  boon  of  the  day  went  by 
like  windless  clouds  o'er  a  tender  sky. 

And  whea  evening  descended  from  Heaven  abov«. 
And  the  Earth  was  all  rest,  and  the  air  was  all  love. 
And  delight,  though  leas  bright,  was  far  more  deep, 
And  the  day's  veil  fell  from  the  world  of  sleep. 

And  the  beasts,  and  the  birds,  and  the  insects  were 

drown'd 
In  an  ocean  of  dreoms  without  a  sound ;' 
Whose  waves  never  mark,  though  they  ever  impress 
The  light  sand  which  paves  it,  consciousness ; 

(Only  overhead  die  sweet  nightingale 

Ever  sang  more  sweet  as  the  day  might  fail. 

And  snatches  of  its  Elysian  chant 

Were  mix'd  with  the  dreams  of  the  Sensitive  Plant) 

The  Sensitive  Plant  was  the  earliest 
Vpgather'd  into  the  bosom  of  rest; 
A  sweet  child  weaiy  of  its  delight, 
The  feeblest  and  yet  the  favorite 
Cradled  within  the  embrdce  of  night* 

PART  II. 

There  was  a  Power  in  this  sweet  piece. 
An  Eve  in  this  Eden ;  a  ruling  grace 
Which  to  the  ftowera,  did  they  waken  or  dream. 
Was  as  God  is  to  the  starry  scheme. 

A  Lady,  the  wonder  of  her  kind. 
Whose  form  was  upborne  by  a  lovely  mind. 
Which,  dilating,  had  moulded  her  mien  and  motion 
like  a  sea^wer  »nfi>Ued  beneath  the  ocean* 


Tended  the  garden  from  mora  to  even^ 
And  the  meleon  of  that  sublunar  Heaven, 
Like  the  lamps  of  the  air  when  night  walks  forth, 
Lsugh'd  round  her  feotateps  up  from  the  Earth ! 

She  had  no  companioA  of  mortal  race. 
But  her  tremulous  breath  and  her  flu^jiing  fiice 
Told,  whilst  the  mom  kiss'd  the  sleep  fh>m  her  eyes 
That  her  dreams  were  less  slumber  than  Paradise . 


As  if  some  bright  Spirit  for  her  sweet  sake 

Had  deserted  Heaven  while  the  stars  were  awake. 

As  if  yet  around  her  he' lingering  were. 

Though  the  veil  of  daylight  conceard  him  fhim  her. 

Her  step  seem'd  to  pity  the  grass  it  prest; 
You  might  hear  by  the  heaving  of  her  breast, 
'iliat  the  coming  and  ^ing  of  the  wind 
Brought  pleasure  there  and  lefl  passion  behind. 

And  wherever  her  airy  footstep  trod. 
Her  trailing  hair  from  the  graoiy  sod 
Erased  its  Ught  vestige,  with  shadowy  sweep, 
Like  a  sunny  storm  o'er  the  dark-'green  deep. 

I  doubt  not  the  flowers  of  that  garden  sweet 
RejoiGed  in  the  sound  of  her  gentle  fbet; 
I  doubt  not  they  felt  the  spirit  that  came 
From  her  glowing  fingers  through  all  their  frame. 

She  sprinkled  bright  water  from  the  stream 
On  those  that  were  fiunt  with  the  simny  beam ; 
And  out  of  the  cups  of  the  heavy  flowers 
She  emptied  the  rain  of  the  thuiider^howers. 

She  lifted  their  beads  with  her  tender  hands. 
And  sustain'd  them  with  rods  and  osier  bends ; 
If  the  flowers  had  been  her  own  infants,  she 
Could  never  have  nursed  them  more  tenderly. 

And  all  killing  inlets  and  gnawing  worms, 
And  things  of  obscene  and  unlovely  forms. 
She  bore  in  a  basket  of  Indian  woof^ 
Into  the  rough  woods  fiir  aloof. 

In  a  basket,  of  grosses  and  wild  flowers  full. 
The  freshest  her  gentle  hands  could  pull 
For  the  poor  banixh'd  insects,  whose  intent. 
Although  they  did  ill,  was  innocent 

But  the  bee  and  the  beamlike  ephemeris. 
Whose  path  is  the  lightning's,  and  sofl  moths  that  bss 
The  sweet  lips  of  the  flowers,  and  harm  not,  did  she 
Moke  her  attendant  angels  be. 

And  many  an  antenatal  tomb. 
Where  butterflies  dream  of  the  life  to  come. 
She  lefl  clinging  round  the  smooth  and  dark    ^ 
Edge  of  the  odorous  cedar  bark. 

This  fairdst  creaturp  from  eariiest  spring 
Thus  moved  through  the  garden  ministering 
All  the  sweet  season  of  summer-tide. 
And  ere  the  first  leaf  kxik*d  brown— she  died! 
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TART   III.      - 

Three  days  the  flowera  of  the  garden  fair* 
like  stars  when  the  moon  is  awaken'd,  were. 
Or  the  waves  of  Baias,  ere  luminous 
She  floats  up  through  the  smoke  of  Vflsavias. 

'  And  on  the  fourth,  the  Sensitive  Plant 
F^elt  the  sound  of  the  funeral  chant, 
And  the  steps  of  the  bearers,  heavy  and  slow,- 
And  the  sobs  of  the  mounierB  deep  and  low ; 

The  weary  sound,  and  the  heavy  breath. 
And  the  silent  motions  of  passing  death. 
And  the  smell,  cold,  oppr^ve,  and  dank, 
Sent  through  the  pores  of  the  cofiin  plank ; 

The  dark  grass,  and  the  floweiB  among  thb  grass, 
Were  bright  with  tean  as  the  crowd  did  pass; 
From  their  sighs  the  wind  caught  a  mournful  tone, 
And  sate  in  the  pines,  and  gave  groan  for  groan. 

The  garden,  once  fair,  became  cold  and  Ibal, 
Like  the  oecpse  of  her  who  had  been  ils  soOl ; 
Which  at  first  was  lovely  as  if  in  sleep. 
Then  slowly  changed,  till  it  grew  a  heap 
To  make  men  tremble  who  never  weep. 

Swift  summer  into  the  autumn  flow'd. 
And  frost  in  the  mist  of  the  morning  rode. 
Though  the  noonday  sun  look'd  clear  and  bright. 
Mocking  the  spoil  of  the  secret  night 

The  rose-leaves,  like  flakes  of  crimson  snow. 
Paved  the  turf  and  the  moss  below. 
The  lilies  were  drooping,  and  white,  and  wan, 
like  Ae  head  and  the  skin  of  a  dying  man. 

And  Indian  plants,  of  scent  and  hue 
The  sweetest  that  ever  were  fed  on  dew, 
Leaf  after  leaC  day  after  day,  . 
Were  mass'd  into  the  common  clay. 

And  the  leaves,  brown,  yellow,  and  gray,  and  red, 
And  white  with  the  whiteness  of  what  is  dead, 
like  troops  of  ghosts  on  the  dry  wind  past; 
Their  whistling  noise  made  the  birds  aghasL 

And  the  gusty  winds  waked  the  winged  seeds, 
»  Out  of  their  birth-place  of  ugly  weeds, 
^Till  they  clung  round  many  a  sweet  flower*8  stem. 

Which  rotted  into  the  earth  with  them. 

The  water-blooms  under  the  rivulet 
Fell  from  the  stalks  on  which  they  wer9  tet ; 
And  the  eddies  drove  them  here  and  there,   ' 
As  the  virinds  did  those  of  the  upper  air. 

* 

Then  the  rain  came  down,  and  the  broken  stalks, 
Were  bent  and  tangled  across  the  walks ; 
And  |he  leafless  net-work  of  parasite  bowers 
Mass'd  into  ruin,  and  all  sweet  flowen. 

Between  the  time  oi*  die  wind  and  the  snow, 
All  lotheliest  weeds  began  to  grow. 
Whose  ooaise  leaves  were  splash'd  widi  many  a  speok, 
^ika  the  waiar«iako*s  belly  and  the  load's  baok. 


And  thistles,  and  nettles,  and  darnels  nnk. 
And  the  dock,  and  henbane,  and  hemloek  dank 
Stretch'd  out  iti  long  add  hollow  shank. 
And  stifled  the  air  till  the  dead  wind  staak. 

And  plants,  at  whose  names  the  vena  leek  loihi 
Fill'd  the  place  with  a  monstroos  undeiyrowth. 
Prickly,  and  pulpoos,  and  blistering,  and  Uue^ 
livid,  and  ■tanr'd  with  a  liuid  dew. 

And  agarics  and  fnngi,  with  mildew  and  roooM, 
Started  like  mist  from  the  wet  ground  cold ; 
Pale,  fleshy,  aa  if  the  decaying  dead 
With  a  spirit  of  growth  had  been  animated ! 

Their  mass  rotted  off  them,  flake  by  flake. 
Till  the  thick  stalk  stuck  like  a  mttrderBr*a 
Where  rags  of  loose  flesh  yet  tremble  oo  hiich* 
Infecting  the  winds  that  wander  by. 

Spawn,  weeds,  and  fllth,  a  Ibpntm  seam. 
Made  the  running  rivulet  thick  and  dumb 
And  at  its  outlet,  flags  huge  as  stakes 
Damm'd  it  up  with  ro^  knotted  like 


Aikl  hour  by^  hour,  when  the  air  was  stiiU, 
The  vapon  arose  which  liave  strength  to  kill : 
At  mom  they  were  seen,  at  noMi  they  were  Ml, 
At  night  they  were  darkness  no  star  could  m^L 

And  WMtnous  meteors  from  spray  to  spny 
Crept  and  flitted  in  broad  noonday 
Unseen ;  every  branch  on  which  they  alit 
By  a  venomous  blight  was  bnm'd  and 


The  Sensitive  Plant,  like  one  forbid. 
Wept,  and  the  tears  within  each  lid 
Of  its  folded  leaves,  which  together  grew. 
Were  changed  lo  a  blight  of  Ttaten.  glue. 

For  the  leaves  soon  fell,  and  the  branches  soon 
By  the  heavy  ax  of  the  blast  were  hewn ; 
The  sap  shrank  to  the  root  through  every  pore, 
As  blood  to  a  heart  that  will  beat  no  mors. 


For  Winter  came :  die  wind  was  his  whip; 
One  choppy  finger  was  on  his  lip: 
He  had  torn  the  cataracts  fimn  the  hills. 
And  they  clank'd  at  his  girdle  like  manadaa; 

His  breath  was  a  chain  which  without  a  sound 
The  earth,  and  the  air,  and  the  water  bound ; 
He  came,  fiercely  driven  in  his  choriot-throne 
By  the  tenfold  blasts  ai  the  aretic  aone. 

Then  the  weeds  which  were  forms  of  living  dealt 
Fled  from  the  flrost  to  the  earth  beneath. 
Their  decay  and  sodden  flight  fiom  fiwi 
Was  but  like  the  vanishing  of  a  ghost! 

And  tmder  the  roots  of  the  Sensitive  Plant 
The  moles  and  the  dormice  died  for  want : 
The  birds  dropp'd  stiff  from  the  fifoaen  air. 
And  w«re  canght  in  the  branches  naked  and  ban. 
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Fint  there  came  down  a  thawing  rain, 
And  its  dan  dropt  froze  on  the  boagfas  i^pun^ 
rhen  there  steani'd  up  a  fVeesiiig,  dew. 
Which  to  the  dropt  of  the  ihaw-rain  grew; 

And  a  northern  whirlwind,  wandering  about 
like  a  wolf  that  had  emelt  a  dead  cMld  oat, 
Shook  the  boug^  thns  laden,  and  heavy  and  ttii^ 
And  snapped  them  off  with  hia  rigid  gr££ 

When  winter  had  gone  and  spring  eame  bank. 

The  Senntive  Plant  wm  a  leaflem  wreck ; 

But  the  mandrake!,  and  toadakK^i.  and  deeki,  and 

damela, 
Roae  like  the  dead  fiom  theitToin'd  charaela. 

OONCLUSION. 

Whether  the  Sensitive  Flaht,  or  that 
Which  within  its  boughs  like  a  spirit  sat 
Ere  its  outward  form  had  known  decay. 
Now  felt  this  change,  I  cannot  say. 

Whether  that  lady*s  gentle  mind. 
No  longer  with  the'form  combined 
Which  scattered  love,  as  stars  do  Ught, 
Found  sadness,  wlwre  it  left  delight, 

I  dare  not  guess ;  but  in  this  life 
Of  error,  ignorance,  and  strife. 
Where  nothing  is,  but  all  things  seem. 
And  we  the  shadows  of  the  dream, 

[t  is  a  modest  creed,  and  yet 

Pleasant,  if  cme  conddera  it. 

To  own  that  death  itself  must  be, 

Like  all  the  real,  a  mockery.  ^ 

That  garden  sweet,  that  lady  lair. 
And  all  sweet  shapes  and  odors  there. 
In  truth  have  never  paas'd  away : 
"T  is  we,  *tis  ours,  are  changed ;  not  they. 

For  k>ve.  and  beauty,  and  delight. 

There  is  no  death  nor  change  .*v  their  might 

Kxceeds  our  organs,  which  endure 

No  light,  being  themselves  obscure.  % 


A  VISION  OF  THE  SEA. 

'T  IS  the  terror  of  tempest.    The  mgs  of  the  nil 
Am  flickering  in- ribbons  within  the  fierce  gale: 
From  the  stark  night  of  vapors  the  dim  rain  is  driven. 
And  when  lightning  is  loosed,  likea  deluge  fiom  heaven. 
She  sees  the  black  trunks  of  the  water-spouts  spin. 
And  blend,  as  if  heaven  was  mining  in. 
Which  they  seem'd  to  sustain  with  their  terrible  mass 
As  if  ocean  had  sunk  from  beneath  them :  they  pass 
To  their  gravesin  the  deep  with  an  earthquake  of  sound. 
And  the  waves  and  the  thimders,  made  silent  around. 
Leave  the  wind  to  its  echo.    The  vessel,  now  toss'd 
Through  the  low-trailing  rack  of  the  tempest,  is  lost 
I  n  I  he  skirts  of  the  thunder-cloud :  now  down  the  sweep 
Of  the  wind-cloven  wave  to  the  chasm  of  the  deep 
It  sinks,  and  the  walls  of  the  watwy  vale 
Whoae  depths  of  dread  calm  are  unmoved  by  the  gale, 
Dim  mirrors  of  ruin  hang  gleaming  about ; 
While  the  snr^  like  a  chaos  of  stars,  like  a  nmt 


Of  death-flames,  like  whirlpools  of  firerflowing  irao. 
With  apiendoe  and  terror  the  blaok  ship  environ ; 
Or  Uke  sulphnr^flakes  hurl'd  from  a  mine  of  pale  fire 
In  foontaios  spout  o'er  it    In  many  a  spire 
The  pynmki-bilkiws,  with  while  points  of  brine. 
In  the  cope  of  the  Ughtning  inconstantly  shine, 
As  pieraing  the  sky  from  the  fleer  of  the  sea. 
The  great  ship  seems  splitting!  it  cncks  as  i  tree. 
While  an  earthquake  is  splintering  its  root,  ere  the  MM 
Of  the  whiriwind  that  stript  it  of  branches  has  past 
The  intansa  thnades.baUs  which  are  laining  from 

heaven 
Have  ahatter'd  its  mast,  and  it  stands  black  and  riven. 
The  chinks  sack  destmctkm.   The  heavy  dead  hulk 
On  the  living  sea  rolls  an  inanimate  bulk, 
Like  a  corpse  on  the  clay  which  is  hong'ring  to  fold 
Jts  ooiTuption  around  it   Meanwhile,  fiom  the  hold. 
One  deek  b  burst  up  firom  the  waters  bek>w. 
And  it  splits  like  the  ice  when  the  thaw-breezes  blow 
(yer  the  lakes  of  the  desert !  Who  sit  on  the  other? 
Is  that-  all  the  craw  that  lie  burying  .each  other, 
like  the  dead  in  a  breach,  rooiid  the  feremostf  An 

those 
Twin  tigeia,  who  bunt  when  die  waters  arose. 
In  the  agony  of  terror,  their  chains  in  fiie  hold 
(What  now  makes  them  tame,  is  what  then  made 

them  bold) ; 
YIHio  crooeh'd,  side  by  side,  and  ha\e  driven,  like  a 

erank. 
The  deep  grip  of  their  claws  dkrough  the  vibimtiiig 

plank? 
Are  these  all?  Nine  weeks  the  tall  vessel  had  lain 
Oq  the  windless  expanse  of  the  wateiy  plain. 
Where  the  death<daiting  son  cast  no  shadow  at  noon. 
And  there  seem*d  to  be  fire  in  the  beams  of  the  moon. 
Till  a  kad-color'd  feg  gather*d  up  from  the  deep» 
Whose  breath  was  quick  pestilenoe;  tben^  the  oold 

sleep 
Crept,  like  bUght  through  the  ears  of  a  thick  field  «£ 

corn. 
O'er  the  populous  vessel.    And'  ^ven  and  mom, 
With  their  hammocks  for  oofiins  the  seamen  aghast 
like  dead  men  this  dead  Umbs  of  their  comrades  cast 
Down  the  deep,which  closed  on  them  above  and  around. 
And  the  sharks  and  the  dog-fish  their  grave-clothes 

mibeund. 
And  were  glutted  like  Jews  with  this  maima  nin'd 

down 
From  God  on  their  wilderness.  XkM  after  one 
The  mariners  died ;  on  the  eve  of  this  day, 
When  the  tempest  was*  gathering  in  cloudy  .array. 
But  seven  remain'd.    Six  the  thunder  had  smitten. 
And  they  lie  Mack  as  mummies  on  which  Time  has 

written 
His  soon  of  the  embelmer;  the  seventh,  fiom  the  deek 
An  oaksplinter  pierced  through  his  breast  and  his  back. 
And  hung  out  to  the  tempest  a  wreck  on  the  wreck. 
No  more?   At  the  helm  sits  a  woman  more  fair 
Than  heaven,  when,  unbindhtgJts  star-braided  hair. 
It  sinks  with  the  sun  on  the  earth  and  the  sea. 
She  clasps  a  bright  child  on  her  upgather'd  knee, . 
It  laughs  at  the  lightning,  it  mocks  the  mix'd  thunder 
Of  the  air  and  the  sea,  with  desire  and  with  wander 
It  is  beckoning  the  tigers  to  rise  and  come  near. 
It  would  play  with  those  eyes  where  the  ladianceof  fear 
Is  ootshining  the  meteors ;  its  bosom  beats  high. 
The  heart-fire  of  pleasure  has  kindled  its  eye ; 
While  Its  mother's  is  lustreless.  *?  Smile  net,  my  chUd, 
I  But  sleep  deeply  and  sweetly,  and  so  be  beguiled 
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Of  the  poQg  that  awaits  u>.  whatever  that  be, 
So  dreadful  unce  thou  must  divide  it  with  me ! 
Dream,  sleep  i  this  pale  blossom,  thy  cradle  and  bed. 
Win  it  rock  thee  not,  inftnt?  Tis  bmting  with  dread! 
Alas !  what  is  life,  what  is  death,  what  are  we. 
That  when  the  ship  sinks  we  no  longer  may  be  f 
What!  to  see  thee  no  more,  and  id  firal  thee  no  morot 
To  be  after  life  "what  we  have  been  before? 
Not  to  touch  those  sweet  handaf  Not  to  look  on  those 

eyes, 
"niose  lips,  and  that  haiiv  all  that  Smiling 
Thou  yet  wearest,  sweet  spirit,  which  I,  day  by  day. 
Have  so  long  call'd  my  child,  but  which  now  fiides  away 
Like  a  rainbow,  and  I  the  fallen  ahowerl"  Lo!  the 

ship 
Is  settling,  it  topples,  ihe  leeward  ports  dip ; 
The  tigen  leap  up.  when  they  feel  the  slow  brine 
Crawling  inch  by  inch  on  them ;  hair,  ears,  limbs, 

and  ejme. 
Stand  rigid  with  horror;  a  loud,  long,  hoarse  cry 
Bursf»>at  once  from  their  vitals  tremendously, 
And  'tis  borne  down  the  monntainons  vale  of  the 

wave. 
Rebounding,  like  thunder,  from  crag  to  cave, 
Mix'd  with  the  clash  of  the  lashing  lain, 
'  Hurried  on  by  the  might  of  the  hurticane ; 
The  hurricane  came  fVom  the  west,  and  past  on 
By  the  path  of  the  gate  of  the  eastern  sun. 
Transversely  dividing  the  stream  of  the  storm  ;- 
As  an  arrowy  serpent,  pursuing  the  form 
Of  an  elephant,  bursts  through  the  brakes  of  the  waste. 
Black  as  a  cormorant  the  screaming  blast. 
Between  ocean  and  heaven,  like  an  ocean,  past. 
Till  it  came  to  the  oloud#  on  the  verge  of  the  world, 
Which,  based  on  the  sea  and  to  heaven  upcuil'd, 
like  columns  and  walls  did  surround  and  sustain 
The  dome  of  the  tempest ;  it  rent  them  in  twain. 
As  a  flood  rends  its  barriers  of  mountainous  crag : 
And  the  dense  clouds  in  many  a  ruin  and  rag. 
Like  the  stones  of  a  temple  ere  earthquake  has  past. 
Like  the  dust  of  its  fall,  on  the  whirlwind  are  cast ; 
They  are  scattered  like  foam  on  the  torrent ;  and  where 
The  wmd  has  burst  out  through  the  chasm,  from  the  air 
Of  clear  morning,  the  beams  of  the  sunrise  flow  in. 
Unimpeded,  keen,  golden,  and  crystalline. 
Banded  armies  of  light  and  of  air ;  at  one  gate 
They  encounter,  but  interpenetrate. 
And  that  breach  in  the  tempest  is  widening  away. 
And  the  caverns  of  cloud  are  torn  up  by  the  day. 
And  the  fierce  winds  are  sirdung  with  weary  wings, 
LoU'd  by  the  motion  and  murmurings. 
And  the  long  glassy  heave  of  the  rocking 
And  overhead  glorious,  but  dreadful  to  see. 
The  wrecks  of  the  tempest,  like  vapors  of  gold. 
Are  consuming  in  sunrise.  The  heap*d  waves  behold 
The  deep  calm  of  blue  heaven  dilating  above. 
And,  like  passions  made  still  by  the  presence  of  Love, 
Beneath  the  clear  surface  reflecting  it  slide 
Tremulous  with  soft  influenoe ;  extending  its  tide 
From  the  Andes  to  Atlas,  round  mountain  and  isle. 
Round  seorbirds  and  wrecks,  paved  with  heaven's 

azure  smile. 
The  wide  world  of  waten  is  vibrating.    Where 
Is  the  ship  ?  On  the  verge  of  the  wave  where  it  lay 
One  ligar  is  mingled  in  ghastly  affray 
With  a  sea-make.   The  foam  and  the  smoke  of  the 

battle 
Stein  the  clear  air  with  sun-bows ;  the  jar,  and  the 

rattle 


Of  solid  bones  cruoh'd  by  the  kfinite 

Of  the  aaake's  adamandne  veluptuousneas ; 

And  the  hum  of  the  hot  blood  that  spouis  and  nira 

Where  the  gripe  of  the  tiger  has  wounded  the  veins 

Swoln  with  rage,  strength,  and  efibrt;  the  whir)  and 

the  splash 
As  of  some  hideous  engine  whose  bnnn  teeth  sdmIi 
The  thin  winds  and  soft  waves  into  thunder!  the 


And  hissings  crawl  fast  o*er  the  smooth 
Each  seund  like  a  centipede.    Near  this 
A  blue  shark  is  hanging  within  the  blue  ocean. 
The  fin-winged  tomb  of  the  victor.   Tlte  other 
Is  winning  his  way  from  the  fitte  of  his  brother. 
To  his  own  with  ins  speed  of  despair.   L»!  a  boat 
Advances;  twelve  rowers  with  the  impulse  of  thoo^r 
Urge  on  the  keen  keel,  the  brine  (bams.  At  the  stem 
Three  marksmen  stand  levelling.    Hot  bullela  bum 
In  the  breast  of  the  tiger,  which  yet  bean  him  en 
To  his  refuge  and  ruin.    One  fragment  alobe, 
*Tis  dwindling  aiul  sinking,  'tis  now  almoot  goiw 
Of  the  wreck  of  the  vessel  peers  out  of  tl\e  aea. 
With  her  lefl  hand  she  grasps  it  impetnoi»ly, 
M^th  her  right  she  sustains  her  fiurinfanL  DeathrFear. 
Love,  Beauty,  are  mix'd  in  the  atmosphere. 
Which  trembles  and  burns  with  the  fervor  of  dread 
Around  her  wild  eyes,  her  bright  hand,  and  her  head. 
Like  a  meteor  of  light  o'er  the  waters!  her  child 
Is  yet  smiling,  and  playing,  and  murmuring:  ao  smiled 
The  &lw  deep  ere  the  storm,  like  a  sister  and  brodkei 
The  child  and  the  ocean  still  smile  on  each  other. 
Whilst 


ODE  TO  HEAVSN. 


CHOBDs  w  ooam. 


nasT  8PIUT. 
Palace-roof  of  cloudless  mghts  f 
Paradise  of  golden  lights!  , 

Deep,  immeasurable,  vast. 
Which  art  now,  and  which  wert  thenf 

Of  the  present  and  the  past. 
Of  the  eternal  where  and  when. 

Presence-chamber,  temple,  home. 

Ever-canopying  dcmie. 

Of  acts  anid  ages  yet  to  come ! 

Glorious  shapes  have  life  in  thee. 
Earth,  and  all  earth's  oompany ; 

Living  globes  which  ever  throng 
Thy  deep  chasms  and  wiUemesses ; 

Aikl  green  worlds  that  glide  along; 
And  swifl  stars  with  flashmg  tresns ; 

And  icy  moons  most  cold  and  bright. 

And  mighty  suns  beyokid  the  night. 

Atoms  of  intensest  light 

Even  thy  name  is  as  a  god. 
Heaven!  for  thou  art  the  abode 

Of  that  power  which  is  the 
Wherein  man  his  nature 

Worship  thee  with  bended 
Tlieir  unremaining  gods  and  diey 
Like  a  river  roll  away : 
Thou  rematnest  such  alway. . 
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SOO 


ncono  srtRiT. 
Thou  art  but  the  mind's  fint  chamber, 
Round  which  its  young  fiinq^  clamber» 

Like  Weak  insects  in  a  cave, 
lighted  up  by  stalactites ;  < 

Bui  the  portal  of  the  grave, 
Wh^re  a  world  of  new  delights 

Will  make  thy  best  glories  seem 

But  a  dim  and  noonday  gleam 

From  the  shadow  of  a  dream  \ 

TRIRS  STTRIT. 

Peace !  the  abyss  is  wredrhed  with  sOom 
At  your  presumption,  atom-bom ! 

What  is  heaven  ?  and  what  are  ye 
Who  its  brief  expanse  inherit  ? 

What  are  suns  and  spheres  which  flee 
With  the  instinct  of  that  spirit    , 

Of  which  ye  are  but  a  part  ? 

Drops  which.  Nature's  mighty  heart 

Drives  through  thiuiest  veins.    Depart! 

What  is  heaveii  7  a  gk>be  of  dew. 
Filling  in  the  morning  new 

Some  eyed  flower,  whose  young  leaves  waken 
On  an  unimagined  world : 

Constellated  suns  unshaken, 
Ortrits  measureless  are  furi'd 

In  that  frail  and  fading  sphere, 

With  ten  millions  gather'd  there. 

To  tremble,  gleam,  and  disappear. 


ODE  TO  THE  WEOT  WINIX* 

t 
O  wiij>  Wert  Wind !  thou  breath  of  Autamn*s  being! 
Thou,  from  whose  unseen  presence  the  leaves  dead 
Are  driven,  like  ghosts  from  an  enchanter  fleeing, 

Yellow,  and  black,  and  pale,  and  heeCic  red, 
Pentilence-etricken  multitudes :  O,  thou,   , 
Who  chariotest  to  their  dark  wintry  bed 

The  winged  seeds,  where  they  lie  cold  and  low, 
Each  like  a  corpse  within  its  grarve,  until 
Thine  azure  sister  of  the  spring  shall  blow 

Ber  clarion  o'ar  the  dreaming  earth,  and  fill 
Driving  sweet  buds  like  flocks  to  feed  in  aii) 
With  living  hues  and  odors,  plain  and  hill : 

Wild  Spirit,  which  art  moving  everywhere ; 
rkxlwoyer  and  preserver;  hear,  O,  hear! 


*  This  poem  wss  conceived  and  chiefly  written  In  a 
rood  that  skirts  the  Arno,  near. Florence,  and  on  a  dsy 
vhen  that  lemprntaoiis  wind,  whom  temperature  is  at 
mce  mild  snd  animstini?,  wascollectingthe  vspors  which 
tonr  down  the  autumnal  rains.  They  beiran,  as  I  fbiesaw. 
If  srinset  with  a  violent  tempest  of  hail  and  rain,  attend- 
d  by  that  maffnificent  thunder  and  lightning  peculiar  to 
he  Cisalpine  regions. 

The  phenomenon  alluded  to  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
bird  stansa  is  well  hnown  to  naturalists.  The  vegetation 
t  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  of  rivets,  and  of  lakes,  sympa. 
hiKs  with  tliatof  the  land  in  the  change  of  seasons,  and  is 
onaaquenUy  inQaeaoed  by  the  winds  which  announce  it. 

3H 


Thou  on  whose  stream,  'mid  the  steep  sky's  oonuuo 

tion, 
Loose  clouds  litie  earth's  decaying  leaves  are  shed, 
Shook  from  the  tangled  bdugha  of  Heaven  and  Ocean. 

Angels  of  rain  and  lightnixig:  there  are  spread 
On  the  blue  surftce  of  thine  airy  surge. 
Like  the  bright  hair  uplifled  Aom  the  head 

Of  some  fierce  Menad,  even  from  the  dim  veiga 

Of  the  horiion  to  the  zenith's  height, 

The  locks  of  the  approaching  storm.    Hhw  diigv 

Of  the  dying  year,  to  which  this  closing  night 
Will  be  the  dome  of  a  vast  sepulchre. 
Vaulted  with  all  thy  congregated  might 

Of  vapors,  fiom  whose  solid  admosphere 

Black  rain,  and  fire,  and  hail  will  bunt:  O,  hear! 


m. 

Thou  who  didst  waken  from  his  summer  dreams 
The  blue  Mediterranean,  where  he  lay, 
LuH'd  by  the  coil  of  his  crystalline  streams. 

Beside  a  pumice  isle  in  Bais's  bay, 
And  saw  in  sleep  old  palaces  and  towen 
Quivering  within  the  wave's  intenser  day, 

AH  overgrown  with  azure  moas  and  flowers 

So  sweet,  the  sense  fiunts  picmring  them! — ^Thou 

For  whose  path  the  Atlande's  level  powen 

Cleave  themselves  into  chasms,  while  far  below 
The  sea  blooms,  and  the  oozy  woods  which  wear 
The  sapless, foliage  of  the  ocean,  know 

Thy  voice,  and  suddenly  grow  gny  with  fear. 
And  tremble  and  despoil  themselves:  O,  hear! 

IV. 

If  I  were  a  dead  leaf  thou.mightest  bear; 

If  I  were  a  swifl  ck>od  to  fly  with  thee , 

A  wave  to  pant  beneath  thy  power,  and  sham 


The  impulse  of  thy  strength,  only  lees  free 
Than  thou,  O,  uncontrollable !  If  even 
I  were  as  in  my  boyhood,  and  could  be 

The  comrade  of  thy  wanderings  over  heaven. 

As  then,  when  to  outstrip  thy  skiey  speed 

Scarce  seem'd  a  vision ;  I  would  ne'er  have  stnvea 

As  thus  with  thee  in  prayer  in  my  sore  nK»ed. 
Oh !  lifl  me  as  a  wave,  a  leaf;  a  cloud  I 
I  fall  upon  the  thorns  of  life !  I  bleed ! 

A  heavy  weight  of  hoan  has  chain'd  and  bow'd 
One  too  like  thee :  tameless,  and  swifl,  and  proud. 

V. 

Mako  me  thy  lyre,  even  as  the  ibrest  is : 
What  if  my  Itavee  are  falling  like  its  own! 
The  tumult  of  thy  mighty  harmonies 
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Will  take  from  both  a  de^pi  autumnal  tone. 
Sweet,  tl^ugh  in  aadneo.    Be  thou,  spirit  fierce, 
My  spirit !  Be  thou  me,  impetuous  one ! 

Drive  my  dead  th<mghts  over  the  univene. 
like  H'ither'd  leaves,  to  quicken  a  new  l^irth ! 
And,  by  the  incantation  of  this  verse, 

Scatter,  as  from  an  unextinguished  hearth 
Ashes  and  sparks,  my  words  among  mankind ! 
Be  through  my  lips  to  unawaken'd  earti^ 

The  trumpet  of  a  prophecy !  O,  wind, 

If  Winter  comes,  can  Spring  be  far  behind? 


AN  ODE. 

WHTTBN,  OCTOVER,  1819,  BEFORE  THE  8PAOTARD8 
BAD  RECOVERED  THEIR  LIBERTY. 

Arise,  arise,  arise ! 
Here  is  blood  on  the  earth  that  deniei  ye 
braad; 
Be  your  wounds  like  eye^ 
To  weep  for  the  dead,  the  dead,  the  dead*. 
What  other  grief  were  it  just  to  pay  ? 
Tour  sons,  your  .wives,  your  brethren,  were  they ; 
Who  said  they  were  slain  on  the  battle  day  ? 


Awaken,  awaken,  awaken ! 
The  slave  and  the  tyrant  are  twin-bom  foes ; 

Be  the  cold  chains  shaken 
To  the  dust  where  your  kindred  repose,  repose ! 
Their  bones  in  the  grave  will  start  and  move, 
When  they  hear  the  voices  of  thoee  they  love. 
Most  loud  in  the  holy  combat  above. 


Wave,  wave  high  the  banner! 
When  freedom  is  riding  to  conquest  by: 

Though  the  slaves  that  fan  her 
Be  famine  and  toil,  giving  sigh  for  sighu 
And  ye  who  attend  her  imperial  car, 
lift  not  your  hands  in  the  banded  war. 
But  in  her  defence  whose  children  ye  are. 


QDE  TO  LIBERTY.    ' 

f 

Yet,  Freedom,  yet  thy  tCaaer  torp  bat  flyiag, 

Streams  like  a  thunder-storm  against  tlie  wind. 

BnuM 

J. 

A  CULORIOU8  people  vibrated  again 

The  lightning  of  the  nations :  liberty 
From  heart  to  heart,  from  tower  lo  lower,  o*er  Spoils 

Scattering  contagious  fire  into  the  ftky. 
Gleamed.     My  soul  spnm'd  the  chains  of  its  dinui^ 
And,  in  the  rapid  plumes  of  song. 
Clothed  itself,  sublime  and  strong; 
As  a  jroung  eagle  soars  the  morning  clouds  among. 
Hovering  inverse  o*er  its  accustom'd  prey ; 

Till  from  its  station  in  the  heaven  of  iame 
The  Spirit's  whiriwind  rapt  it,  and  the  ray 
Qf  the  remotest  sphere  of  living  flame 
Which  paves  the  void  was  from  behind  it  flong 
As  fbam  from  a  ship's  swifUiess,  when  there  came 
A  voice  out  of  the  deep :  I  will  recoid  the  aame 

n. 

The  Son  and  the  serenest  Moon  spvang  forth  : 

The  burning  stan  of  the  abyss  were  hurl*d 

Into  the  depths  of  heaven.    The  dssdal  earth. 

That  isliuid  in  the  ocean  of  (he  worid. 
Hung  in  its  cloud  of  all-suBtaining  air; 
But  this  divinest  universe 
Was  yet  a  chaos  and  a  curse. 
For  thou  wert  not ;  but  power  from  wont  proaoaqg 


Glory,  glory,  glory, 
To  thoee  who  have  greatly  sufier^d  and  done! 

Never  name  in  story 
Was  greater  than  that  which  ye  shall  have  won. 
Conquerors  have  oonquer'd  their  files  alone. 
Whose  revenge,  pride,  and  power  they  have  over- 
thrown: 
Ride  ye,  more  victorious,  over  your  own. 

Bind,  bind  every  brow 
^yith  coronals  of  violet,  ivy,  and  pine : 

Hide  the  blood-stains  now 
With  hues  which  sweet  nature  has  made  divine : 
Green  strength,  azure  hope,  and  etemi^t 
But  let  not  the  pansy  among  them  be ; 
Ye  were  iigured,  and  that  means  memoiy.  | 


The  spirit  of  the  beasts  vvas  kindled  there. 

And  of  die  birds,  and  of  the  watery  ferma. 

And  therfe  was  war  among  them,  and  despair 

Within  them,  rsging  without  trace  or  terms : 
The  bosom  of  their  violated  nuiae 

Groan'd,  for  beasts  warr'd  on  beasts,  and  wonoi 

on  wonns^ 
And  men  on  men ;  each  heart  was  aa  a  hall  ol 
stora^B. 

HI. 

r 

Man,  the  imperial  shape,  then  multiplied 

His  generations  under  the  pavilion 
Of  the  Sun's  throne :  palace  and  pyramid. 

Temple  and  prison,  to  many  a  sw^iming  irnlBoo, 
Were,  as  to  mounmin-wolves  their  ragged  caves. 
This  hiunan  living  multitude 
Was  savage,  cunning,  blind,  and  rude. 
For  thou  wert  not;  but  o*er  the  populous  solitude, 
like  one  fierce  dood  over  a  waste  of  wavea, 

Hung  tyhinny ;  beneath,  sate  defied 
The  sister-peBt,  con^regator  of  slaves ; 
Into  the  shadow  of  her  pinions  wide. 
Anarchs  and  priests  who  feed  on  gold  and  blood. 
Till  with  the  stain  their  inmost  aonls  are  dyed. 
Drove  the  aslonish'd  herds  of  men  from  evwyside 


IV. 

The  nodding  prMnonlorieB,  and  blue  isles, 
And  cloud-like  mountains,  and  dividuoos 

Of  Greece,  badt'd  glorious  in  the  open  aniles 
Of  favoring  heaven :  from  their  enchanted 
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IVophetic  echow  flung  dim  melody 
Od  ihe  unapproheiMive  wildl 
The  vine,  the  com,  ihe^live  mild» 
Grew  lavage  yet,  to  human  um  unreconciled ; 
And,  like  uniblded  flowen  beneath  (hf  tea. 

Like  the  man'H  thought  dark  in  the  iniant'i  brain, 
like  aqght  that  m  which  wraps  what  is  to  be, 
Art's  deathless  dreams  lay  veil'd  by  many  a  vein 
Of  Parian  stone  {  and  yet  a  apeechless  child. 
Verse  murmui^'d,.  and  Philosophy  did  strain 
Her  lidlea  eyes  fi»r  thee;  when  f^^r  the  .£gaan  main 

V. 

Athens  arose :  a  dty  soch  as  virion 

Builds  from  the  purple  crags  and  silver  towers 
Of  battlemented  cloud,  as  in  derUon 

Of  kingliest  masonry :  the  oceai^floon 
Fave  it ;  the  evening  sky  pavilions  it ; 
Its  (portals  are  inhabited 
By  thund«r4K>ued  winds,  each  hfcad 
IVithin  its  ck>udy  wings  with  sun-fire  gaiianded, 
A  divine  work !  Athens  diviner  yet 

Gleam'd  with  its  crest  of  columns*  on  the  will 
Of  man,  as  on  a  mount  of  diamond, set; 
For  thou  wert,  and  thine  all-creative  skill 
Peopled  with  forms  that  mock  the  eternal  dead 
In  marble  immortality,  that  hill     ' 
Which  was  thine  earliest  throne  and  latest  onusle. 


VI. 

Within  the  surface  of  Time's  fleeting  liver 

Its  wrinkled  image  lies,  as  then  it  lay 
Immovably  unquiet,  and  for  ever 

It  trembles,  but  it  cannot  pass  away  I 
The  voices  of  thy  bards  and  sages,  thunder 

With  an  earth-awakening  blast 
Through  the  caverns  of  the  past ; 
Religion  veils  her  eyes ;  Oppression  shrinks  aghMt : 
A  winged  sound  of  joy,  and  love  and  wonder. 
Which  soars  where  Eipectation  never  flew» 
Rending  the  veil  of  space  and  time  asunder! 
One  ocean  feeds  the  clouds,  apd '  streana*  mA 
dew; 
One  eon  illumines  heaven ;  one  spirit  vast 
With  life  and  love  makes  chaos  «lver  new, 
Ab  Athens  doth  the  worid  with  thy  delight  renew. 


vm. 

From  'what  Hyrcanian  glen  tir  frozen  hill, 
Or  piny  promontoiy  of  the  Arctic  main, 
Or  utmost  islet  inaccessible. 

Didst  thou  lament  the  ruin  of  thy  reign. 
Teaching  the  woods  and  wav^s,  and  desert  rocks. 
And  every  Naiad's  ioe^x>ld  um. 
To  talk  bi  echoes  sad  and  stem. 
Of  that  sublimest  lore  which  man  had  dared  unleafnt 
For  neither  didst  thou  watch  the  wizard  flocks 

Of  the  Scald's  dreams,  norhaunt  the  Druid'ssleepL 
What  if  the  tears  rain'd  through  thy  shatler'd  locks 
Were  quickly  dried?  for  thou  didst  groan,  wH 
weep. 
When  fhxn  its  sea  of  death  to  kill  md  bum, 
The  Galilean  serpent  forth  did  creep. 
Aikl  made  thy  world  an  undistingmshable  hefep 

IX. 

A  tfaoosaiid  yean  the  £arth  cried,  Where  art  thou  ? 

And  then  the  shadow  of  thy  coming  fell 
Oa  Saxon  Alfred's  olive-cinolured  brow : 

And  many  a  warrio^peopled  citadel, 
Like  rocks  which  fire  lifls  out  of  the  flat  deep. 
Arose  in  sacred  Italy^ 
Frowning  o'er  the  tempestuous  sea 
Of  kings,  and  priests,  and  slaves,  in  tower>cnwn'd 
nugesty; 
That  multitudmoui  ai^rchy  did  sweep, 

And  buri^  around  their  wrils,.like  idle  foam. 
Whilst  Hfom  the  human  spirit's  deepest  deep, 
$tiange  melody  with  love  and  awe  struck  dumb 
Dissonant  arms ;  and  Art,  which  cannot  die, 
WiUi  divine  wand  titioed  on  our  earthly  home 
Fit  imagery  to  pave  heaven's  eveilastii,g  dome. 


X 


VII. 

Then  Rome  was,  and  from  thy  deep  boaom  feirast. 
Like  a  wolf^ub  fimm  a  CadmiBan  MJenad)* 

She  drew  the  milk  of  greamess,  though  thy  deafest 
From  that  £l3rsian  food  was  yet  unwean*d ; 

And  many  a  deed  of  terrible  uprightness 
By  thy  sweet  love  was  sanctified ; 
And  in  thy  smile,  and  by  thy  side, 

Saintly  Camillus  lived,  and  firni  Atillus  died. 
But  when  tean  stain'd  thy  robe  of  vestal  whi 
And  gold  profiuied  thy  cApitolian  throne. 
Thou  didst  desert,  with  spirit-winged  lightness. 
The  senate  of  the  tyrants :  they  sunk  prone 

Slaves  of  ene  tyrant :  IVilatinus  sigh'd 
Faint  echoes  of  Ionian  song ;  that  lone 
Thou  didst  delay  to  hear,  lainenting  to  disown. 


•  See  the  Baedw  of  Euripides. 


Thou  huntress  swifter  than  the  Moon !  thou  tent*  ' 
Of  the  world's  wolves !  thou  bearor  of  the  quiver. 
Whose  sun-like  shafls  pierce  tempest-winged  Error, 
As  light  may  pierce  the  clouds  when  they  dissever 
In  the  calm  regkms  of  the  orient  day! 

Luther  caught  thy  wakening  glance ; 
.  Like  Ughtning,  from  his  leaden  lance 
Reflected,  it  dissolved  the  visions  of  the  trance 
In  which,  as  in  a  tomb,  the  nations  lay : 

And  England's  prophets  hail'd  thee  as  their  queeub 
In  songs  whose  music  cannot  pass  away. 
Though  it  must  flow  for  ever:  not  unseen 
Before  the  spirit-sighted  countenance 
Of  Milton  didst  thou  pass,  from  the  sad  scene 
Beyond  whose  night  he  saw,  wijh  a  dejected  mien. 


XI. 

The  eager  hours  and  unreluctant  years 

As  on  a  dawn-illiimined  mountain  stood. 
Trampling  to  silence  their  loud  hopes  and  fears. 

Darkening  each  other  with  their  multitude, 
And  cried  aloud,  Liberty !    IiKlignation 
Answer'd  Pity  from  her  cave  ; 
Death  grew  pale  within  the  grave, 
And  desolation  howl'd  to  the  destroyer,  ^ve ! 
When  like  heaven's  sun,  girt  by  the  exhalation 

Of  its  own  glorious  light,  thou  didst  arise. 
Chasing  thy  foes  from  nation  unto  nation 
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Ijke  lAiadowB :  b8  if  day  had  cloven  the  skies 
At  dreaming  midnight  o'er  the  western  wave. 
Men  started,  staggering  with  a  glad  surprise. 
Under  the  lightnings  of  thind  unfamiliar  eyes. 

XII. 

Thou  heaven  of  earth !  what  spells  could  pell  thee  then. 

In  ominous  eclipse  t  A  thousand  yean» 
Bred  iiom  the  slime  of  deep  oppression's  den. 

Dyed  all  thy  liquid  light  with  blood  and  tears, 
Till  thy  sweet  stars  could  weep  the  slain  away. 
How  like  Bacchanals  of  blood 
Round  France,  the  ghastly  vintage,  stood 
Destruction's  sceptred  slaves,  and  Iblly^s  mitred  brood! 
When  one,  like  them,  but  mightier  far  than  they. 

The  Anarch  of  thine  own  bewilder'd  powen, 
Rose :  armies  mingled  in  obscure  array  ' 

like  clouds  with  clouds,  darkening  the  sacred 
bowers 
Of  serene  heaven.    He,  by  the  past  pursued, 
ReslB  with  those  dead,  but  uniforgottMi  hours, 
Whose  ghosts  sore  victor  kings  in  their  ancestral 
towers. 

XIII. 
England  yet  sleeps :  vnis  she  not  callM  of  old  ? 

Spain  calls  her  now,  as  with  its  thrilling  thunder 
Vesuvius  wakens  iEtna,  and  the  cold 

Snow-crags  by  its  reply  are  cloven  in  sunder : 
O'er  the  lit  waves  eveiy  iEolian  isle 
From  Pilhecosa  to  Peloras     * 
Howls,  and  leaps,  and  glares  in  choms ; 
Tlieycry,  Be  dim,  ye  lamps  of  heaven  suspended 
o'er  us. 
Her  bhains  are  threads  of  gold,  she  need  but  smile 
And  they  dissolve ;  but  Spain's  were  links  of  steel, 
Till  bit  to  dust  by  virtue's  keenest  file. 
Twins  of  a  single  destiny !  appeal 
To  the  eternal  years  enthroned  before  us. 
Id  the  dim  West ;  impress  us  from  a  seal, 
All  jre  have  thought  and  done !  Tim«  cannot  dare 
conceal. 

# 

XIV. 

Tomb  of  Arminius !  render  up  thy  dead. 

Till,  like  a  standard  from  a  watch-tower's  lrta£^ 
His  soul  may  stream  over  the  tyrant's  head ! 

Thy  victory  shall  be  his  epitaph. 
Wild  Bacchanal  of  truth's  mysterioiu  wine. 
King-deluded  Germany, 
His  dead  spirit  lives  in  thee. 
Why  do  we  fear  or  hope  ?  thou  art  already  free ! 
And  thou,  lost  Paradise  of  this  divine 

And  glorious  world !  thou  floweiy  wilderness ! 
Thou  island  of  eternity !  thou  shriqe 

Where  desolation,  clothed  with  loveliness. 
Worships  i^e  thing  thou  wert !  O  Italy, 
Gather  thy  blood  into  thy  heart ;  repress 
The  beasts  who  make  their  dens  thy  sacre4  pn^'M**- 

XV. 
O,  that  the  free  would  stamp  the  impious  name 

Of  *  •  •  «  jjjto  the  dust !  or  write  it  there. 
So  that  this  blut  upon  the  page  of  fame 

Were  as  a  serpent's  path,  which  the  light  air  ' 
Erases,  and  the  flat  sands  close  behind ! 
Ye  the  oracle  have  heard : 


'd; 


Lefl  the  victory-flashing  sword. 
And  cut  the  snaky  knots  of  this  fiml  gord 
Which  weak  itself  as  stubble,  yet  can 

Into  a  mass,  irrefragably  firm, 
The  Axes  and  the  rods  which  awe 
lite  sound  has  poison  in  it,  'tis  the 
Of  what  msjus  lifQ  foul,  cankerous,  and 
Disdain  not  thou,  at  thine  appointed 
To  set  thine  armed  heel  on  this  relndBBt 

XVI. 

O,  that  the  wise  from  their  bright  minds  would  kindle 

Such  lamps  within  the  dome  of  this  dim  world. 
That  the  pale  name  of  Prubbt  might  ahiink  and 
dwindle 
Into  the  hell  from  which  it  firrt  was  huri*d, 
A  scoff  of  impious  pride  fiom  fiends  impure ; 

'nil  human  thoughts  might  kneel  almie . 
£^ch  before  the  judgmen(>thnNie 
Of  its  own  aweleai  soul,  or  of  the  power  uaknown ! 
O,  that  the  wx>rds  which  make  the  thoughia  obseorr 
From  which  they  spring,  as  clouds  of  gliouneiiDg 
dew 
From  a  white  lake  blot  heaven*s  blue  poitraitiire. 
Were  stript  of  their  thin  masks  and  vaiioos  hue. 
And  irowns  anid  smiles  and  splendors  not-  ifaoir  own. 
Till  in  the  nakedness  of  fidse  and  true 
They  stand  belbre  their  Lord,  each  to  receive  itadoe. 

xvn. 

He  who  taught  man  to  vanquish  whatsoever 
Can  be  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave, 
Crown'd  him  the  King  of  Life.    O  vain,  endeavor! 

If  on  his  own  high  will,  a  willing  slave. 
He  has  enthroned  the  oppression  and  the  oppressor. 
What  if  canh  con  clothe  and  feed 
Amplest  millions  at  their  need. 
And  power  in  thought  be  as  the  tree  within  the  seed 
Or  what  if  Art,  an  ardent  intercessor 

Diving  on  fiery  wings  to  Nature's  throne. 
Checks  the  great  mother  stooping  to  caieas  her. 
And  cries :  Give  me,  thy  child,  dominion 
Over  all  heighth  and  depth  f  if  Life  can  breed 
New  wants',  and  wealth  from  those  who  toil  and  grma 
Rend  of  thy  giils  and  hen  a  thousandfold  for  one. 

xvni. 

Come  Thou,  but  lead  out  of  the  inmost  cave 

Of  man's  deep  spirit,  as  the  morning-star 
Beckons  the  Sun  frooLthe  Enan  wave,' 

Wisdom.    I  -hear  the  pennons  of  her  car 
Self-moving,  like  cloud  charioted  by  flame; 
Comes  she  not,  and  come  ye  not. 
Rulers  of  eternal  thought. 
To  judge,  with  solemn  truth,  life's  jU-apporiioo*d  lot? 
Blind  Love,  and  equal  Justice,  and  the  Fame 

Of  what  has  been,  the  Hope  of  what  Mill  bef 
(X  Liberty !  if  such  could  be  thy  name, 

Wert  thou  disjoin'd  from  theses  or  they  from  thee 
If  tUne  or  theirs  were  treasures  to  be  bought 

By  bkKxl  or  tean,  have  not  the  wise  and  fiee 
Wept  tears,  and  btood  like  tears  ?  The  solemn  hansQB> 

xrx. 

Paused,  and  the  spirit  of  that  mighty  aiqging 
To  its  abyss  was  suddenly  withdrawn; 
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Then,  m  a  wUd  twui,  when  niUiniely  winging 
Iti  path  athwait  the  thondermoke  of  dawn, 
Sinks  headlong  throogh  the  aerial  golden  light 
On  the  heayy-aoonding  plain. 
When  the  holt  haa  pierced  its  biain ; 
As  smttmer  chnidt  dissolTe,  nnbaifhen'i^  of  iheir  rain ; 
An  a  ftir  taper  ftedes  with  fading  mg^t,- 
Aa  a  hrief  inseet  dies  with  dying  day, 
M>  aeag,  its  pinions  diaakray'd  of  might, 
Droop'd ;  o'er  it  cloeed  the  echoes  far  away 
Of  the  great  voice  which  did  its  flight  sustain. 

As  waves  which  lately  paved  his  wateiy  way 
HiM  round  a  drowner's  head  in  their  tenpestuons 
phy. 


ODfi  TO  NAPLES.* 

EPODE  I.  o. 

1 0TOOD  within  the  eity  dinnterr'd  ;t 

And  heard  (he  aatumnal  leaves  lika  light  foodaUs 
Of  spiriis  paasing;  through  the  streets;  and  heard 
The  Mountain's  Blumberous  voice  at  intervals 
Thrill  through  those  roofleM  halls ; 
The  oracular  thunder  penetrating  shook 

The  listening  soul  in  my  suspended  bloed ; 
I  lelt  that  Earth  out  of  her  deep  heart  spok^ 
I   felt,  but  heard  not  >-^thjough  white  colomq^ 
glow'd 
The  isle-Bustoibing  Ocean  flood, 
A  plane  of  light  between  two  Heavens  of  azure  i 

Around  mo  gleam'd  many  a  bright  sepulchre 
Of  whose  pure  beauty;  Time,  as  if  his  pleasure 
Were  to  spare  Death,  had  never  made  erasure ; 
But  every  living  lineament  was  clear 
As  in  the  sculptor's  thought ;  and  there 
The  wreaths  of  stony  myrtle,  ivy  and  pine. 

Like  winter  leaves  o'ergrown  by  ntoulded  snow, 
Seem'd  only  not  to  move  and  grow 
Because  the  crystal  silence  of  the  air 

Weigh'd  on  their  life ;  even  as  the  Power  divine. 
Which  then  lulVd  all  things,  brooded  upon  mine. 

WfOVK  ti.  a. 

Then  gentle  winds  arose. 
With  many  a  mingled  close 
Of  wild  i£olian  sound  and  mountain  odor  keen ; 
And  where  the  Baiasn  ocean 
Welters  with  air-like  motion. 
Within,  above,  around  its  bowers  of  starry  green. 
Moving  the  sea-flowers  in  thoue  pnrplf  eavea, 
Even  as  the  ever  stormless  atmosphere 
Floats  o'er  the  Elysian  realm, 
It  bore  me  like  an  Angel,  o'er  the  waves 

Of  sunlight,  whose,  swifl  pinnace  of  dewy  air 
No  storm  can  overwhelm ; 
I  sail'd,  where  ever  flows 
Under  the  calm  Serene 
A  spirit  of  deep  emotion, 

*  The  Author  has  connected  many  recx>I lections  of  bis 
▼isil  to  Pompeii  snd  Rsi«  with  the  enthnsiaim  excited  by 
ttw  intj^llifenee  of  the  proclamation  of  a  Constitutional 
Oovemment  at  ^laptas.  This  hns  given  a  linge  of  pie- 
ttireK|De  and  descriptive  imagery  to  the  introductory 
Epodes  which  depicture  these  scenes,  and  some  of  the 
najcMic  flwtinKS  permanently  connected  with  the  seeae 
of  this  animating  event.— ,^aUsr*s  JVWt. 

t  PompeiJ. 


Fmii  the  unknown  graves 
Of  the  dead  kuigs  ef  Melody4 
Shadowy  Aoniaa  darken'd  o*er  the  heUn 
The  horiaontal  ether ;  he«ven  stript  bare 
Ita  depths  over  Elysium,  where  the  prow 
Made  the  invisible  water  white  as  snow ; 
From  that  lyphtoan*  mount,  Inariroe 
There  stream'd*  a  iunlike  vapor,  like  the  standard 
Of  some  ethersal  host ; 
'  Whilst  from  all  the  coast. 
Louder  and  louder,  gaiherii]g  roond,  there  wander*d 
Over  the  omculisr  woods  and'  divine  sea 
Prophasyings  which  grew  artienlaiJB — 
They  aeiae  nae— I  must  speak  them— be  they  &te ! 


STEornx  Ok  1. 
Naples  ?  thou  Heart  of  men  which  ever  pantest 

Naked  beneath  the  lidleas  ^e  of  heaven ! . 
£lysian  €fty,  which  to  calm  enchantest 

The  mntinous  air  and  smi  !  they  round  thee,  even 
As  sleep  round  Love,  are  driven  f 
Metropolis  of  a  ruin'd  Paradise 

Long  lost.  Tore  won,  and  yet  hut  half  regain*d! 
Bright  Altar  of  the  bloodTess  sacrifice, 
Which  armed  Victory  oflbra  up  unstained 
To  Love,  the  flower-enchain'd ! 
Thou  which  wert  once,  and  then  did  cease  to  he. 
Now  art,  and  henceforth  ever  shalt  be,  free, 
If  Hope,  and  Truth,  and  Justice  can  avail. 
HbmI;  hail,  all  hail ! 

STROniK  $.  & 

Thou  youngest  giant  birth 

Which  from  the  groaning  earth 
Leap'st,  clothed  in  armor  of  impenetrable  scale! 

Lest  of  the  Intercessors ! 

Who  'gainst  the  Crown'd  Transgressota 
Fleadest  before  God's  love !  Array'd  in  Wisdom's  raaii 

Wave  thy  lightning  lance  in  mirth ; 

Nor  let  thy  high  heart  fail. 
Though  iiom  their  hundred  gates  the  leagued  Op^ 
pressors 

With  hurried  legions  move ! 

Hail,  hail,  all  hail .'' 

i 

ANTISTROPilX  » 

What  though  Cimmerian  Anarchs  dare  blaspheme 

Freedom  and  thee  ?  thy  shield  is  as  a  mirror 
To  make  their  blind  slaves  see,  ond  with  fierce  gleam 

To  turn  his  hungry  sword  upon  the  wearer, 
A  new  Acteon's  error 
Shall  their's  have  bean — devour'd  by  their  own 
hounds ! 

Be  thou  like  the  imperial  Bosilit-k, 
Killing  thy  foe  with  unapparent  wounds ! 

Gaze  on  oppression,  till  at  that  dread  risk 

Aghast  she  pass  from  tha  Elarth's  disk  * 
Fear  not,  but  gaze— for  freemen  mightier  grow. 
And  slaves,  more  feeble,  gazing  on  their  foe. 

If  Hope  and  Truth  and  Justice  may  avail. 

Thou  shalt  be  greaL — All  hail ! 

ANnsTsorHE  fi  2. 

From  Freedom's  form  divine. 
From  Nature's  inmost  shrine* 


t  Homer  and  Virgil. 
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Strip  every  impknis  gawd,  rend  Eitm  Yeil  by  veil  i 

O'er  Ktiin  desolate. 

O'er  Falsehood's  fallen  state. 
Sit  thou  sublime',  imawed ;  be  the  DestniTer  pale! 

Aod  equal  laws  be  thine, 

And  winged  words  let  sail. 
Freighted  with  truth  even  from  the  throne  of  God ! 

That  wealth,  surviving  fiue. 

Be  thou.— All  hail! 

▲NTtSTROPfflE  «.  Y- 

Didst  thou  net  start  to  hear  Spain's  thrilling  pnan 

From  land  to  land  reechoed  Ktlemnly, 
TUl  aileooe  became  music?  From  the  i£ean* 
To  the  cold  Alps,  eternal  Italy 
Starts  to  hear  thine  I  The  Sea 
Which  paves  the  desert  streets  of  V^moe  laughs 

In  light  and  music ;  widow*d  Genoa  wan, 
By  moonlight  spells  ancestral  epitaphs, 
Munnuring.  where  is  Doria  ?  fair  Milan, 
Within  whose  veins  long  rsn 
llie  viper*8t  palsying  venonl,  fills  her  heel 
To  bruise  his  head.    The  signal  and  the  seal 
(If  Hope  and  Truth  and  Justice  can  avail) 
Art  Thou  of  all  these  hopes.— O  hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE  $»  y. 

Florenee !  beneath  the  sun, 
>     Of  cities  fairest  one, 
Bluslies  within  her  bower  for  Freedom's  expectatxMi : 
From  eyes  of  quenchless  hope 
Rome  teara  the  priestly  cope, 
As  ruling  once  by  power,  so  now  by  admiration. 
An  athlete  stript  to  nin 
From  a  remoter  station 
For  the  high  prize  lost  on  Philippfs  shore, — 
As  then  Hope.  Truth,  and  Justice  did  avail, 
Sd  now  may  Fmud  and  Wrong !  O  hail .' 

croDK  I.  fi. 

Hear  ye  the  march  as  of  the  Earth-bom  Fonns 

Array'd  against  the  ever-living  Gods? 
The  crash  and  daiicness  of  a  thousand  ^iorms 
Bursting  their  inaccessible  abodes 

Of  crags  and  thunder-clouds  ? 
See  ye  the  banners  blazon'd  to  the  day, 

Inwrought  with  entblnms  of  barbaric  pride  ? 
Diaonant  threats  kill  Silence  far  avray, 
The  serene  Heaven  which  wraps  our  Eden  wide 
With  iron  light  is  dyed, 
Tha  Anarchs  of  the  North  lead  forth  their  legions 

Like  Chaos  o'er  creation,  nncreating ; 
A  hundred  tribes  nourish'd  on  strange  religions  - 
And  lawless  slat-erics, — down  the  aerial  regions 
Of  the  white  Alps,  desolating, 
Famish*d  wolves  that  bide  no  wailing, 
Blotting  the  glowing  footsteps  of  old  glory, 
Trampling  our  colnmnM  cities  into  dust, 

Their  dull  and  savage  lust 
On  Beauty's  cone  to  sickness  satiating- 
They  come !  The  fields  they  tread  look  bkck  and 

hoary 
With  fire— from  their  red  feet  the  streams  run  geiy ! 

•  JBmti,  the  Island  of  Circe. 

t  The  viper  was  the  arsMtial  device  of  the  Vlssonti, 
ivsaauorifilaa. 


KPODB  II.  fi. 

Great  Spirit,  deepest  Love! 

Which  ndest  and  dost  move 
AU  things  which  live  and  are,  within  cho  Iialiiki  i 

Who  spreadest  heaven  aiwind  it, 

Wfaoae  wioods,  rocks,  waves,  aarmiBd  it , 
Who  sittesc  in  thy  star,  Ver  Ocean's  weatera  door. 
Spirit  of  beauty.'  at  whose  soft  command 
The  sunbeams  and  the  showen  distil  iia  finaa 

From  the  Earth's  bosom  chill ; 
O  bid  those  beams  be  each  a  blinding  brand 
O^  l^hming !  bid  those  showeia  be  dews  of  poi"'>«  * 

Bid  the  Earth's  plenty  kill ! 

Bid  thy  bright  Heaven  above. 

Whilst  light  and  darkness  bound  it. 

Be  theif  lomb  who  plann'd 

To  make  it  ours  and  thine ! 
Or,  with  thine  harmonising  ardors  fill 
And  raise  thy  sons,  as  o'er  the  prone  horinn 
Thy  lamp  feeds  every  twilight  wave  with  ' 
Be  man's  high  hope  and  uneztinct  desire 
The  .instrument  to  work  thy  will  divine! 
Then  clouds  from  sunbeams,  antelopes  from  leopardsb 

And  frowns  and  feara  fitNU  Thee, 

Would  not  more  swifUy  flee 
Tlian  Celtic  H*olves  from  the  Ausonian  shepheida^-> 
Whatever,  Spirit,  from  thy  starry  shrine 
Thou  yieldest  or  withholdest.  Oh  let  be 
This  city  of  thy  worship  ever  free ! 

September,  1820. 


THE  CLOUD. 

I  BEING  fresh  showers  for  the  thiisting  fkvwaiSp 

From  the  seas  and  the  streams ; 
I  bear  light  shades  finr  the  leaves  when  laid 

In  their  noonday  dreams. 
From  my  wings  are  shaken  the  dews  that 

The  sweet  buds  every  one. 
When  rock'd  to  rest  on  their  mother's  breast. 

As  she  dances  about  the  sun. 
I  wield  the  flail -of  the  lashing  hail. 

And  whiten  the  green  plains  undec 
And  then  again  I  dissolve  it  in  rain. 

And  laugh  as  I  pass  in  thunder. 

I  sifk  the  snow  on  the  mountains  below. 

And  their  great  pines  groan  aghast; 
And  all  the  night  'tis  my  pillow  white. 

While  I  sleep  in  the  arms  of  the  blast 
Sublime  oo  the  towers  of  vay  skiey  bowers. 

Lightning  ray  pilot  sits. 
In  a  cavern  under  is  fetter'd  the  thunder. 

It  struggles  and  liowls  at  fits ; 
Ov<er  earth  and  ocean,  with  gentle  motyn 

This  pilot  is  guiding  me. 
Lured  by  the  love  of  the  genii  that  more 

In  the  depths  of  the  purple  sea ; 
Over  the  rilk,  and  the  crags,  and  the  hiUs, 

Over  the  lakes  and  the  plains. 
Wherever  he  dseam,  under  raounlaan  or  stream. 

The  Spirit  he  loves  remains ; 
And  I  all  the  while  bask  in  heavan'a  Mae  tmuki. 

Whilst  he  isdaHoWiag  in  raina. 
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The  nngaine  sanriMi  with  his  OMleor  aya«. 

And  his  burning  plumes  outspread, 
Leaps  on  the  back  of  my  sailing  rack. 

When  the  morning'Star  shines  dead. 
As  on  the  jag  of  a  mouoiain  crag, 

Which  an  earthquake  rocks  and  swings. 
An  eagle  alit  one  moment  may  sit 

In  the  light  of  4t8  golden  wings. 
And  when  sunset  may  breathe,  from  the  lit  sea  be- 
neath, 

Its  ardon  of  rest  and  of  love» 
Aod  the  crimson  pall  of  eve  may  fidl 

From  the  depth  of  heaven  above* 
With  wings  folded  I  rest,  on  mine  aiiy  nest. 

As  still  as  a  brooding  dova 

Hiat  orbed  maiden,  with  white.fire  ladeD, 

Whom  mortals  call  the  moon. 
Glides  glimmering  o'er  my  fleeee^like  fliior» 

By  the  midnight  breezes  strewn ; 
And  yrh^rever  the  beat  of  her  unseen  feet, 

Which  only  the  angels' hear. 
May  have  broken  the  woof  of  my  tent's  thin  rooi; 

The  stars  peep  behind  her  and  peer; 
And  I  laugh  tosee  them  wiiirl  and  flee, 

like  a  swarm  of  goUen  bees. 
When  i  wtden  the  nnt  in  my  wind-built  tent. 

Till  the  calm  riven,  lakes,  and  seas, 
Like  atrips  of  the  sky  lUlen  through  me  on  high. 

Are  each  paved  with  the  moon  and  these. 

I  Innd  the  son's  throne  with  a  baming  nme. 

And  the  moon's  with  a  girdle  of  pearl ; 
The  voloanoea  are  dim,  and  the  siara  reel  and  swim, 

Wh«n  the  whirlwinds  my  banner  unfurl. 
from  cape  to  cape,  with  a  bridge-like  shape. 

Over  a  torrent  sea, 
Sonbeam-proof,  I  hang  like  a  roof. 

The  mountains  its  columns  be< 
The  triumphal  arch  through  which  I  march 

With  hurricane,  fire,  and  snow. 
When  the  powers  of  the  air  are  chain*d  to  my  chair. 

Is  the  million^»lof'd  bow ; 
The  sphere-lire  above  its  soft  colors  wove. 

While  the  moist  earth  was  laughing  below. 

I  am  the  daughter  of  earth  and  water, 
And  the  nursling  of  the  sky  ; 
I  pass  through  the  pores  of  the  ocean  and  shores ; 

I  change,  but  I  cannot  die. 
For  after  the  rain,  when  with  never  a  stain, 

-  The  pavilion  of  heaven  is  bare, 
And  the  winds  and  sunbeams  with  their  convex 
gleams, 
Build  dp  the  blue  dome  of  air, 
I  silaBlly  laugh  at  my  own  cenotaph, 

And  out  of  the  caverns  of  rain« 
like  a  child  /iom  the  womb,  like  a  ghioM  fiem  the 
lomb, 
I  arise  and,  unbuild  it  again. 


\ 


aV 


TO  A  SKYLARK. 


Kail  to  thee,  blithe  spirit! 

Bird  thou  never  wert. 
That  from  heaven,  or  near  it, 

PkMuest  thy  full  heart 
ti  profuse  strains  of  unpremeditated  art 


< 


Higher  still  and  higher, 

From  the  earth  thou  springest 
like  a  cloud  of  fire ; 

The  blue  deep- thou  wingest. 
And  .singing  still  dost  soar,  and  soaring  ever  8ingefl» 

'   In  the  golden  lightning 
X)f  the  sunken  sun. 
O'er  which  clouds  are  bngiitening, 
Thou  dost  float  and  run ; 
like  an  onbedied  joy  whose  race  is  just  begun. 

The  pale  purple  even 

Melts  around  thy  flight ; 
like  «  fiBf  of  heaven,  " 
In  the  broad  daylight 
Thou  ait  unseen,  but  yet  I  hear  thy  shrill  delighi.' 

Keen  as  are  the  arrows 

Of  that  silver  sphere. 
Whose  intense  lamp  narrows 

In  the  white  dawn  clear. 

Until  we  hardly  see,  we  feel  that  it  is  there. 

« 

All  the  earth  and  air 

With  thy  voice  is  loud. 
As,  when  night  is  bare. 
From  one  lonely  cloud 
The  moon  rains  out  her  beams,  and  heaven  is  over 
flow'd. 

What  thou  art  we  know  not ; 

What  is  most  like  thee  ? 
From  rainbow  clouds  there  flow  not 

Drops  so  bright  to  see. 
As  from  thy  presence  showers  a  rain  of  meiudy 


Like  a  poet  hidden 

In  the  light  of  thought. 
Singing  hymns  unbidden. 
Till  the  world  is  wrought 
To  sympathy  with  hopes  and  fears  it  heeded 


Like  a  high-bom  maiden 

In  a  palace  tower. 
Soothing  her  love-laden 
Soul  in  secret  hour 
With. music  sweet  as  love,  which  ovecflowa  har  .• 
bower : 

Uke  a  glow-worm  golden 

In  a  dell  of  dew. 
Scattering  unb^holden. 
Its  a^'riai  hue 
Among  the  flowers  and  grass,  which  screen  it  finm 
the  view : 

like  a  rose.embower'd 

In  its  own  green  leaves, 
By  warm  winds  deflower'd,       , 
Till  the  scent  it  gives 
Blakes  faint  with  too  much  sweet  these  heavy-winged 
thieves. 


Sonnd  of  vernal  uioweib 
On  the  twinkling  graa^ 
Rainawaken'd  flowers. 
All  that  ever  was 
Joyoos,  and  clear,  and  fresh,  thy  music  doth 
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Teach  ui,  sprite  or  bird, 

What  sweet  thoughts  ai^  thine : 
I  have  never  heard 
Praise  of  love  or  wine 
That  panted  forth  a  flood  of  rapture  so  divine 

Chorus  hymeneal, 

Or  triumphal  chaunt, 
Match'd  with  thine  woi)]d  be  all 
But  an  empty  vaunt — 
A  thing  wherein  wo  ftel  there  is  some  hidden  want 

What  objects  are  the  feuntains 

Of  thy  happy  strain  T  • 

What  fields,  or  waves,  or  mountains  f 
What  shapes  of  sky  or  plain  f 
M^at  love  of  thine  own  kind  T  whal  ignonnoe^of 
pain? 

r 

With  thy  clear  keen  joyanca 

Languor  cannot  be : 
Shadow  of  annojrance 

Never  came  near  thee: 
Thou  k>ve8t ;  but  ne'er  knew  lovo's  sad  aatiety. 

Waking  or  asleeiv 

Thou  of  death  must  doom 
Things  more  true  and  deep 

Than  we  mortals  dream, 
Or  how  could  thy  notes  Aow  in  such  a  cfystal  stream  f 

We  look  before  and  after, 

And  pine  for  what  is  not : 
Our  sincerest  laughter 

With  some  pain  is  fraught ; 
Our  sweetest  songs  are  those  that  tell  of  saddest 
thought 


Yet  if  we  could  scorn 

Hate,  and  pride,  and  fear ; 
If  we  were  things  bom 

Not  to  shed  a  tear, 
I  know  ndt  how  thy  joy  we  ever  should  oome 


Better  than  all  measures 

Of  delightful  sound. 
Better  than  all  treasures 

That  in  books  are  found, 
Tliy  skiU  to  poet  were,  thou  soomer  of  the  grmmd ! 

Teach  me  half  the  gladness 

That  thy  brain  roust  know, 
Soch  harmonious  madness 
From  my  lips  would  flow, 
Hm  world  should  listen  then,  as  I  am  listening  now. 


AN  EXHORTATION. 

Chamblkons  feed  on  light  and  air; 

Fbets'  food  is  love  and  &me : 
If  in  this  wide  world  of  care 

Fbets  could  but  find  the  same 
With  as  liule  toil  as  they, 

Would  they  ever  change  their  hoe 

As  the  light  chameleons  do^ 
Suiting  it  to  every  my 
Twenty  times  anJay' 


Fbela  are  on  this  eold  earth. 

As  chameleons  might  he, 
Kdden  from  their  early  birth 

In  a  cave  beneath  the  sea. 
Where  light  is,  chameleonfc  change ; 

Where  love  is  -not,  poets  do : 

Fame  is  love  disguised — if  few  - 
Find  eithel^  never  think  it  strange 
That  poets  range. 

Tet  dare  not  stain  with  wealth  or  poww 

A  poet's  Tree  and  heavenly  mind : 
If  bright  chameleons  ^uld  devour 

Any  food  but  beams  and  wind. 
They  would  grow  as  earthly  soon 

Am  their  brother  lisards  are. 

Children  of  a  sunnier  star. 
Spirits  from  beyond  the  moon, 
0,  refbse  the  boon ! 


HYMN  TO  INTELLECTUAL  BEAUTY 

Ths  awful  shadow  of  some  nnseen  I^ww 
Floats,  though  unseen,  among  as ;  visiting 
This  various  worid  with  as  inconstant  wing 
As  summer  winds  that  creep  from  floww  to  ihiwvr 
like  moonbeams  that  behind  some  piay  ****™**aiti 
shower. 
It  visits  with  inconstant  glanoe^ 
Each  human  heart  and  ooontenanDa; 
like  hues  and  harmonies  of  evening. 

Like  ctouds  in  starlight  widely  spraad. 
Like  memory  of  music  fled. 
Like  aught  that  for  its  grace  may  be 
Dear,  and  yet  dearer  for  its  mystery. 

Spirit  of  Beautt  !  that  dost  consecrate 

Wilh  thine  own  hues  all  thou  dost  shine  npon 
'    Of  human  thought  qr  form,  where  art  thou  gone  f 

Why  dost  thou  pass  away  and  leave  our  stale. 

This  dim  vast  vale  of  lean,  vacant  and  «^»t?l»*f>  f 
Ask  why  the  sunlight  not  lor  ever 
Weaves  rainbows  o'er  yon  mountain  river . 

Why  aught  should  fail  and  fade  that  onoe  is  shown « 
Why  fear  and  dream  and  death  and  birth 
Cast  on  the  daylight  of  this  earth 
Such  gloom,  why  man  has  such  a  scope 

For  love  and  hate,  despondency  and  hope? 

No  voice  fVom  some  snUimer  worid  hadt  over 
To  sage  or  poet  these  responses  given : 
Therefore  the  names  of  Detnon,  Ghost,  and  HeavasL 
Remain  the  records  of  their  vain  endeavor : 
Frail  spells,  whose  utter'd  charm  might  not  avo3  to 
sever. 
From  all  we  hear  and  all  we  aao, 
Doubt,  chance,  and  mutability. 
Thy  light  alone,  like  mist  o'er  mounlaina  drivm^ 
Or  music  by  (he  night-wind  sent 
Through  strings  of  some  stiU  inetromenl. 
Or  moonlight  on  a  midnight  stream. 
Gives  grace  and  truth  to  life's  unquiet  dream. 

Love,  Hope,  and  Self^teem,  like  clouds,  depart 
And  come,  for  some  uncertain  momenta  lent 
Man  were  immortal,  and  omnipotent. 

Didst  thou,  unknown  and  awful  as  tfaoa  ai^ 
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Keep  with  thy  glorioua  train  fimietate  within  hie  heart 

Thou  meoenger  of  sympothiee 

That  wax  and  wane  in  lovers'  eyee; 
Tboot  that  to  human  thought  art  noiirUhmeot, 

like  darknen  to  a  dying  flame ! 

Depart  not  as  thy  shadow  eame ; 

Depart  not,  lest  the  grave  shookl  be, 
Like  life-  and  fear,  a  dark  reality. 

While  yet  a  boy  I  sought  for  ghcsliv  and  sped 
Through  many  a  listening  chamber,  cave  and  ruii^ 
And  starlight  wood,  with  fearful  stejpa  ponuiag 
Hopes  of  high  talk  with  the  departed  dead : 
I  call'd  on  poisonous  names  with  which  our  youth  is  fed : 

I  was  not  heard :,  I  saw  them  not 

'When  musing  deeply  on  the  lot 
Of  life,  at  tha(  sweet  time  when  winds  are  wooing 

All  vital  things  that  wake  to  bring 

News  of  birds  and  blossoming. 

Sudden,  thy  shadow  f^ll  on  me : 
I  sluiek*d,  Aid  ckisp*d  iiiy  hands  in  ecstasy ! 

« 
I  vow'd  that  I  would  dedicate  my  powers 

To  thee  and  thine:  have  I  not  kept  the  vow? 

With  beating  hearf  and  streaming  eyes,  even  new 

I  call  the  phantoms  of  a  thousand  hoars 

finch  firom  his  voiceless  grave :  they  have  in  vision'd 

.bowers 

Of  studious -seal  or  love's  delight 

Outwatch'd  with  me  the  envious  night: 
They  know  that  never  joy  illumed  my  brow, 

Unlink'd  with  hope  that  thou  wouldst  fi«e 

This  world  from  its  dark  slavery, 

That  thou,  O  awful  Loveliness, 
Wouldst  give  whatever  these  words  ^annot  express. 

The  day  becomes  more  solemn  and  serene 
When  noon  is  past :  there  is  a  harmony 
In  autumn,  and  a  lustre  in  its  sky, 
Whic^  thmugh  the  summer  is  not  heard  or  seen. 
As  if  it  could  not  be,  as  if  it  had  not  been ! 
Thus  let  thy  power,  which  like  the  truth 
Of  nature  on  my  passive  jrouth 
Descended,  to  my  onward  life  supply 

lis  calm,  to  one  who  worships  thee, 
And  every  form  containing  thee, 

.  Whom,  Spirit  fair,  thy  spells  did  bind 
To  iear  himself,  and  love  ail  human-kind. 


BIARIANNE'S  DREAM. 

A  rAix  dream  came  to  a  lady  feir. 
And  said,  A  boon,  a  boon,  I  pray! 

I  knoiv  the  secrets  of  the  air, 

And  things  lost  in  the  gbre  of  day. 

Which  I  can  make  the  sleeping  see, 

If  they  will  put  their  trust  in  me. 

And  thoQ  shalt  know  of  things  unknown 
If  thou  wilt  let  me  rest  between 

The  veiny  lids,  whose  fringe  is  thrown 
Over  thine  eyes  so  dark  and  sheen: 

And  half  in  liope,  and  half  in  fright. 

The  Lady  dosed  her  eyes  so  bright 

a  I 


At  first  all  deadly  shapes  were  driven 

Tumultuously  across  her  sleep, 
And  o'er  the  vast  cope  of  bending  Heaven 

All  ghastly  visaged  clouds  did  sweep; 
And  the  lAdy  ever  look'd  to  spy^ 
If  the  gold  sun  ahone  forth  on  high. 

And  as  towards  the  east  she  tum'd. 

She  saw  aloft  in  tl^  moming  air,'. 
Which  now  with  hues  of  sunrise  bum'd, 

A  great  black  Anchor  rising  there ; 
And  wherever  the  Lady  tum'd  her  eyes. 
It  hung  betji'e  her  in  the  skj^ 

The  sky  was  Uue  as  the  summer  sea. 
The  depths  were  cloudless  overhead. 

The  air  was  calm  as  it  oould  be. 

There  was  no  sight  or  sound  of  dread. 

But  that  black  Anchor  floating  still 

Over  the  piny  eastern  hiU. 

The  Ladjr-grew  sick  with  a  weight  of  fear. 

To  see  that  Anchor  ever  banging 
And  veil'd  her  eyes ;  she  then  did  hear 

The  sound  as  of  a  dim  low  clanging. 
And  look'd  abroad  if  she  might  know 
Was  it  aught  else,  or  but  the  flow 
Of  the  blood  in  her  own  veins,  to  and  fira 

There  was  a  misi  iii  the  sunless  air,  ' 

Which  shook  as  it  were  with  aa  earthquake's 
shock. 

But  the  very  weeds  that  blossom'd  tnere 
Were  moveless,  and  each  mighty  rock 

Stood  on  its  basis  stedfestly; 

The  Anchor  was  seen  no  more  on  high. 

But  piled  around,  with  summits  hid 

In  lines  of  cloud  at  intervals. 
Stood  many  a  mountain  pyramid, 

Among  whose  everiasiing  walls 
Two  mighty  cities  shone,  and  ever 
Throdgh  the  red  mist  their  domes  did  quiver, 

On  two  dread  mountains,  fromi  whose  crest. 
Might  seem,  the  eagle,  for  her  brood, 

Would  ne'er  have  hung  her  dizzy  nest. 
Those  tower^ncircled  cities  stood. 

A  vision  strange  such  towers  to  see. 

Sculptured  and  wrought  so  gorgeously. 

Where  hnman  art  could  never  be. 

And  cdumns  framed  of  marble  white. 

And  giant  fenes.  dome  over  dome 
Piled,  and  triumphant  gates,  all  bright 

With  workmanship,  which  could  not  come 
From  tondi  of  moifal  instrument. 
Shot  o'er  the  vales,  or  lustre  lent 
From 'its  own  shapes  magnificent 

But  still  the  Lady  heard  that  clang 

Filling  the  wide  air  fiur  away; 
And  still  the  mist  whoae  light  did  hang 

Among  the  mountains  shook  al%iray, 
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So  that  tM  Lad/s  heart  beat  fast, 

Ab,  half  in  joy  and  half  aghast. 

On  those  high  domes  her  look  she  cast 

« 
Sadden,  from  out  that  city  sprung* 

A  light  that  made  the  earth  grow  red  ,* 
Two  flames  that  each  with  quivering  tongue 

Lick'd  its  high  domes,  and  overtiead 
Among  those  mighty  toweis  and  fanM 
Dropp'd  Are,  as  a  volcano  rains 
Its  sulpburons  ruin  on  the  plains. 

And  hark !  a  rush  as  if  the  deep 
Had  burst  its  bounds.;  she  look'd  behind. 

And  saw  over  the  western  sleep 
A  raging  flood  descend,  and  wind 

Through  that  wide  vale ;  she  felt  no  fear. 

But  said  within  herselC  'tis  clear 

These  towers  are  Nature's  own,  and  she  . 

To  save  them  has  sent  fcunh  the  sea. 

And  now  those  raging  biUows  came 

Where  that  fair  Lady  sate,  and  she 
Was  home  towards  the  showering  flame 
By  the  wild  waves  heap'd  turaultuonsly, 
And  on  a  little  plank,  the  flow 
Of  the  whirlpool  bore  her  to  and  fro. 

The  waves  were  flercely  vomited 
From  every  tower  and  every  dome* 

And  dreary  ]ight  did  widely  shed 
O'er  that  vast  flood's  suspended  ibam. 

Beneath  the  smoke  which  hung  its  night 

On  the  stain'd  cope  of  Heaven's  light. 

The  plank  whereon  that  Lady  sate 

Was  driven  through  the  chasms,  about  and  about, 
Between  the  peaks  so  desolate 

Of  the  drowning  mountain,  in  and  oat. 
As  the  thistle-beard  on  a  whirlwind  sail»-i- 
While  the  flood  was  filling  ihote  boXhw  vales. 

At  last  her  plank  an  eddy  crost, 

And  bore  her  to  the  city's  wall,'- 
Which  now  the  flood  had  reach'd  almost : 

It  might  the  stoutest  heart  appal 
1V>  hear  the  fire  roar  and  hiss 
Through  the  domes  of  those  mighty  palaces. 

The  eddy  whirl'd  her  round  and  round 
Before  a  gorgeous  gate,  which  stood 

Piercing  the  clouds  of  smoke  which  bound 
Its  aery  arch  with  light  like  blood ; 

She  look'd  on  that  gate  of  marble  clear. 

With  wonder  that  extinguish'd  fear. 

For  it  was  flU'd  with  sculptures  rarest. 
Of  forms  most  beantiful  and  strange, 

like  nothing  human,  but  the  fiurest 
Of  winged  shapes,  whose  legions  Ango 

Throughout  the  sleep  of  those  tha(  are, 

Like  this  tam^  Lady,  good  and  fair. 

And  as  she  look'd,  still  lovelier  grew 

Those  marble  forms  ^-r*the  sculptor  sura 
Was  a  strong.spirit,  and  the  hue 


Of  his  own  mind  did  there  endure 
Af\cr  the  touch,  whose  power  had  brafdeil 
Such  grace,  was  in -some  sad  dbanf^e  fiuled. 

She  leok'd,  the  flames  were  dim,  the  flood 
Grew  tranquil  as  a  woodland  river 

Winding  through  hills  in  solitude  ; 

Those  marble  shapes  then  seem'd  to  quiver 

And  their  fiiir  limbs  to  float  in  motion, 

like  weeds  nnfblding  in  the  ooean. 

And  their  lips  moved  1  one  seem'd 'to  speaic. 
When  suddenly  the  mountain  crackt, 

'And  through  the  chasm  the  fkiod  did  break 
With  an  earth-upliflxng  cataract : 

The  statues  gave  a  joyous  scream. 

And  oil  its  wings  the  pale  thin  dream 

lifted  the  Lady  from  the  stream. 

The  diziy  flight  of  that  phantom  pale 
Waked  the  &xr  Lady  from  her  sleeps 

And  she  arose,  while  from  tlie  veil 
Of  hor  dark  eyes  the  dream  did  creeps 

And  she  walk'd  about  as  one  who  knew 

That  aleep  htm  sights  m  clear  and  true 

As  any  waking  eyes  ean  view. 

MarUm,  1817. 


MDNT  BLANC. 

mm  WRITTEN  Ilf  TRB  VALfc  OF  OBAMOUtn. 

I. 

The  everlasting  univerM  of  thinga 

Flows  through  the  mind,  and  rolls  its  rapid 

Now  dark — now  glittering— ^now  reflecting 

Now  lending  splendor,  where  from  secret 

The  source  of  human  thought  its  tribute  brings 

Of  waten, — with  a  sound  but  half  its  own, . 

Such  as  a  feeble  brook  will  ofl  assume 

In  the  wild  woods,  among  the  mountains  hme^ 

Where  waterfalls  around  it  leap  for  ever. 

Where  woods  and  winds  contend,  and  a  vast  river 

Over  its  rocks  ceaselessly  bursts  and  ravea. 

H. 

Thus  thou.  Ravine  of  Arve— dark,  deep  Ravine — 
Thou  many-oolor'd,  many- voiced  vale. 
Over  whose  pines  and  crags  and  caverns  sail 
Fast  clouds,  shadows,  and  sunbeams :  awful  scene. 
Where  Power  in  likeness  of  the  Arve  oomes  down 
From  the  ice-gulfs  that  gird  his  secret  throne, 
Bursting  through  these  dark  mountains,  like  the  flann 
Of  lightning  through  the  tempest ;  thou  dost  lie. 
Thy  giant  brood  of  pines  around  thee  clinging. 
Children  of  elder  time,  in  whoso  devotion 
The  chainless  winds  still  come  and  ever  came 
To  drink  their  odors,  and  their  mighty  swinging 
To  hear— an  old  and  solemn  harmony  : 
Thine  earthly  rainbows  streich'd  across  the  sweep 
Of  the  ethereal  waterfall,  whose  veil 
Robes  some  unsculptured  image ;  the  strange  deep 
Which,  when  the  voices  of  the  desert  fail, 
Wraps  all  in  its  own  deep  eternity ; — 
Thy  caverns,  echoing  to  the  Arve's  coramotkn 
A  loud  lone  sound,  no  other  sound  can  tame: 
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Them  ait  perni/ded  with  that  eoaialen  motkHi, 
Thoa  art  the  path  of  that  nnreating  aound— 
Dixzjr  Ravine !  and  when  I  goxe  on  ihee 
I  aeeni  aa  in  a  trance  Mblinie  and  strange 
To  muae  on  my  own  leparate  phantaajr. 
My  own,  Ay  humin  mind,  which  paarfvely 
Now  lenden  and  receivea  ftst  inflnendnga, 
Holding  an  unremitting  interchange 
With  the  clear  nniverse  of  diinga  aitMmd ; 
One  legion  of  wild  thoughts,  whose  wandering  wings 
Now  fkiat  above  thy  darkniesB,  and  now  rest 
Where  that  or  th^u  art  no  unbidden  guest. 
In  the  slill  cave  of  the  witch  Poesy, 
Seeking  aittong  the  shadows  that  pass  by. 
Ghosts  of  all  things  that  are,  some  shade  of  thee. 
Some  phantom,  som»  ftint  image ;  till  the  breast 
From  which  they  fled  recalls  them,  tbon  art  there ! 

m. 

Some  aay  that  gleama  of  a  ramoler  vporid 

Visit  the  seal  fn  sleeps — that  death  is  slmnber, 

And  that  its  shapes  tlia  busy  thoughts  outnnmber 

Of  those  who  wuke  and  live. — I  look  on  high ; 

Has  some  onknown  ononipotenee  unforl'd 

The  veil  of  life  and  death  f  or  do  I  lie 

In  dream,  and  does  the  mightier  worid  of  sleep 

Spread  fiu  around  and  inaooesaiUy 

Its  circles?  For  the  very  spirit  lails, 

Driven  like  a  homeless  dondfiom  sleep  to  sleep 

That  vAnishes  among  the  viewless  gales! 

Far,  fiir  abov^,  piercing  the  infinite  sky, 

Mont  Blanc  appears^— still,  snowy,  and  seren^^ 

Its  subject  nH>anta&ns  thdir  nnearthly  fbrms 

Pile  around  it,  ice  and  rock ;  broad  vales  between 

Of  fioien  flnods,  unfathomable  deeps, 

Blue  aa  the  overhanging  heavep,  that  spread     ^ 

And  wind  among  the  accumulated  steeps; 

A  desert  peopled  by  the  stonns  alone, 

Qave  when  the  eagle  brings  some  hunter's  bone. 

And  the  wolf  tracks  her  there — how  hideously 

Its  shapes  are  heap'd  around !  rude,  bare,  and  high. 

Ghastly,  and  scarred,  and  riven. — Is  this  the  scene 

Where  the  old  Earthquake-demon  taught  her  young 

Rain  ?    Were  these  their  toys  7  or  did  a  sea 

Of  fire  envelop  once  this  silent  snow  ? 

None  can  reply — all  setos  eternal  now. 

The  wiMemess  has  a  mysterious  tongue 

Which  teaches  awful  doubt,  or  faith  so  mild. 

So  solemn,  so  serene,  that  man  may  be 

Bat  for  such  iailh  with  nature  reconciled : 

Tliou  hast  a  voice,  great  Mountain,  to  repeal 

Latgt,  codes  of  fraud  and  woe ;  not  underrtood 

By  all  but  which  the  wise,  and  great,  and  good 

Interpret,  or  make  felt,  or  deeply  feeiL 

IV. 

The  fields,  the  lakes,  the  forests,  and  the  streann, 
Ocean,  and  all  the  living  things  that  dwell 
Within  the  d»dal  earth ;  lightning,  and  rain, 
Eartbi|uake,  and  fiery  flood,  and  hurricane. 
The  torpor  of  the  year  when  feeble  dreams 
Vikit  tlie  hidden  buds,  or  dreamless  sleep 
Holds  every  future  leaf  and  flower ; — the  bound 
With  which  from  that  detested  trance  they  leap ; 
The  works  end  ways  of  roan,  their  death  ^nd  birth, 
Aiid  that  of  him  and  all  that  his  may  be ; 


All  things  that  move  and  breathe  with  toil  and  seoAd 

Are  bom  and  die,  revolve,  subside  and  sweU. 

Power  dwells  apert  in  its  tranquillity. 

Remote,  aerene,  and  inaocessihle : 

And  cAts,  the  naked  countenance  of  earth. 

On  whieh  I  gaxe,  even  these  primeval  mounlaiiis, 

Teach  the  adverting  mind.    The  glaciers  creep, 

like  snakes  that  watch  their  prey,  fiom  their  hr 

fonntams. 
Slow  rolling  on ;  there,  many  a  preeipioe 
Frost  and  the  Sun  in  seom  of  mortal  power 
Have  piled— dome,  pyramid,  and  pinnacle, 
A  city  of  death,  distinct  with  many  a  tower 
And  wall  impregnable  of  beaming  ice^ 
Tet  not  a  eity,  but  a  flood  of  ruin 
b  there,  that  from  the  beundarieaof  the^sky 
Rolls  its  perpetual  stream ;  vast  pines  are  sireiriaig 
Its  destined  path,  or  in  the  mangled  soil 
Branchlessand  shattered  stand ;  the  roeks,drawn  dawn 
From  yon  remotest  waste,  have  overthrown  . 
The  limitv  of  the  dead  and  living  world. 
Never  to  be  redaim'd.    The  dwelling-plaoe 
Of  insects,  beasts,  and  birds  becomes  its  spoil ; 
.Their  food  and  their  retreat  for  ever  gopoi 
So  much  of  life  and  joy  is  lost    The  race 
Of  man  flies  far  in  dread ;  his  werk  and  dwelling 
Vanish,  like  smoke  "before  the  tempest's  stream. 
And  their  place  is  not  known.    Below,  vast  caves 
l^ne  in  the  rushing  torrents'  restless  gleam, 
Which,  flom  tliose  secret  chasms  in  tumult  welling. 
Meet  in.  the  vale,  and  one  m^jestk  River, 
The  breath  and  blood  of  distant  lands,  for  ever 
Rolls  its  loud  waters  to  the  ocean  waves, 
Breathes  its  swift  yapors  to  the  circling  air. 

V. 

Mont  Blanc  yet  gleams  on  high : — the  power  is  there, 

The  still  and  solemn  power  of  many  sights 

And  many  sounds,  and  much  of  life  and  death. 

In  the  calm  darkness  of  the  moonless  nights. 

In  the  tone  glare  of  day,  the  snows  descend 

Upon  that  Mountain ;  none  beholds  them  there. 

Nor  when  die  flakes  bum  in  the  sinking  sun 

Or  the  star-beamsdart  through  them  .* — Winds  contend 

Silently  there,  and  heap  the  snow  with  breath 

Rapid  and  strong,  but  silently !   Its  home 

The  voiceless  lightning  in  these  solitudes      v- 

Keeps  innocently,  and  like  vapor  broods 

Over  the  snow.    The  secret  strength  of  things 

Which  governs  tfaoaghr,  and  to  the  infinite  dome 

Of  heaven  is  as  a  law,  inhabits  thee ! 

And  what  were  thou,  and  earth,  and  staia,  and  aea. 

If  to  the  human  mind's  imaginings 

Silence  and  solitude  were  vacancy  f 

Switzerland,  June  ^3, 1816. 


ON  THE  MEDUSA  OF  LEONARDO  DA  VINCI. 

IN  THE  FliOEKNTINB  OAXJ^SRY. 

It  lieth,  gazing  on  the  midnight  sk}*. 

Upon  the  cloudy  mountain  peak  supine ; 
Below,  far  lands  are  seen  but  tremblingly ; 

Its  honor  and  its  beauty  are  divine. 
Upon  its  lips  and  eyehds  seems  to  lie 

Loveliness  like  a  shadow,  from  whieh 
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Reiy  and  loiid,  •tniggliiig  underneath* 
The  agunies  of  anguiBh  and  of  death. 

Vet  it  is  lets  the  honor  than  the  grace 
Which  turns  the  gazer's  spirit  into  stone ; 

Whereon  the  lineaments  of  that  deed  face 
Are  gnivent  till  the  characters  be  grown 

Into  itself  and  thought  no  more  can  trace ;' 
*Tis  the  melodious  hue  of  beauty^  thrown 

Athwart  the  darkness  and  the  glare  of  pain. 

Which  humanise  and  harmonize  the  strain. 

r  I 

And  from  its  head  as  from  one  bodjr  grow, 
As  [  ]  grass  out  of  a  watery  rock^ 

Hairs  which  are  Tipers,  and  they  curl  and  flow, 
And  their  long  tanglea  in  each  other  lock. 

And  with  unending  involutions  show 
Their  mailed  radiance,  as  it  were  to  mock 

The  torture  and  the  death  within,  and  saw 

The  solid  air  with  many  a  ragged  jaw.  ^ 

» 

a 

And  from  a  stone  beside,  a  poisonous  eft 
Peeps  idly  into  these  Gorgonifui  eyes ; 

Whilst  in  the  air  a  ghastly  bat,  bereft 
Of  sense,  has  flitted  with  a  mad  sarpriae 

Oat  of  the  cave  this  hideous  light  had  cleft, 
And  he  comes  hastening  like  a  moth  that  hies 

After  a  taper ;  and  the  midnight  sky 

Flares,  a  light  more  dread  than.obacuiity. 

Tis  the  tempestuous  loveliness  of  terror ; 

For  from  flie  serpents  gleams  a  brazen  glare 
Kindled  by  that  inextricable  error. 

Which  makes  a  thrilling  vapor  of  die  air 
Become  a  [  ]  and  ever-shifting  mirror 

Of  all  the  beauty  and  the  terror  there — 
A  woman's  countenance,  with  eerpent  locks, 
Gazmg  in  death  on  heaven  fiom  those  wef  rocks. 

Florence,  1819. 


190NG. 

Rarely,  rarely,  oomast  thou, 

Spirit  of  Delight ! 
Wherefore  h^st  thou  left  me  now 

Many  a  day  and  night  T 
Many  a  weary  night  ^uid  day 
Tis  since  theu  art  fled  away. 

How  shall  ever  one  like  me 

Win  thee  bock  again? 
With  the  joyous  and  the  free 

Thou  wilt  sooff  at  pain. 
Spirit  false !  thou  hast  forgot 
All  but  those  who  need  thee  not 

As  a  lizard  with  the  shade 

Of  a  trembling  leaf, 
Tbou  with  sorrow  art  dismay'd ; 

Even  the  sighs  of  grief 
Reproach  thee,  thai  thou  art  not  near. 
And  reproach  thou  wilt  not  hear. 

Let  me  set  my  moumftil  ditty 

To  a  merry  measure, 
TIkmi  wilt  never  come  for  pity. 

Thou  wilt  come  for  pleasure : 


Pity  then  will  cut  away 

Those  eiuel  wiqgs,  and  thou  wilt 


I  love  an  that  th^u  lowest. 

Spirit  of  DeUght! 
The  fresh  Earth  in  new  leaves  dras^ 

And  the  starry  qight. 
Autumn  evening,  and  the  mom 
When  the  golden  mists  are  bom. 


I  love  snaw,  and  all  the  fonns 
,  Of  the  radiant  frost ;  • 
I  love  waves,  and  winds,  and 

Every  thing  almost 
Which  is  Nature's,  and  may  be 
Untainted  by  man's  miseiy. 


I  love  tranquil  solitude. 

And  such  society 
As  is  quiet,  wise  and  good. 

Between  thee  and  me 
What  difference  ?  bui  thou  dost 
Tl&e  things  I  seek,  not  love  them  leaiL 

I  love  Love— rtbongh  he  has  wingi* 

And  like  light  can  flee. 
But  above  all  other  things 

Spirit,  I  love  thee— 
Tbou  art  love  and  life !  O  come. 
Make  once  more  my  heart  thy  home. 


TO  CONfiTTANTIA, 

SINGING. 

Tbub  to  be  lost,  and  thus  to  sink  and  die. 

Perchance  were  death  indeed  I — Consiantia,  turn' 

In  thy  dark  eyes  a  power  like  light  doth  lie. 
Even  diough  Ihe  sounds  which  were  thy  Toke. 
which  bum 

Between  thy  Hps,  are  laid  to  sleep ; 
Within  thy  hreath,  and  on  thy  hair,  like  odor  it  is 
yet. 

And  fitNB  thy  touch  like  fire  doth  leap. 

Even  while  I  write,  my  burning  ehedcs  are  wet — 
Alas,  that  the  torn  heart  can  bleed,  but  not  forget ' 

A  breathless  awe,  like  the  swift  change 
Unseen,  but  folt  in  youdiful  slnmbera. 

Wild,  sweet,  hut  uneommonicably  strange. 
Thou  breathest  now  in  fost  ascending  nitmfaeiB. 

The  cope  of  heaven  seems  rent  and  doven 
By  the  enchantment  of  thy  strain. 

And  on  my  sh<>ulders  wiQgs  are  woven. 
To  follow  its  sublime  career, 

Beyood  the  mighty  moons  that  wane 

Upon  the  verge  of  nature's  utmost  q»here, 
TUl  the  worid's  shadowy  walls  are  past  and  da 
appear. 


Her  voice  is  hovering  o'er  my  soul — ^it 

O'ershadowing  it  with  soft  mod  Idtling  wmgs, 
The  blood  and  life  within  those  snowy  fingers 

Teach  witchcraft  to  the  instrumental  strings 
My  brain  is  wild,  my  breath  comes  quick — 

The  blood  is  listening  m  my  frame. 
And  thronging  shadows,  fast  and  thick. 

Fall  on  my  overflowing  eyes ; 
My  heart  is  quivering  like  a  flame ; 
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As  momnig  d«w«  thai  m  the  saabMia  dies, 
1  sm  dissolved  in  thiese  oonsnining  ecstasies^ 

I  hsve  Ao  life,  Constantie,  now,  bat  thae,  . 

Whilst,  like  the  world-surroanding  air,  thy  song 
Flows  on,  and  fills- all  things  with  in«lody.— 

Now  is  thy  voice  a  tempest  swift  and  stnofl; 
On  which,  like  one  ip  tnuice  uplwnie. 

Secure  o*er  cocks  and  waves  I  sweep. 
Rejoicing  like  a  cload.of  room. 

Now  *tis  the  bieaih  of  summer  nighti 
Which,  when  the  starry  wateis  sleep, 

Roond.  vesleni  isles,  with  incense-blossoms  bright, 
Ling^ng,  sospends  my  soul  in  its  voluptiions  flight 


THE  FUGmVEa 

I. 

The  wateis  aie  flashing. 
The  white  hail  m  dashing. 
The  lightniiigs  are  glancing. 
The  huar-spray  is  dancing— 
Away ! 

< 

The  whirlwind  in  rolling, 
The  thunder  i^  tolhng. 
The  loresi  is  twinging. 
The  minster-bells  ringing-^ 
Come  away ! 

The  Earth  is  like  Ocean, 
Wreck-etrewn  and  in  motion  i 
Bird,  beast,  man  and  worm 
Have  crept  out  of  the  stom^^ 
Come  away ! .    . 

IL 
**  Our  boat  has  one  sail. 
And  the  helmsman  is  pale  ^^ 
A  bold  pilot  I  trow, 
Who  should  follow  us  now/'—- 
Shouted  He— 

And  she  cried :  '*  Ply  the  oar ! 
Put  off  gaily  from  shore  !"— 
As  she  spoke,  bolts  of  death. 
Mix'd  vrith  hail  speckVl  their  path 
O'er  the  sea. 

And  ftom  isle,  tower  and  roek. 
The  blue  beacon  cloud  broke, 
.^nd  though  dumb  in  the  blast, 
The  red  cannon  flnsh'd  fast 
From  the  lee« 

lU. 
«« And  fear'st  thou,  and  fear'st  thonf 
And  see'st  thou,  and  hear'et  tbou  ff 
And  drive  we  not  free 
O'er  the  terrible  sea, 
laodthott?** 

One  boat-cloak  did  cover 
Hie  loved  and  the  lover— 
Their  blood  beats  one  meatore 
They  murmur  proud  pleasure 
Soft  and  low  »— 


While  around  the  lairii'd  Ocean, 
like  mountains  in  motioo. 
Is  withdrawn  and  uplifted. 
Sunk,  shattered  and  shifted, 
.  To  and  iro. 

•  IV. 

In  the  court  of  the  fcitmss, 
Beside  the  paid  portress, 
Like  a  blood-hound  weQ  heaten. 
Hie  bridegroom  stands,  eaten 
By  shame; 

On  the  topmcpt  wateh-tunret, 
As  a  death-boding  spiiit. 
Stands  the  gray  tyrant  fiufaei; 
To  his  voice  the  mad  weather     * 
Seems  tame ; 

And  with  curses  as  wild 
As  ere  clung  to  child. 
He  devotes  to  the  blast 
The  best,  loveliest,  and  last 
Of  hJsname! 


A  LAMEm*. 

Swirrea  &r  than  summer's  flight, 
Swifter  lar  than  youth's  delight. 
Swifter  ftr  than  happy  night. 

Art  thou  come  and  gone : 
As  the  earth  when  leaves  are  dead, 
As  the  night  virhen  sleep  Is  sped. 
As  the  heart  when  joy  is  fled, 

I  am  left  lone,'alone. 

The  swallow  Summer  comes  again. 
The  owlet  Night  resumes  her  reign. 
But  the  wild  swan  Youth  is  lain 

To  fly  with  thee,  false  as  thou. 
My  heart  each  day  desires  the  morrow. 
Sleep  itself  is  tum'd  to  sorrow, 
Vainly  would  my  winter  borrow 

Sunny  leaves  from  any  bough. 

lilies  for  a  bridal  bed, 
Roses  for  a  matron's  head. 
Violets  &r  a  maiden  dead, 

Pansies  let  my  floweis  be : 
On^the  living  grave  I  bear. 
Scatter  them  without  a  tear, 
liet  no  fKend,  however  dear, 

Waftte  one  hope,  one  fear,  for  me. 


rfHE  PINE  FOREST  OF  THE  CA8CINB 
NEAR  PISA. 

Dbakkst,  best  and  brightest, 

Come  away. 
To  the  woods  and  to  die  fields  f 
Dearer  than  this  ftiiest  day. 
Which  like  thee  to  those  in  sorrow. 
Comes  to  bid  a  sweet  good-morrow 
To  the  rough  year  just  awake 
In  its  cradle  in  the  brake. 
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The  eUttrt^of  ilie  hotus  of  spring, 
Into  the  winteriftaiiderii^, 
Looki  upon  Ike  leaflesB  wood ; 
And  the  banki  all  tmre  and  rude 
Found  it  seems  this  halcyon  moiii. 
In  February's  bosom  bom, 
Bending  from  Heaven,  in  azure  mirth, 
Kiss'd  the  cold  forehead  of  the  earth, 
And  smiled  upon  the  silent  sea. 
And  bade  the  frozen  streams  be  free ; 
And  braked  to  music  all  the  fountaini, 
And  breathed  upon  the  rigid  rooantains, 
And  made  the  wintry  world  appear 
Like  one  on  whom  thou  amileat,  dew. 

Radiant  Sbter  of  the  Day, 
Awake !  arise !  and  oome  away! 
To  the  wild  woods  and  the  plaini^ 
To  the  pooli  where  winter  rains 
Image  all  the  mof  oT  leaves ; 
■Where  the  Pine  its  garland  weaves, 
Sapless,  gray,  and  ivy  dun. 
Round  stones  that  never  kjta  die  son ; 
To  the  sand-hills  of  the  sea. 
Where  the  earliest  violets  be. 

Now  the  hist  day  of  many  dKyu, 
All  beautiful  and  bright  as  thou. 
The  loveHest  and  the  lest,  is  dead. 
Rise  Memory,  and  write  its  praise, 
And  do  thy  wonted  worit,  and  cnoe 
The  epitaph  of  glory  fled :. 
For  the  £arth  hath  changed  ill  Aoe, 
A  ftown  is  on  the  Heaven's  brow. 

We  wand^r'd  to  the  Pine  Forest 
That  skirts  the  Ocean's  ibaro, 

The  lightest  wind  was  in  its  nest, 
The  tempest  in  its  home. 

The  whispering  wave*  were  half  aaleepb 
The  clouds  were  gone  to  play, 

And  on  the  woods,  and  on  the  deep, 
The  imile  of  Heaven  lay. 

It  seem'd  as  if  the  day  were  one 

Sent  from  beyond  die  skies. 
Which  shed  to  earth  above  the  son 

A  light  of  Psrsdise. 

We  paused  amid  the  Pines  that  stood 

The  giants  of  the  waste. 
Tortured  by  storms  to  shapes  as  rude, 

With  stems  like  serpents  interlaced. 

How  calm  it  was ! — the  silence  then 
By  such  a  chain  was  bound. 

That  even  the  busy  vtroodpecker 
Made  stiller  by  her  sound 

The  inviolable  quietness ; 

The  breath  of  peace  we  drew. 
With  its  soft  motion  made  not  la« 

The  calm  that  round  oa  grew 


It  seem'd  that  Ainu  the  ramocest  eeot 
Of  the  while  mouniaiB's  waste. 

To  the  bright  flower  beneath  our  ieet, 
A  magic  circle  traced  t^- 

4 

A  spirit  interfused  around, 

A  thinking  sitent  life. 
To  momentary  peace  it  boond 

Our  mortal  Nature's 


For  slffi  it  seem'd  the  centre  ctf* 

The  magic  cintle  there. 
Was  one  whose  being  fill'd  with  lovte 

Hie  breathless  atmosphere. 

Were  not  the  crocuses  that  grew 

Under  that  ilex-tree. 
As  beautiful  in  scent  and  hue 

As  ever  iad  the  bee  T 

We  stood  beside  the  pools  that  lie 

Under  the  forest  bough. 
And  e^ch  seem'd  Uke  a  skjr 

Guird  in -a  world  below  9— 

A  purple  flrmoment  of  light. 

Which  in  the  dark  eorrh  lof  , 
More  boundless  than  ihe  dofNfa  of  nighi; 

And  clearer  than  the  day-— 

In  which  the  mossy  forests  grew. 

As  in  the  upper  air. 
More  perfect  both  in  shape  and  hue 

Than  any  waving  there. 

likis  one  beloved,  the  scene  had  lent 

T6  the  dark  water's  breast 
Its  every  leaf  and  lineament. 

With  that  clear  truth  expressed. 

There  lay  for  gladds  and  neighboring  lavn^ 
And,  Arough  the  dark-green  crowd. 

The  white  sun  twinkling  like  Ae  dawn 
Uikier  a  speckled  cloud. 

Sweet  views,  which  in  our  world  abov 

Can  never  well  be  seen. 
Were  imaged  by  the  water^s  love 

Of  that  foir  forest  green. 

And  an  was  interfused  beneath 

Within  an  Elysium  air, 
An  atmosphere  without  a  breath* 

A  silence  sleeping  there. 

Until  a  wandering  wind  crept  fay, 

like  an  unwelcome  thoogfat. 
Which  fiom  my  mind's  loo  fiuthfiil  ef 

Blots  thy  bright  image  ouL 


For  thoa  ait  good  and  deoroad 
The  forest  ever  green, 

But  less  of  peace  in 
Than  calm  in  woteit 


February  8,  I8SS. 
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TO  NIGHT. 

8WIFTLT  walk  over  tiM  weitoiii  ynw. 

Spirit  of  Night ! 
"Hit  of  the  miatjr  eaetem  oave. 
Where,  ell  the  long  and  lone  daylight, 
Hmhi  woveit  dieauM  of  jpjr  and  ftar, 
WUoh  make  diee  terrible  and  dear^-^ 

Swift  be  thy  flight! 

Wnp  thy  ftrm  in  a  nantle  gnqr, 

■  SlBf4n  wrought! 
Blind  with  thkie  hair  the  evea  of  day 
Kiai  her  until  the  be  weaned  out, 
Then  wander  o'er  city,  and  Hea,  tad  Vudi 
Pouching  all  with  thkie  opiate  wand— 
Conne,  long  aoQgfac! 

When  I  aroee  and  ww  the  dawn, 

1  rigfa'd  ibr  thee ; 
When  light  rade  high,  and  ilie  dew  waa  gone, 
And  noon  lay  heavy  on  flower  and  tree. 
And  the  weary  Day  tum'd  to  faia  Mtt, 
lingering  like  an  nnloved  gneat, 

I  righ'd  ibr  thee. 

Thy  brothelr  DeaUi  came,  and  eried, 

Wouldft  thou  me  ? 
Thy  sweet  child  Sleep,  the  Ahny-eTed, 

Mmmur'd  like  a  noontide  bee, 
Shall  I-  nestle  near  thy  side  ? 
Wouldst  thod  me?— And  I  replied, 

^  No,  not  thee ! 

Death  will  come  when  fhoa  art  dead. 

Soon,  too  soMi— 
Sleep  will  come  when  thoa  art  fled ; 
Of  neither  would  I  ask  the  boon 
I  ask  of  thee,  beloved  Night- 
Swift  be  thine  approaching  flight, 

Come  soon;  soon  l-* 


EVENING. 

FONTB  ▲  HASX,  nSA. 

Fm  snn  is  set*  the  swallows  are  asleep ; 

The  bats  are  flitting  fiist  in  the  gray  air; 
The  slow  soft  toads  out  of  damp  comers  creeps 

And  evening's  breath,  wandering  here  and  there 
Over  the  quivering'  surfiice  of  the  stream. 
Wakes -not  one  ripple  from  its  silent  dream. 

There  is  no  dew  on  the  dry  grass  to-night, 
Nor  damp  within  the  shadow  of  the  trees; 

The  wind  is  iniermittiog,  dry,  and  Ught; 
And  in  the  inconstant  motion  of  the  lxee2» 

The  dust  and  straws  are  driven  up  and  down. 

And  whiri'd  about  the  pavement  of  the  town. 

Within  the  surfihoe  of  the  fleeting  river 
The  wrinkled  image  of  the  city  lay, 

Immovably  onqniet,  and  Ibr  ever 
It.  trembles,  but  it  never  fades  away ; 

Go  to  the  (  ] 

Voa«  being  changed,  will  find  it  then  as  now. 


The  chasm  hi  which  tfie  sm  hat  stmk  is  shut 
By  darkest  barrien  of  enormous  clood. 

Like  mountain  over  mountain  huddled-»bat 
Growing  and  movuig  upwards  in  a  crowd. 

And  over  it  a  space  of  watery  blue. 

Which  the  keen  evening-sttur  is  shining  IhiAogfa. 


.  ARETHUSA. 

AavTRUBA  arose 

From  her  couch  of  snows 

In  the  Acroceraunian  mnnntninf  j  ■ 
From  cloud  and  from  crag. 
With  many  a  jag,    . 

Shepherding  her  bright  fbuntaioi. 
She  leapt  down  the  rocks. 
With  her  rainbow  locki 

Streaming  among  the  streams  ^— 
Her  steps  paved  with  gieen 
The  downward  ravine 

Which  slopes  to  the  western  gleams : 
And  gliding  and  springing. 
She  went,  ever  singing. 

In  murmurs  as  sofl  as  sleep ; 

The  Earth  seem'd  to  k>ve  her. 
And  Heaven  smiled  above  her. 

As  she  linger'd  towards  the  deep. 

Then  Alpheos  bold. 

On  his  glacier  coM, 
With  his  trident  the  moaniainB  stmok; 

And  npen'd  a  chasm 

In  tho  rocks ; — with  the^spasm 
All  ErymaMfaas  shook. 

And  the  black  south  wind 

It  oonceal'd  behind 
The  urns  of  the  silent  snow, 

And  eartftquake  and  thunder 

Did  rend  in  sunder 
The  bars  of  the  springs  below . 

The  beard  and  the  hair 

Of  the  river  God  were 
Seen  through  the  torrent's  sweeps. 

As  he  fbllow'd  the'  light 

Of  the  fleet  nymph's  flight 
To  the  brink  of  the  Dorian  deep. 

** <Ni,  save  me!  Oh,  guide  me! 

And  bid  the  deep  hide  me. 
For  he  grasps  me  now  by  the  hair!" 

The  loud  Ocean  heard. 

To  its  blue  depth  stirr'd. 
And  divkled  at  her  prayer ; 

And  under  the  water 

The  Earth's  white  daughter 
Fled  Hke  a  sunny  beam ; 

Behind  her  descended, 

Her  billowB  unblended 
With  the  brackish  Dorian  stream : 

like  a  gloomy  stain 

On  the  ememld  main, 
Alpheos  rush'd  behind.— 

As  an  eagle  pamiog 

A  dove  to  its  ruin, 
Down  the  streams  of  the  dondy  wind. 
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Under  the  bowefs 

Where  the  Ocean  Powen 
Sit  on  thei^  pearled  ihfoneB, 

Through  the  coral  woodi 

Of  the  weltering  floods. 
Over  heape  of  lui  valued  stdnet : 

Through  the  dim  beami 

Which  amid  the  streams 
Weave  |i  net- work  of  colored  light; 

And  under  the  caves. 

Where  the  shadowy  "vvaves 
Are  as  green  as  the  forest's  night  »— 

Outspeeding  the  shark. 

And  the  sword-fish  dark, 
Under  the  ocean  ibam, 

And  up  through  the  rifts   - 

Of  the  mountain  clifts, 
They  pass'd  to  their  Dorian  home^ 

And  now  from  their  Ibuntainr 

In  Emm's  mountains, 
Down  one  vale  where  the  morning  baski, 

lik^  friendb  once  parted 

Grown  single-hearted, 
They  ply  their  watery  tasks. 

At  snnrise  they  leap 

From  their  cnudles  steep 
In  the  cave  of  the  shelving  hill ; 

At  noontide  they  flow 

Through  the  woods  below. 
And  the  meadows  of  Asphodel ; 

And  at  night  they  sleep  ■ 

In  the  rocking  deep 
Beneath  Ihe  Ortygian  shore  {^ 

like  spirits  that  lie 

In  the  azure  sky 
When  they  love  but  live  no  wan, 
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THE  QUESTION. 

I  duam'd  that,  as  I  waqder*d  by  the  way. 
Bare  winter  suddenly  was  changed  to  spring. 

And  gentle  odors  led  my  steps  astray, 
Miz*d  with  a  sound  of  wateni  murmuring 

Along  a  shelvmg  bank  of  turf,  which  lay 
Under  a  copse,  and  hardly  dared  to  fling 

lis  green  anns  round  the  boMHn  of  the  stream. 

But  kias*d  it  and  then  fled,  as  thou  mi^itett  in  dream. 

There  grew  pied  wind-flowers  and  violels^ 

Daisies,  those  pearl'd  Arcturi  of  the  earth. 
The  constellated  flower  that  never  sets; 

Faint  oxlips ;  lender  blue-bells,  at  whose  birdi 
The  sod  scarce  heaved ;  and  that  tall  flower  that  wets 
Its  mother's  fiice  with  heaven-collected  tears. 
When  the  low  wind,  its  pUymaie's  voice,  it  heftnk 

And  in  the  warm  hedge  grew  lush  eglantine, 
Green  cow-bind  and  the  moonlighuxdor'd  May, 

And  cherry  Uossoms,  and  white  cups,  whose  wine 
Was  the  bright  dew  yet  drain'd  not  by  the  day ; 

And  wild  roses,  and  ivy  serpentine. 
With  its  dark  buds  and  leaves,  wandering  astray ; 

And  flowers  asure,  black  and  streak*d  with  gold. 

Fairer  than  any  waken'd  eyes  behold. 


And  nearer  to  Ae  river's  trembliog  edgjs 
There  grew  broad  flag-flowen,  purple  praukt  wa^ 
white, 

And  starry,  river  buds  among  tlie  sedge. 
And  floating  vi'ater-lilies,  broad  and  farigfa^ 

Which  Uljhe  oak  that  ovi^ung  the  hedge 

With  moonlight  beams  of  their  own  wsteiy  Ugk 

And  bulrushes,  and  reeds  of  sach  deep  green 

As  soothed  the  dasiled  eye  wiUi  sober  sheen. 

Melhought  that  of  these  visionary  flowers 
I  made  a  nbaegay,  bound  in  sueh  a  vny 

That  the  same  hues,  which  in  dieir  natural  homtm 
Were  mingled  or  opposed,  the  liks  array 

Kept  these  imprison'd  children  of  the  Qouia 
Whhin  my  handr-and  then,  elate  and  gay, 

I  hasten'd  to  die  spot  whence  I  had  oome. 

That  I  might  there  present  it. — Ob>!  to  whom? 


LINES  TO  AN  INDIAN  AIR. 

I  AKI8B  from  dreanw  of  ihee 
In  the  first  sweet  sleep  of  night. 
When  the  winds  are  breathing  low. 
And  the  stars  are  shining  bright : 
I  arise  from  dreams  of  ihee^ 
And  a  spirit  in  my  leet 
Has  led  me — who  knows  howt 
To  thy  chamhar  window,  sweet! 

• 

The  wandering  airs  they  &int 
On  the  dork,  the  silent  stream-— 
Hie  champak  odors  fail 
like  sweet  thoughts  in  a  dream ; 
The  nightingale's  oomplainl^ 
It  dies  upon  her  heart. 
As  I  must  on  thine. 
Beloved  as  thou  art! 

0  lift  me  from  the  grMs! 

1  die,  I  fliint.  I  fiul ! 

Let  thy  love  in  kisses  fain 
On  my  lips  and  eyelids  pale. 
My  cheek  is  cold  and  white,  alas ! 
My  heart  beats- loud  and  futt. 
Oh!  press  it  close  to  diine  again. 
Where  it  will  hrsak  at  last. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN  IN  DBJKOTION,  NKAR  KATLMM. 

The  sun  is  vrarm,  the  sky  b  clear. 
The  waves  are  dancing  fiist  and  bri^t, 

Blue  isles  and  snowy  mountains  wear 
The  purple  moon*s  transparent  light 

Around  its  unexpended  buds ; 
Like  many  a  voice  of  one  delight. 

The  winds,  the  birds,  the  ocean-floodi^ 
The  city*s  voice  itself  is  soft  like  Solitude^ 

I  see  the  deep's  antrampled  floor 
With  green  and  purple  sea-weeds  airown ; 

I  see  the  waves  upon  the  shore, 
like  light  dissolved  in  starehowen,  thivwn 
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I  ait  upon  the  nndi  alone, 

The  lightning  of  the  noontide  ocean 
Is  flashing  ronnd  me,'  and  a  tone 
A  riae^  froffi  its  measured  motion. 
How  sweet!  did  any  heart  now  share  in  my  emotion. 

Alas !  I  have  nor  hope  nor  health. 

Nor  peace  withii^  nor  calm  aroand. 
Nor  that  content  surpassing  wealth 

The  sage  in  meditation  ibund. 
And  walk'd  with  inward  glory  crpwn'd^ 

Nor  fame,  nor  power,  nor  love,  nor  leisiire. 
Others  I  see  whom  these  sarround — 

Smiling  they  Uve,  and  call  life  pleaswe : 
to  me  thet  cap  has  been  dealt  in  another  mewiira. 

Yet  now  despair  itself  ■  mild, 

Even  as  the  winds  and  waters  are ; 
I  could  lie  down  like  a  tired  child, 

And  weep  awtiy  the  life  of  care 
Which  I  have  borne  and  yet  must  bear. 

Till  death  like  sleep  might  steal  on  me. 
And  I  might  feel  in  the  warm  air 

My  cheek  grow  oold,  and  hear  the  sea 
breathe  o*er  my  dying  brain  its  last  monotony. 

Some  might  lament  that  I  were  oold. 

As  I,  when  this  sweet  day  is  gone, 
Which  my  lost  heart,  too  soon  grown  old* 

Insults  wiih  this  untimely  moan ; 
'Hiey  might  Umeni — for  1  am  one 

Whom  men  love  not, — and  yet  regret^. 
Unlike  this  day,  which,  when  the  sun 

Shall  on  its  stainless  glory  set, 
ATiU  linger,  though  er\joy'd,  like  joy  in  memory  yet 

Decewtber,  1818. 


AUTUMN : 


▲  Diaoi. 


Thx  wann  sun  is  &iHng,  the  Ueak  wind  is  wailing, 
rhe  bare  boughs  are  sighing,  the  pale  flowers  aie  dying. 

And  the  year 
-  >i  the  earth  her  death-bed,  in  a  shroud  of  leaves  dead. 
Is  lying. 
Come,  months,  come  away, 
From  November  to  May, 
In  your  saddest  army ; 
Follow  the  bier 
or  the  dead  oold  year. 
And  like  dim  shadows  waich  by  her  sepulchre. 

The  chill  rain  is  falling,  the  nipt  worm  is  crewUng, 
The  rivers  are  swelling,  the  thunder  is  knelling 

For  the  year ; 
The  blithe  awallows  are  flown,  and  the  liasrds  each 
gone 
To  his  dwelling ; 
Come,  months,  come  away ; 
Pat  on  white,  black,  and  grey» 
Lef  your  light  sisteis  play— 
Ye,  follow  the  bier 
Of  the  dead  cold  year, 
And  make  her  grave  green  with  tear  on  tear. 

3K 


HYMN  OF  AFOLLQ. 

Thx  sleepless  H9ilrB  who  watch  me  as  I  lie, 
Curtam'd  with  star-inwoven  tapestries, 

From  the  broad  moonlight  of  the  sky, 
Fanning  the  busy  dreams  from  my  dim  ef  es, — 

Waken  me  when  their  Mother,  the  gny  Dawn, 

Tells  them  that  dreams  and  that  the  moon  is  gone. 

A<  / 

Then  I  anre,  and  cUmbing  Heaven's  bliM  dokne, 

I  WalkVver  the  nqbyi^tain  and  the  wives, 
Irving  my  r6be^pon  the  wban  fdam ;/  y 

My^Msteps  (fiVe  the  clouds  with  fire ;  the  caves 
Are  fin'd  with  my  bright  presence,  and  the  aor 
Leaves  the  green  Artn  to  my  embraces  bm 

The  sunbeams  are  my  shafls,  with  which  I  kill 
Deceit,  that  loves  Die  night  and  fears  the  day ; 

All  men  who  do  or  even  imagine  ill 
Fly  me,  and  from  the  glory  of  jny  ny 

Good  minds  and  open  acdons  take  new  might, 

Until  diminish'd  by  the  reign  of  night. 

I  feed  the  clouds,  the  rainbows  and  the  flowers. 
With  their  ethereal  colors;  the  Moon's  globe 

And  the  pure  stars  in  their  eternal  bowers 
Are  cinctured  with  my  power  as  with  a  robe ; 

Whatever  lamps  on. Earth  or  Heaven  may  shine 

Are  portions  of  one  power,  which  is  mine. 

I  stand  at  noon  upon  the  peak  of  Heaven, 
Then  with  unwilling  steps  1  Hunder  down 

Into  the  clouds  of  ^he  Atlantic  even ; 

For  grief  that  I  depart  they  weep  and  frown : 

What  look  is  more  delightful  than  the  smite 

With  which  I  soothe  them  from  the  western  isle  ? 

I  am  the  eye  with  which  the  Universe 
Beholds  itself  and  knows  itself  divine  ; 

All  harmony  of  instrument  or  verse. 
All  prophecy,  all  medicine  are  mine. 

All  light  of  art  or  nature ; — to  my  song 

Victory  and  praise  in  their  own  right  belong. 


.     HYMN  OF  PAN. 

F&OM  the  forests  and  highlands 

We  come,  we  come; 
From  the  river-girt  islands, 

Where  loud  waves  are  dumb 

Listening  to  my  sweet  pipings.      ' 
The  wind  in  the  reeds  and  the  rushes, 

The  bees  on  the  bells  of  thyme. 
The  birds  on  the  myrtle  bushes. 
The  cicale  above  in  the  lime. 
And  the  lizards  below  in  the  grass. 
Were  ss  silent  as  ever  old  Tmolus*  was. 
Lbtening  to  my  sweet  pipings 

Liquid  Peneus  was  flowing, 

And  all  dark  Terape  lay 
In  Pelibn's  shadow,  outgrowing 

The  light  of  the  dying  day, 

*  This  and  the  Ibriner  poem  wers  written  at  the  reqaesi 
of  a  friend,  to  be  inserted  in  a  itrsma  on  tlie  safejset  of 
If  idas.  Apollo  aad  Pan  contended  before  Tmolus  for  tin 
priae  in  music. 
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Spe«de<l  by  my  iweet  pipingB, 
The  Sileni,  and  Sylvans,  aud  Faum, 

And  Um>  Nympbfl  of  the  wowla  and  waTaa, 
To  the  edge  oi'  Uie  moist  hver-lawna* 
And  the  brink  of  the  dewy  cavea. 
And  all  that  did  then  aUend  and  IblloWr 
Were  alent  with  love^  as  you  now,  Apollo, 
With  envy  of  my  sweet  pipingi. 

I  wng  of  die  dancing  stan,- 

I  nn|^  of  the  dasdal  lilartA, 
And  of  Heaven-Hind  the  giant  wafs. 
And  Love,  and  Death,  and  Biithr— 
And  then  I  changed  my  pipinga, — 
Singmg  how  down  the  vale  of  Menalui 

I  pursued  a  maiden  and  claap'd  a  reed : 
Goda  and  men,  we  are  all  deluded  thus-! 

It  breaka  in  our  bosom,  and  then  we  bleed: 
All  wept,  as  I  think  both  ye^now  would, 
If  envy  or  age  had  not  froien  your  Moodl 
At  the  sorrow  o£  my  sweet  piipiDgk 


THE  BOAT 

ON   THE  8KRCHI0. 

OoK  boat  is  asleep  in  Serchio's  stream. 
Its  sails  are  folded  like  thoughts  in  a  dream,^ 
The  helm  sways  idly,  hither  and  thither; 
Dominic,  the  boatman,  has  brought  the  mast, 
And  the  oars  and  the  sails ;  but  *tis  sleeping  fast, 
like  a  beast,  unconscious  of  its  tether. 

The  Stan  burnt  out  in  the  pale  blue  air. 

And  the  thin  white  moon  lay  withering  there ; 

To  tower,  and  cavern,  and  riH  and  tree, 

Hie  owl  and  the  bat  fled  drowsily. 

Diy  had  kindled  the  dewy  woods. 

And  the  rocks  above  and  the  stream  below, 

AibI  the  vapors  in  their  multitudes. 

And  the  Apennine  shroud  of  summer  sndw,     . 

And  elothod  with  light  of  aery  gold 

The  mists  in  their  eastern  caves  uproird. 

Day  had  awaken*d  all  things  that  be. 
The  lark  and  the  thrush  and  the  swaUow  free, 
And  the  milkmaid's  song  and  the  mower'a  scythe. 
And  the  matin-bell  and  the  mountain  bee :    ' 
Fire-fliee  were  quench 'd  on  the  dewy  com. 
Glow-worms  went  out  on  the  river's  brim, 
like  lamps  which  a  student  forgets  to  trim: 
The  beetle  forgot  to  wind  his  horn. 
The  crickets  were  still  in  the  meadow  and  hill: 
like  a  flock  of  rooks  at  a  farmer's  gun, 
Night's  dreams  and  terrors,  every  one. 
Fled  from  the  brains  which  are  their  pray. 
From  the  lamp's  death  to  the  morning  ray. 

All  rose  to  do  the  task  He  set  to  each. 
Who  riiaped  us  to  his  ends  and  not  oar  own ; 
The  million  rose  to  learn,  and  one  to  teach. 
What  none  yet  ever  knew  or  can  he  known ; 

And  many  rose 
Whose  woe  was  such  that  fear  became  desire  ^— 
Mftlchior  and  Lionel  were  not  among  those ; 


They  from  the  throng  of  men  Had  stepped. 
And  made  their  home  under  the  green  hill  side 
It  was  that  hill,  whose  intervening  brow 
Screens  Lucca  fiom  the  I^aan's  envious  eye. 
Which  the  circumfluous  plain  waving  below, 
like  a  wide  lake  of  green  (i^rtility. 
With  streams  and  flelds  and  manbes  bare. 
Divides  from  the  for  Apennines — which  lie 
Islanded  in  the  immeasurable  air. 


i< 


**  What  think  you,  as  she  lies  in  her  green  core 

Our  little  sleeping  boat  is  dreaming  of! 

If  morning  dreams  are  true,  why  1  sheulii 

That  she  was  dreaming  of  our  idleness^  . 

And  of  the  miles  of  watery  way 

We  should  have  led  her  by  ihia  time  of  day  I' 


■>•  Ntf  ver 


t* 


**  GIto  care  to  the  winds,  they  can  bear  it  well 

About  yon  poplar  tops ;  and  see. 

The  white  clouds  are  driving  merrily. 

And  the  stars  we  miss  this  mum  will  light 

More  willingly  our  return  tiMiight.-^ 

list,  my  dear  folk>w,  the  breeze  blows  foir ; 

How  it  scatters  Dominic's  long  black  hair. 

Singing  of  us,  and  our  la^  motions. 

If  I  can  guess  a  boat's  emotions. — ** 

The  chain  is  loosed,  the  sails  are  spread^ 
The  living  breath  is  fresh  behind^ 
As  with  dews  and  sunrise  fed. 
Comes  the  laughing  morning  wind  ; — 
The  sails  are  foil,  the  boar  makes  head  ' 
Against  the  Serchio's  torrent  fierce. 
Then  flags  with  intermitting  course. 
And  hangs  upon  the  wave,  [  ] 

Which  fervid  from  its  mountain  source 
Shallow,  smooth  and  strong  doch  Oone^— 
Swift  as  fire,  tempestooosly 
It  sweeps  into  the  aflSjghted  sea ; 
In  morning's  smile  its  eddies  coil, 
Its  billows  sparkle,  toss  and  boil, 
Torturing  all  its  quiet  hght 
Into  oolumos  fierce  and  bright 

The  Serehio,  twiatift^  Av* 
Between  the  marble  barriers  which  if  clove 
At  Ripafmtta,  leads  through'the  dread  ^hasm 
The  wave  that  died  the  death  that  lovers  h>ve 
living  in  wh^  it  sought ;  as  if  this  spasm 
Hod  not  yet  past,  the  toppling  mounioinB  cling 
But  the  clear  stream  in  full  enthusiasra 
Pouis  itself  on  the  plain,  until  wandering, 
Down  one  clear  path  of  efl!luence  ciyatalline 
Sends  its  clear  waves,  that  they  may  fliqg 
At  Amo's  feet  tribute  of  com  and  wine. 
Then,  through  the  pestilential  deserts  wild 
Of  tangled  marsh  and  woods  of  stunted  fi^ 
It  rushes  to  the  OceaiL 

My,  1821. 


THE  ZUCCA.* 
I 

SmiiRR  was  dead  and  Autumn  was  expiring 
And  infant  Winter  laugh'd  apon  the  land 


•Poapkin. 
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All  ckNidletsly  and  cold^^when  I»  denring 
More  in  thia  world  ihan  aqy  uadentand* 

Wept  o'er  the  beauty,  which,  liko  tea  redrii^f. 
Had  left  the  earth  bare  as  the  wave-worn  land 

Of  my  poor  heart,  and  o'er  the  graai  and  flowon 

Pkie  fix  Una  frleebood  of  the  flattering  houia. 

n. 

Sanmer  waa  dead,  but  I  yet  lived  to  weep* 

The  imtability  of  all  but  weeping ; 
And  on  the  earth  lull'd  in  her  winter  ileep 

I  woke,  and  envied  her  as  the  waa  sleeping. 
Too  happy  Earth !  over  thy  face  thall  creep 

The  wakening  vernal  ain,  until  thou,  leaping 
From  unremember'd  dreana,  ihalt  [  ]  lee 

No  death  divide  thy  iiikmortality ! 

m. 

I  loved — O  no,  I  mean  not  one  of  ye. 

Or  any  earthly  one,  though  ye  are  dear 
Ai  human  heart  to  human  heart  may  be } — 

I  ktved,  I  -know  not  what — ^but  thw  low  iphere. 
And  all  that  it  contains,  contains  not  thee. 

Thou,  w^hora  seen  nowhere,  I  feel  eveiywherei 
Dim  object  of  my  souPs  idolatry. 

Veiled  art  thou  like — 

IV. 

%  Heaven  and  Earth,  from  all  whose  shapea  thou 
flowest. 

Neither  to  be  contained,  delayed,  or  hidden. 
Making  divine  the  loftiest  and  the  lowest. 

When  ibr  a  moment  thou  art  not  forbidden 
To  live  within  the  life  which  thou  bestowest ; 

And  leaving  noblest  things  vacant  and  chiddow 
Cold  as  a  corpse  after  the  spirit's  flight. 
Blank  as  the  son  after  the  birth  of  night 

■     V. 

In  winds,  and  trees,  and  atieamsi  and  all  things  oomuo* 
In  music,  and  the  sweet  unconscious  ttiiia 

Of  animiils,  and  voices  which  are  human, 
Meant  to  express  sof^e  feelings  of  their  own ; 

lo  the  soft  motions  and  rare  smile  of  woman. 
In  flowers  and  leaves,  and  in  the  freah  gTaMdiown, 

Or  dying  in  the  autumn.  I  the  most 

Adore  thee  preseiU  or  lament  thee  last 

VI. 

And  thna  I  went  lamenting,  when  I  saw 

A  plant  upon  the  river*s  maigin  lie. 
Like  one  wiio  loved  beyond  his  Nature's  law. 

And  in  despair  had  cast  him  down  to  die ; 
Its  leaves  which  had  outlived  the  frost,  the  thaw 

Had  blighted  as  a  heart' which  hatred*s  igre 
Can  blast  not,  but  which  pity  kills ;  the  dew 
Lay  on  its  spotted  leaves  like  tears  too  true. 

VIL 

Hie  HeaTena  had  wept  upon  it,  but  die  Earth 
Had  cruah'd  it  on  her  unmatenul  breast 


VOL 
[  bore  it  to  my  chamber,  and  I  planted 

It  in  a  vaae  ftiU  of  the  lightest  mould ; 
nie  winter  beama  which  out  of  Heaven  slanted 

Fell  thffoqgfa  the  window  panes  divobed  of  cold, 


Upon  its  leaves  and  flowers ;  the  star  which  panted 

In  evening  for  the  Day,  whose  car  has  roU*d 
Over  the  horizon's  wave,  with  looks  of  light 
Smiled  on  it  ftom  the  threahold  of  the  night 

IX. 

Tlie  mitigated  influencea  of  air 

And  light  revived  the  plant  and  from  it  ffew 
Strong  leaves  and  tendrils,  and  its  flowers  fidr. 

Full  as  a  cup  with  the  vine's  buming  dew, 
O'eiflowed  with  golden  -oolo^ ;  an  atmospbara 

Of  vital  w.armth  infoMed  it  anew. 
And  every  impulse  sent  lo  every  part 
The  unbeheld  pulsations  of.  its  heart 


Well  might  the  plant  grow  beautiftil  and  atfoQg, 
£v<6n  if  the  sun  and  air  smiled  not  on  it ; 

For  one  wept  o'er  it  all  the  winter  long 
Tears  pure  as  Heaven's  rain,  which  fell  upon  it 

Hour  after  hour;  for  sounds  of  softest  song, 
Mix'd  with  the  stringed  melodies  that  won  it 

To  leave  the  gentle  lips  on  which  it  slept 

Had  loosed  the  heart  of  him  who  sat  and  wept 

XL 

Had  loosed  liis  heart  and  shook  the  leaves  and  flowen 
On  which  ne  wept  the  while  the  savage  storm. 

Waked  by  the  darkest  of  December's  houis. 

Was  raving  round  the  chamber  hush'd  and  wanBt 

The  birds  were  shivering  in  their  leafless  bowers* 
The  flsh  were  ftoien  in  the  pools,  the  form 

Of  every  summer  plant  was  dead  [      ] 

Whilatlhis  •  *  • 

January,  182S. 


THE  TWO  SPIRITS. 

AN  ALLEGOKT. 

FiMTflPuirr. 

Or  thou,  who  plumed  with  strong  desire 
Would  float  above  the  earth,  beware ! 
A  Shadow  tracks  thy  flight  of  fire-— 

Night  is  coming ! 
Bright  are  the  regions  of  the  air, 

And  among  the  winds  and  beams 
It  were  delight  to  wander  there — 
Night  is  comingj 

SKOOND  snarr. 

The  deathless  stars  are  bright  above ; 
If  I  would  cross  tlie  shade  of  night 
1l\^thin  my  heart  the  lamp  of  love, 

And  that  is  ds^! 
And.  the  moon  will  smile  with  gentle  light 

On  my  golden  plumes  vidiaro'er  they  move ; 
TIm  meteon  will  linger  round  my  flight 
And  make  night  day. 

Fntar  spirit. 

But  if  the  whirlwinds  of  darkness  waken 

Hail  and  lightning  and  stormy  rain  ? 
See,  the  bounds  of  Sie  air  are  shaken — 
Night  is  coming  I 
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The  red  iwift  clouds  of  the  hurricane 
Yon  declining  sjon  have  overtaken, 
The  clash  of  the  hail  sweeps  dver  Ui^  plain — 
Night  is  coming! - 

SECOND  SPIRFF. 

I  see  the  light,  I  hear  the  sound ; 
•     ril  sail  on  the  flood  of  the  tempest  dark 
With  the  calm  within  and  the  light  around 

Which  makes  night  day : 
Aod  didu,  when  the  gloom  is  deep  and  starii. 

Look  from  the  dull  earth,  slumber-bound, 
My  moon-like  AJK^t  ^o  ^^^  mayest  maifc 
On  high,  fiir  away. 

Some  say,  there  is  k  precipice 

Where  one  vast  pine  is  frozen  to  ruin 
O'er  piles  of  snow  an4  chasms  of  ice 

*Mid  Alpine  mountains ; 
And  that  the  languid  storm,  pursuing 

That  winged  shape,  for  over  flies 
Bound  those  hoar  branches,  aye  renewing 
Its  aery  fountains. 

1 

Some  say,  when  nights  i|re  dry  and  clear, 

And  the  deatb-dews  sleep  on  the  morass, 
Sweet  whispers  are  h^rd  by.  the  traveller 

Which  makes  night  day : 
And  a  silver  shape  like  his  early  love  doth  poss 

Upborne  by  her  wild  and  gHitering  hair, 
And  when  he  awakes  on  the  fragrant  grass, 
He  finds  night  day. 


A  FRAGMBm*. 

Trxt  were  two  cousins,  almost  like  to  twins. 

Except  diat  from  the  catalogue  of  sins 

Nature  had  razed  their  love — which  could  not  be 

But  by  dissevering  their  nativity. 

And  «>  they  grew  together,  like  two  flowers 

Upon  one  stem,  which  the  same  beams  and  showers 

Loll  or  awaken  in  their  purple  prime. 

Which  the  same  hand  will  gather — the  same  clime 

Shake  with  decay.    This  fair  day  smiles  to  see 

All  those  who  love, — and  who  e'er  loved  Uke  thee, 

Fiordispina  7  Scarcely  Cosimo, 

Within  whose  bosom  and  whoso  brain  now  glow 

The  ardors  of  a  vision  which  obscure 

The  very  idol  of  its  portraiture ;  , 

He  faints,  dissolved  into  a  sense  of  love; 

But  thou  art  as  a  planet  sphered  above. 

But  thou  art  Love  itself— ruling  the  motion 

Of  his  sul^ecled  spirit. — Such  emotion 

Must  end  in  sin  or  sorrow,  if  sweet  May 

Had  not  brought  forth  this  mom — ^your  wedding-day. 


A  BRIDAL  SONG. 

The  golden  gates  of  sleep  unbar 
Where  strength  and  beauty  met  together. 

Kindle  their  image  like  a  star 
In  a  sea  of  glassy  weather. 

Night,  with  all  thy  stars  look  down,— 
Darkness,  weep  thy  holiest  dew, — 

Never  smiled  the  inconstant  moon 


On'a  pair  so  true. 
Let  eyes  not  sto  their  own  delif^t ) — 
Haste,  swift  Hour,  and  thy  flight 

Oft  renew. 

Fairies,  sprites,  and  angels,  keep  her! 

Holy  stars,  permit  no  wrong ! 
And  return  to  wake  the  sleeper, 

Dawn,-r«re  it  be  long. 
Oh  joy !  oh  fear !  what  will  be  don* 

In  the  absence  of  the  sun ! 
'  Come  along! 


THE  SUNSET. 

Thirc  late  was  One  within' whose  aubde  being. 
As  light  and  wind  within  some  delicate  cloud 
That  fades  amid  the  blu^  noon's  burning  Ay, 
Genius  and  youth  contended.    None  may  blow 
The  sweetness  of  the  joy  Which  made  his  breath 
Fail,  like  the  trances  of  a  summer  air. 
When,  with  the  Lady  of  his  love,  who  then 
Fint  knew  the  unreserve  of  mingled  being. 
He  walk'd  along  the  paihway  of  the  field 
Which  to  the  east  a  hoar  wood  shadow'd  o'er. 
But  to  the  west  was  open  to  the  sky. 
There  now  the  sun  had  sunk,  but  lines  of  jold 
Hung  on  the  ashen  clouds,  and  on  the  poinls 
Of  the  far  level  grass  and  nodding  flowers. 
And  the  old  dandelion's  hoary  beard. 
And,  mingled  with  the  shades  of^  twilight  lay 
On  the  brown  massy  woods— and  in  the  east 
The  ImMid  and  burning  moon  Ungeringly  rose 
Between  the  black  trunks  of  the  cro^irdod  tfee^ 
While  the  faint  stara  were  gathering  oveiiiead.— 
*'  b  it  not  strange,  Isabel,"  said  the  youth, 
**  I  never  saw  the  sun  7   We  will  walk  here 
To-morrow ;  thou  shalt  look  on  it  with  roe  " 

That  night  the  youth  and  lady  mingled  lay 

In  love  and  sleep — but  when  the  morning  came. 

The  lady  found  her  lover  dead  and  oold. 

Let  none  believe  that  .God  in  mercy  gave 

That  stroke.    The  lady  died  not,  nor  grew  wild. 

But  year  by  year  lived  on—in  truth  1  think 

Her  gentleness  and  patience  and  sad  smiles. 

And  that  she  did  not  die,  but  lived  to  lend 

Her  aged  father,  were  a  kind  of  madness. 

If  madness  'lis  to  be  unlike  the  world. 

For  but  to  see  her  were  to  read  the  tale 

Woven  by  some  subtlest  bonl,  to  make  hard  hesrti 

Dissolve  away  in  wisdom-working  grief; — 

Her  eye-lashes  were  worn  away  with  lean. 

Her  lips  and  cheeks  were  like  Uiings  dead— so  ptk: 

Her  hands  were  thin,  and  through  their  wandehng 

veins 
And  weak  articulations  might  be  seen 
Day's  ruddy  light.    The  tomb  of  thy  dead  self 
Which  one'vex'd  ghost  inhabjls,  night  and  day. 
Is  all,  lost  child,  that  now  romains  of  ihee ! 

"  Inheritor  of  more  than  earth  can  give, 
Passionless  calm,  and  silen<^  unreproved. 
Whether  the  dead  find»  oh,  not  sleep!  but  rest, 
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And  are  th«  onoomphining  things  tfaey  Mem^ 
Or  five,  or  drop  in  th«  deep  seci  of  Love ; 
Oh  thai  like  thine,  mine  epitaph  were— Peace!" 
Thii  was  the  only  moaA  die  ever  mada 

1816. 


soNa 

ON  A  FADED  VIOLET. 

Tm  odor  from  tfie  flower  is  getoe» 

Which  like  thy  kiieee  hreaihed  on  me ; 

The  cok>r  from  -die  flower  ia  flown, 
WUeh  glow'd  of  thee,  and  only  thee  f 

A  ahrivell'd,  lifUeoa,  vacant  fcrm, 
Tt  lies  on  my  ahandon'd  breeat, 

And  mocks  the  heart  which  yet  ia  watm 
With  cold  and  ailent 


I  weep— my  teen  revive  it  not  f 
I-aigh — it  breathes  no  more  on 

lis  nnite  and  uncomplaining  lot  < 
b  aaeh  aa  mine  ahonld  be^ 


LINES  TO  A  CRITIC. 

HoMBT  from  ailk-worms  who  can  gadier. 
Or  ailk  from  the  yellow  bee  f 

The  gVBSB  may  grow  in  winter  weather 
As  toon  aa  hate  in  me. 

Hate  men  who  cant,  and  men  who  pray. 
And  men  who  rail  like  thee : 

An  equal  panion  to  repay^ 
They  are  not  coy  like  me. 

Or  seek  some  slave  of  power  and  gold, 
To  be  thy  dear  heart's  mate; 

Thy  love  will  move  that  bigot  cold. 
Sooner  than  me  thy  hate. 

A  passion  like  the  one  I  prove 

Cannot  divided  be ; 
I  hate  thy  want  of  truth  and  tov»^- 

How  should  I  then  hate  theef 

r,  1817. 


GOOD  NIGHT. 

Godd  nig^ht  f  ah !  no ;  the  hour  ia  ill 
Which  severs  those  it  should  unite ; 

Let  us  remain  together  still. 
Then  it  will  be  ^ood  night 

How  can  I  call  the  lone  night  good. 
Though  thy  sweet  wishes  wing  its  flight? 

Be  it  not  said,  thought,  undeiviood. 
Then  it  will  be  g^ood-nighL 

*IV>  hearts  which  near  each  other  mow 
From  evening  close  to  morning  light. 

The  night  is  good  ;  because,  my  lovc^ 
Thaw  nevAP  aatt  cmAil  ni^kt. 


TO-MORROW. 

Where  ait  thou,  beloved  To-morrow  f 

Whonik  young  and  old  and' strong  and  weak. 

Rich  and  poor,  through  joy  and  sorrow. 
Thy  sweet  smiles  we  ever  seek . — 

In  thy  place — ah !  well-a-day ! 

We  find  the  Aing  we  fled— To^ay. 


DEATH. 

Thbt  die — the  dead  return  not— Misery 

Sits  near  an  open  grave  and  calls  them  over. 
A  Youth  with  hoary  hair  and  haggard  eye — 

They  are  the  namea  of  kindred,  friend,  and  lover, 
Which  he  so  feebly  call'd — they  all  are  gone ! 
Fond  wretch,  all  dead,  those  vacant  names  alone. 
This  most  familiar  scene,  my  pain —    * 
These  toiibs  alone  remain. 

Misery,  my  sweetest  friend— oh !  weep  no  more ! 

Thou  wilt  not  be  consoled — ^I  wonder  not ! 
For  I  have  seen  thee  from  thy  dwelling's  door 

Watch  the  calm  sunset  with  them,  and  this  spot 
Was  even  aa  bright  and  calm,  but  transitory. 
And  now  thy  hopes  are  gone,  thy  hair  is  hoaiy ; 

.   This  most  fiimiliar  scene,  my  pain — 
These  tombs  alone  remaiiL 


.  A  LAMENT. 

Oh,  world !  oh,  life !  oh,  time! 
On  whose  last  steps  I  climbs 

Trembling  at  that  where  1  had  stood  before ; 
When  will  return  the  glory  ef  your  prime? 
No  more — O,  never  mere ! 

Out  of  the  day  and  night 
A  joy  has  taken  flight ; 

Fresh  spring,  and  summer,  and  winter  hoar. 
Move  my  faint  heart  with  grief,  but  with  delight 
No  more — O,  never  more!  . 


ne  nigni  d  gooo  ;  oecause,  u 
They  never  say  geod  night 


LOVE'S  PHILOSOPHY. 

\    Tmt  Ibunuins  mingle  vrith  the  .river. 

And  the  riven  with  the  ocean ; 
The  winds  of  heaven  mix  for  ever 

With  a  swee^  emotion ; 
Nothing  in  the  world  is  single ; 

All  things  by  a  law  divine 
In  one  another's  being  mingle~- 

Why  not  i  with  thine  7 

See  the  mountains  kiss  high'heay«n» 

And  the  waves  clasp  one  another  * 
No  sister  flower  would  be  forgiven 

If  it  disdain'd  its  brother: 
And  the  sunlight  clasps  the  eartti. 

And  the  moonbeams  kiss  thrsea. 
What  are  all  these  hissings  worth. 

If  thou  kiss  not  me  f 

Jbmiary,  1820. 
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TO  £♦••    V***.    ' 

MadonnAi  wherefore  hast  th«u  leiit  Id  me 

Sweet  basil  and  mignionette  f 
JEmbleming  love  and  heoltlu  which  nevec  yet 
In  the  same  wreaih  might  be. 
Alaa,  and  they  are  wet ! 
Is  it  with  thy  kisses  or  thy  teani 
For  never  rain  or  dew 
Such  fragrance  drew 
JFYom  plant  er  flower — the  very  doubt  endeaia 

My  sadness  ever  new, 
The  m^  1  breathe,  the  tean  I  shad  ibr  thoe. 

March,  IMl. 


TO 


I  RAH  tky  kisMs,  gentle  maidep. 
Thou  aeedest  not  fear  mine ; 

My  spirit  is  too  dee^dy  laden 
£ver  10  burthen  thine. 

I  fear  thy  niea,  thy  tones,  thy  motkm, 
Thou  »eedestiBot  fear  mine.; 

Innocent  is  the  heart's  devotion 
With  which  I  worship  thine. 


WiiKN  fbe  lamp  is  «hatter*d. 
The  light  in  the  dust  ties  dead— 

When  the  cloud  is  «catter*d. 
The  rainbow's  glory  is  shed. 

When  the  lute  is  broken. 
Sweet  tones  are  remember'd  not ;     ' 

When  the  tips  have  spoken, 
LoYod  aceents  are  eoon  ferget 

.  Am  music,  and  splendor 
a^fiiu  net  the  lamp  and  ilwtfnte, 

The  heart's  echoes  render 
No  song  when  the  spirit  is  mute  ^- 
.  No  song  but  sad  dirges, 
like  the  wind  through  a  ruin'd  oell. 

Or  the  mournful  surges 
That  ring  the  dead  seaman's  knelL 

When  hearts  have  once  miogled, 
hoYB  fifrt  leaves  the  well-built  neat; 

The  weak  ene  is  singled 
To  endure  whatiit  once  poasett 

O,  Love !  who  bewailest 
Tlie  frailty  of  all  things  here. 

Why  choose  yeu  the  frailest 
For  your  cradle,  your  home,  and  yeur  Uerf 

Its  peanens  will  rock  thee. 
As  the  stonns  rock  the  ravens  on  Mgli  t 

Bright  reoaon  will  mock  thee, 
like  the  sun  from  a  wintry  sky 

From  thy  nest  every  raAer 
Will  rot,  and  thine  eagle  heme 

Leave  the  naked  to  laughter. 
When  loaves  fall  and  oeld  wiodi 


TO  WILUAM  SHELLEY. 


(^ith  what  truth  I  may  fay- 
Roma  1  Roma  I  Romal 
Non.dipiA  eoBie  era  priawl) 


IIIt  lost  William,  thou  in  whom 

Some  bright  spirit  lived,  and  did 
Tliat  decaying  rebe  consume 
Which  iia  fostre  faintly  hid, 
Hererits  ashes  find  a  tomb ; 
BntheMath  this^pynmid 
Thou -art  not— if  a  thing  divine     j 
like  Ihee  can  die.  thy  foneal 
Is  thy  mother's  grief  and  mine. 

Where  art  then,  my  gentle  cUU  ? 

Let  mm  think  thy  spirit  feeds. 
Within  its  life  intense^and  mild* 

The  love  of  living  leaves  and 
Among  these  lomba  and  rains  wild; 

Let  me  think  tha^  through  low 
Of  the  sweet  flowess  «nd  sunny  gtam, 
bito  their  hues  and  seenH  may 
A  portion  ■ 

1819. 


AN  ALLBOORY. 

A  poKTAL  as  of  shadowy  adamant 

Stands  yawning  on  the  highway  of  the  Ufy 
Whidi  we  all  treed,  a  caveahnge  and  gtimt 

Around  it  ngei  an  unceasing  strife 
Of  shadows,  like  the  restleai  «louds  that  kannt 
The  gap  of  some  cleft  mountain,  lified  high 
Into  the  whirlwinds  of  the  upper  aky. 


And  many  paa'd  it  by  with  eaielesB  tread. 
Not  knowing  that  a  shadomy  [  >  ] 

Tracks  every  traveller  even  to  where  the  dead 
Wait  peacefully  for  their  •companion  new; 

But  others,  by  more  curious  humor  led. 
Pause  to  -examine,^— these  are  very  few. 

And  they  learn  little  there,  except  te  know 

That  shadows  follow  them  where'er  they  go. 


MUTABOiTY. 

Beyrw  fhat  smiles  te^Iay 

Tf»-morrew  'dies ; 
An  that  we  wkh  le  stay. 

Tempts  and  then  flies : 
What  is  this  world's  delight  f 
Lightning  that  mocks  the  nighW 
Brief  even  as  bright 

Virtae,  how  frail  It  is ! 

Friendship  too  rare ! 
Love,  how  it  sells  poor  blim 

For  proud  despair ! 
But  we,  though  soetf  the^  ftll. 
Survive  their  jey  and  att 
Which  eon  we  calL 
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Whilst  ikies  are  blae  and  bright, 
Whilst  flower*  are  gay. 

Whilst  eyes  that  change  ere  ni^t 
MAke'  glad  the  day  ; 

WJiUit  yet  the  calin  hoan  creep, 

Dream'  theu—- and  from,  thy  deep 

Then  wake  to  weep^ 


FftOM  THE  ARABIC; 

AN  IMITATIOil. 

Mt  fiunt  spivit  wm  sitting  in  the  li|^ 

Of  thy  looks,  my  love ; 
It  panted  ibr  thee  like  the  hind  at  neon 

For  the  brooks,  my  love, 
niy  berb>  whooe  haoA  ouiapeed  the  tempeat'a  ilighl» 

Bore  thee  far  from  me : 
My  heart,,  for  my  weak  feet  were  weary  sooo. 

Did  companion  thee. 

V 

Ah !  fleeter  far  than  fleetest  stonn  or  steed. 

Or  the  death  they  bear, 
The  heart  which,  tender  thought  clethes  like  a  dove 

Wiih  the  wings  of  care ; 
In  the  battle,  in  the  darkness,  in  the  need.  . 

Shell  mine  cling-  to  thee, 
Urn  claim  one  smile  for  all  the  comfiirt.  lore^ 

It  nay  bong  to  thee. 


As  the  scent  of  a  violet  wither'd  up, 

Whicb  grew  by  the  brink  of  a  silver  lake ; 

When  the  hot  noon  has  drein'd  its  dewy  cnp, 
AmTmist  there  was  none  its  thirst  to  slake— 

And  the  violet  lay  dead  while  the  odor  flew 

On  the  wings  pf  the  wind  e'er  the  waten  blue — 

As  one  who  drinka  fiom  a  charmed  cap 
Of  ftaming,  and  sparkling,  and  marmuring  winaf 

Whom,  a  mighty  Enchantress  filling  up. 
Invitee  to  kfi^  with  her  kiss  divine^ 


TO 


Oni  word  IS  loo  ofteut  profaned 

For  me  to  pro&ne  it^ 
One  feeting  loo  ftlaety  eMtmfd- 

For  thee  to  diadain  it 
One  hope  is  too  like  dtapair 

For  pnideooe  to  smother, 
And  Pity  from  thee  more  dear 

Than  that  from  another. 

I  can  give  not  what  men  c^  love;: 

But  wilt  ibou  accept  not 
The  worship  the  heart  lifts  above» 

And  the  Heavens  n^ject  not — 
The  desire  of  the  moth  ibr  the  star,. 

Of  the  night  ibr  the  morrow. 
The  devotion  lo  something^(ar 

From  the  spheie  of  our  sonow  f 


MUSIC. 

I  rANV  tbr  the  music  which  is  di^ne, 
My  heart  in  its  thirst  is  a  dying  flower ; 

Poor  forth  the  sound  like  enchanted  wiaov 
Looeen  the  notes  in  a  sihrer  ahower; 

Like  an  herbless  plain,  for  the  gentle  laitt, 

I  gasp,  I  ftint,  till  they  waike  again. 


Let  me  drink  of  the  spirit  of  that 
More,  O  more,-*-!  am  thinling  yet ; 

It  loosens  the  serpent  which  care  has  boand 
Upon  my  heart  to  stifle  it ; 

Tlie  disoolving  stmin,  thnagh  ewtiy  ▼«% 

Fmsei  into  my  heart  and  bnb^ 


NOVEMBER.  )81& 

Tta  cold  earth  sle^t  below, 
Above  the  cold  sky  shone ; 
And  all  around. 
With  a  chilling  sound, 
From,  caves  of  ice  and  fieldi  of  sno#, 
The  breath  of  night  like  death  did  floir 
Beneath  the  sinking  meon. 

The  wintry  hedge  vras  black. 
The  green  grass  was  not  seen. 
The  birda.did  real 
On  the  bare  them's  breast. 
Whose  roots,  beside  the  pathway  track. 
Had  bmmd  their  Mds  o'er  many  a  crack 
Which  the  fteat  had  made  between. 

Thine  eyes  glow*d'  in  the  glare- 
Of  the  ineon*s  dying  light ; 
As  a  fen-fire's  beam. 
On  a  slaggish  streem. 
Gleams  dirtAf — se  the  moon  shone  there. 
And  it  yelkm*d  the  strings  of  thy  tangled 
Thitf  shook  i>  the  wind  of  ntglM. 

The  moon  made  thy  lips  pale,  beloved; 
Tlie  wind  made  thy  booom  chfll ; 
The  night  did  shed 
On  thy  dear  head 
Its  froaen  dew,  and  thou  didsf  he 
Where  the  bitter  breath  of  the  naked  ski 
Ifliihi  vMit  thee  at  wilL 


DEATH. 

Death  is  here,  and  death  is  them, 
Death  is  busy  everywhere, 
All  around,  within,  beneath. 
Above  is  de«itb— and  we  are  death. 

Death  hao  set  his  mark  and  seel 

On  all  we  are  and  all  we  fbel, 

te  aH  we  know  and  all  we  fear, 
•        •        •        •        • 

First  our  pleosnrea  die— and  then 
Our  hopes,  and  then  our  feaia    and 
These  are  dead,  the  debt  is  due, 
Dust  claims  duet — and  we  die  too- 
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All  Ihiogi  that  we  love  and  cheriih, 
like  ounelvee,  roast  fade  and  perish ; 
Such  if  otxr  rude  mortal  lot^- 
Love  itielf  would,  did  they  no^ 


TO 


When  paenon'a  trance  ia  overpait, 
If  teDderoeas  and  tnith  ooold  last 
Or  live,  whilst  all  wild  feelings  keep 
Some  mortal  slumber,  dark  and  deep^ 
I  should  not  weejv  I  should  no!  weep ! 

It  were  enough  to  feel,  to  see 
Thy  sofl  eyes  gazing  tenderly, 
Ai^  dream  the  rest — and  bum,  and  be 
The  secret  fbod.df  fires  unseen, 
Cooldst  thou  but  be  as  thou  hast  beeik 

After  the  slumber  of  the  y^ar 
The  woodland  violets  reappear ; 
AU  things  revive  in  field  or  grove. 
And  sky  and  sea.  but  two,  which  jnova. 
And  for  all  others,  life  and  bve. 


PASSAGE  OF  THE  APENNINES. 

Uymt ,  Uaten,  Mary  mine, 

T»  the  whisper  of  the  Apenmne. 

It  bursts  on  the  roof  like  the  thunder's  loir. 

Or  like  the  sea  on  a  northern  shore. 

Heard  in  its  raging  ebb  and  ftow 

By  the  captives  pent  in  the  cave  below. 

The  Apennine  in  the  light  of  day 

la  a  mighty  mountain  dim  and  gray. 

Which  between  the  earth  and  sky  doth  lay^ 

Bat  when  night  comes,  a  chaos  dread  ^ 

Ob  the  dim  star-light  then  is  spread,    « • 

And  the  Apennine  walks  abroisd  wi])i  the 

May  4£A,  1818.  > 


TO  MARY 


0^!i|d|fy  dear,  that  yoa  were  hen 

With  your  brown  eyes  bright  and  olea^ 

And  your  sweet  voice,  like  a  bird 

Singing  love  to  its  lone  mate 

In  die  ivy  bower  disconsolate ; 

Voice  the  sweetest  ever  heard ! 

And  your  biDW  more    *    •    • 

Than  the    •    •     •    sky 

Of  this  azure  Italy. 

Idary  dear,  come  to. roe  soen, 

I  am  not  well  whilst  thou  art  ftr^— 

As  sunset  to  the  sphered  moon. 

As  twilight  to  the  western  siai^ 

Thou,  beloved,  art  to  me. 

Oh!  Mary  dear,  that  you  were  here; 
The  Castle  echo  whispers  **  Here  !** 

EtU,  September,  1818. 


THE  PAST. 

Wii/r  thou  forget  the  happy  houia 
Which  we  buried  in  Love's  sweet  bo«fai% 


Heaping  over  their  corpses  cold 
Bloksoms  and  leaves,  instead  of  mould  f 
Bknsoms  which  werelhe  joys  that  IblL 
And  leaves,  the  hopes  that  yet  remain. 

Forget  the  dead,  the  past?  O  yet 

There  are  ghosts  that  may  take  revenge  ftr  it 

Memories  that  make  the  heart  a  tomb^ 

Regrets  which  glide  through  the  spirit* s 

And  with  ghastly  whispers  tell 

That  joy,  once  lost,  ip  pain. 


SONG  OF  A  SPIRIT. 

WrrHiN  the  silent  centre  of  the  earth 

My  mansion  is ;  where  I  lived  in^phered 

From  the  beglnidng.  «hd  around  my  sleep 

Have  woven  all  the  wondrous  imagery 

Of  this  dun  spot,  which  mortals  call  the  woild ; 

Ixjfinite  depdui  of  unknown  elements 

Massed  into  one  impMietrable  mask ; 

Sheets  of  imroeBsurable  fire,  and  veins 

Of  gold  and  stone,  and  adacroantine  iron. 

And  as  a  veil  in  which  I  walk  through  Heaven 

I  have  wrought  mountains;  seas,  and  waves,  i 

'  cloiids, 
AimI  lastly  light,  whose  interfusien  da! 
In  the  dark  space  of  interataUar  air. 


LIBERT7. 

Tm  fiery  maontains  answer  each  other; 
Their  thunderings  are  echoed  from  aone  lo 
The  tempestuous  oceans  awake  one  another. 
And  the  ice-rocks  up  shaken  round  winter*s  vne, 
When  the  clarion  of  the  Typbooa  k  biowa 

From  a  single  doud  the  lightning  flaahes, 
^Vhilst  a  thousand  isles  ane  illumined  aroond ; 
Earthquake  is  trampling  one  city  ta  aahes, 
A  hundred  are  shuddering  and  loiteriim^;  the  aomid 
Is  bellowing  undeiground. 

Bat  keener  thy  gaze  than  the  lightning's  glare, 
And  swifler  thy  step  than  the  earthquake's  tramp; 
Thou  deafenest  the  rage  of  the  ocean ;  thy  stars 
Makes  blind  the  volcanoes ;  the  sun's  bright  lamp 
To  thine  is  a  fen-fire  damp^ 

From  bOlow  and  mountain  and  exhalation 
The  aunlight  is  darted  through  vapor  and 
From  spirit  to  spirit,  from  nation  to  nation. 
From  city  to  hamlet,  thy  dawning  is  caM^ 
And  grants  and  slaves  are  bke  shadows  of  mgh* 
In  the  van  of  the  meming 


TO 


MiFfC  eyes  were  dim  with  team  oashedi 
Yes,  I  was  firm — thus  did  not  thon  ^— 

My  baffled  looks  did  fear,  yet  dread. 
To  meet  thy  looks — I  could  not  know 

How  anxiously  they  sought  te  shina 

With  soothing  pity  upon  mine. 
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Tb  ml  sod  curb  the  aours  mute  rage 
Which  preys  upon  itself  alone ;' 

To  canw  tl)e  life  which  ia  the  cage 
Of  fetteiM  grief  that  darea  not  groan. 

Hiding  from  nuiny  a  careleai  eye 

The  acoraed  load  of  agony. 

Whikt  thou  alone,  dien  not  regarded, 
,The  [  ]  thou  alone  ■houU  be. 

To  ipend  jbub  thlia,  and  be  rawaided. 
As  thou,  aweet  love,  requited  ue 

When  none  were  near— Oh !  1  did  wake 

Wiom  torture  for  that  modieBt*t  sake. 

Upon,  my  heart  thy  accents  sweet 
Of  peace  and  pity,  fell  like  dew 

On  flowers  half  dead ; — thy  lips  did  meet 
Mine  tremblitigly ;  thy  dark  eyes  threw 

Thy  soft  persuasion  on  my  brain, 

Chaiming  away  its  dream  of  pain. 

We  are  not  happy »  sweet!  oar  state 
is  strange  and  f^^  of  doubt  and  fear ; 

More  need  of  words  that  Uls  abate  ;— 
Reserve  or  censure  come  not  near 

Our  sacred,  fiiendship,  lest  there  be 

No  solace  left  for  thou  and  me. 

Gende  and  good  and  mild  thou  art, 
Nor  I  can  live  if  thou  nppear 

Aught  but  thyaelf,  or  turn  thine  heart ' 
Away  from  me,  or  stoop  to  wear 

The  mask  of  scorn,  although  it  be 

To  hide  the  k>ve  thou  fe<»m  fer  me. 


THE  ISLE. 

Tbsmb  was  a  little  lawqy  islet 
By  anemone  and  violet, 

like  mosaic,  paven : 
And  its  roof  was  floweis  and  leaves 
Which  the  summeKs  breath  inweaves, 
Wtiere  nor  sun  nor  showers  nor  broese 
Pierce  the  pines  and  tallest  trees. 

Each  a  gem  engnven : 
Girt  by  many  an  asore  wav» 
With  which  the  clouds  and  monntainB  pave 

A  lake's  blue  chasm. 


TO 


Music,  when  soft  voices  die, 
Vibrates  in  the  memory — 
Odors,  when  sweet  violets  sicken, 
live  within  the  sense  they  quicken. 

\    Rose-leaves,  when  the  rose  is  dead, 
\   Are  heap*d  for  the  beloved's  bed ; 


( 


And  so  thy  thoughts,  when  thou  art  gQne» 


V 


Love  itself  shall  slumber  on. 


TIME. 


Umpathomablr  Sea!  whose  waves  are  years. 
Ocean  of  Time,  whose  waters  of  deep  woe 

Are^  brackish  with  (he  salt  of  human  tears ! 
Thou  shoreless  flood,  which  in  thy  ebb  and  flow 

3L 


Claspest  the  limits  of  mortality ! 
And  sick  of  prey,  yet  howling  on  for  morei 
Vomitest  thy  wrecks  on  its  inhospitable  shore. 
Treacherous  in  palm,  and  terrible  in  storm, 

'Who  shall  put  forth  on  thee,  .   , 

Un&thomable  Sea  ? 


LINEa 

That  tame  is  deed  for  ever,  child, 
Drown*d,  fhxEcn,  dead  for  ever! 
^  We  look  on  the  past, 
And  stare  aghast 
At  the  spectres  wailing,  pale  and  ghatt; 
Of  hopes  which  thou  and  I  beguiled 

To  death  on  fife's  dark  river. 

» 

The  stream  we  gazed  on  then,  rolled  by ; 
ItS'^waves  are  unreturning ; 
But  we  yet  stand 
In  a  lone  land, 
like  tombs  to  mark  the  memory 
.'Of  hopes  and  fears,  which  fade  and  flee 
In.  t^  light  of  life's  dim  morning. 

November  btik  1S17. 


A  SONG. 

A  WIDOW  bird  sate  mourning  for  her  lov* 

Upon  a  wintry  bough; 
The  frozen  wind  kept  on  above. 

The  freezing  atre^m  below. 

There  was  no  leitf  upon  the  forest  base 
No  flower  upon  the  ground. 

And  little  motion  in  the  air. 

Except  the  mill-wheel's  sound. 


THE  WORLD'S  WANDERER& 

Tell  me,  thou  star,  whose  vrings  of  ligh* 
Speed  thee  in  thy  fiery  flight, 
In  what  cavern  of  the  night 
Will  thy  pinimiB  dose  now  ? 

Tell  me,  moon,  thou  pale  and  gray 
Pilgrim  of  Heaven's  homeless  way. 
In  what  depth  of  night  or  day 

Seekest  thou  repose  now  I         v. 

Weary  vrind,  who  wanderest 
like  die  world's  rejected  guest. 
Hast  thou  sdll  some  secret  nest 
Ob  the  tree  or  Ullow  f 


A  DIRGE. 

RoiTGR  wind,  that  moonest  loud 

Grief  too  sad  for  song ; 
Wild  wind,  when  sullen  cloud 
Knells  all  the  night  long ; 
Sad  storm,  whose  tears  are  vain, 
Btre  woods,  whose  branches  stain. 
Deep  caves  and  dreary  main, 
Wail,  for  the  world's  wrong! 
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UNE& 

Far,  far  away,  O  ye 

lialcyons  of  memory^ 
Seek  aome  far  calmer  neat 
Than  thia  abandon'd  breaat ; — 
No  newa  of  yoor  &lae  apriog 
To  my  heart's  winter  bring, 
Once  having  gone,  in  vain 

Ye  oeme  again. 

Vnltorea,  who  build  your  bowen 
High  in  the  Future's  towen. 
Withered  hopea  on  hopes  are  spread, 
Dsring  joys  choked  by  the  dead, 
Wttl  serve  your  beaks  ibr  pre^ 
Many  a  day. 


SUPERSTITION. 

fiiQu  teiAteat  all  thou  loek'st  upon!  Hie  ataiSp 
^hich  on  thy  cradle  beam'd  ao  brightly  sweet, 
Were  gods  to  the  distemper'd  playiulnMB 
Of  thy  nntutor'd  infancy ;  the  trees, 
The  graas,  the  clouds,  the  mountains,  and  the 
All  living  things  that  walk,  swim,  creep,  or  fly, 
WeM  gods:  the  sun  had  homage.  andHhe  moon 
Her  worshipper.    Then  thou  beearoeat,  a  bey, 
More  daring  in  thy  firenziea :  every  shape, 
MonatiDus  or  vast,  or  beautifully  wild. 
Which,  fiom  sensation's  relics,  fiincy  culls ; 
The  spirits  of  the  air,  the  shuddering  ghost. 
The  genii  of  the  elements,  the  powers 
That  give  a  shape  to  nature's  varied  works, 
Had  life  and  place  in  the  corrupt  belief 
Of  thy  blind  heart:  yet  still  thy  youthful  hands 
Wore  pure  of  human  blood.    Then  manhood  gave 
111  strength  and  ardor  to  thy  fienxied  brain ; 
Thine  eager  gaxe  scann'd  the  stupendous  scene. 
Whose  wonden  mock'd  the  knowledge  of  thy  pride : 
Their  everlasting  and  unchanging  ]aw» 
Raproaoh'd  thine  ignorance.    Awhile  thou  atoodeat 
Baffled  and  gleoniy-s  then  thou  didai<aum  up 
The  elements  of  all  that  ihou  didst  knew ; 
The  changing  seasons,  winter's  leafless  joiign. 
The  budding  of  the  Heaven-breathing  trees. 
The  eternal  orbs  that  beautify  the  night. 
Hie  sunrise,  and  the  setting  of  the  moon, 
fiarthquakea  and  wan,  and  poisons  and  disease. 
And  all  their  causes,  to  an  abstract  point 
Converging,  thou  didst  give  it  name,  and  form, 
InleDigenoe,  and  unity,  and  power. 


O!  THERE  ARE  SPIRITS. 


AAKPrEI  AlOlza  HOTMON  AnOTMOlf. 


O!  THERB  are  spirits  of  the  air. 

And  genii  of  the  evening  breeie. 
And  gentle  ghnsti,  with  eyes  as  (air 
As  star>beaBis  among  twilight  trees  :— 
Such  lovely  ministen  to  meet 
Oft  hast  thou  tum'd  irom  men  tl^  laoely  leet 


With  mountain  svlnda,  and  habUiiig 
And  moonlight  s^«s,  that'  are  Ike 
Of  these  inexpUtfable  things 

Thou,  didst  hold  commune,  and  f<^oioe 
When  they  did  answer  thee ;  but  they 
Caa^  like  a  worthless  boon,  thy  love  mwnf. 

And  thou  haat  sought  in  stany  eyea 

Beams  that  were  never  meant  for  diina^ 
Another's  wealth  ^— tame  sacrifice 
Toafondftith!  atai  doat  thou  pinat 
Still  dost  thoa  hope  that  graeiiiig  haada. 
Voice,  looks,  or  Upa,  may  answer  thy  demaadat 

Ah !  wherefore  didsC  thou  build  thine  hopa 

On  the*false  earths  inconstancy  f 
Did  thine  own  mind  aflbrd  no  ooope 
Of  love,  or  moving  thoughts,  to  thee  f 
That  natural  scenes  or  human  smiles 
Could  steal  the  power  to  wind  tbee-in 


Tes,  all  die  foithleas  smiles  an  fled 

Whoae  folaehood  left  thee 
The  glory  of  the  moon  is  dead  ; 

Night's  ghoat  and  dreams  have  now  departed , 
Thine  own  aoul  still  is  true  lo  thee. 
But  changed  to  a  foul  fiend  through 


This  fiend,  whose  ghastly  presence  ever 

Beside  thee  like  thy  shadow  bang^ 
Dream  not  to  chase  ;---the  mad  endeavor 
Would  scourge  thee  to  severer  pangs. 
Be  as  dion  art    Thy  setded  fate. 
Dark  as  it  is^  all  ohange  would  aggravata. 


STANZAS^APRIL,  1814. 

AwAT !  the  moor  ia  dark  beneath  the  moon. 

Rapid  clouds  have  drunk  the  last  pale  beam  ofeven . 
Away!  the  gathering  winds  will  call  the  darkness  soon. 
And  profoundest  midnight  shroud  the  serene  h^m 
of  Heaven. 
Pause  not!  The  time  is  past!  Every  voice  cries.  Away ! 
Tempt  not  with  one  last  glance  thy  fiiend'a  ud* 
gende  mood : 
Thy  lover's  eye,  so  glased  and  cold,  darea  not  entreat 
thy  stay: 
Duty  and  dereliction  guide  thee  back  to  sdUtnde. 

Away,  away !  to  diy  sad  and  silent  home ; 
Pour  bitter  tears  on  its  desolaied  hearth ; 
Watch  the  dim  shades  as  like  ghosia  di6y  go  and  cone. 
And  complicate  strange  webs  of  melancholy  mirdL 
The  leavea  of  wasted  autumn  wooda  shall  flosi 
around  thine  head ; 
The  blooms  of  dewy  spring  shall  gleam  beDsaih 
thy  feet : 
'But  thy  soul  or  this  world  must  fode  in  the  fiotf  that 
binds  the  dead. 
Ere  midnight's  frown  and  morning's  smile,  ere  fooa 
and  peace  may  meeL 

The  doud  shadows  of  midnight  posieas  dieir  own 
repose, 
For  the  weary  winds  are  silent,  or  the  moon  ii  in 
the  deep : 
Some  respite  to  its  turbulence  unresting  ocean  knows 
Whatever  moves,  or  toils,  or  grieves,  hath  in  ap> 
poiDied  sleepb 
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Thoa  in  die  gimve  ahalt  rMt— yet  till  the  phantom 
Hee 
Which  that  house  uid  heath  and  garden  made 
dear  to  thee  erewhile, 
*niy  Temombrance,  and  repentance,  and  deep  muimgi 
are  not  five 
fVom  tiie  muric  of  two  voiceB^  and  the  light  of  oof 
tweet  amile. 


MUTAKLiry. 

Wv  are  as  clouds  thai  veil  the  midnight  moon; 

How  nstlessly  they  speed,  and  gleam,  and  qaiver, 
Streaking  the  darkness  radiantly !— yet  soon 

Might  doses  round,  and  they  are  lost  for  ever; 

Or  like  foigotten  lyres,  whose  disraiant  strings 
Give  Tarioos  lesponse  to  each  vaiying  blast, 

To  whose  frail  frame  no  second  motion  brings 
One  mood  or  aoodulaliOD  like  the  ImL 


We  rest — A  dream  has  power  to  poison  sleep  { 
We  rise — One  wandering  thpugbt  pollutes  the  day; 

We  feel,  ooneeive  or  reason,  laugh  or  weep ; 
Embrace  food  woe,  or  cast  our  cares  away: 

It  is  the  same !— rFor,  be  it  joy  or  sorrow. 
The  path  of  its  departure  siill  is  free ; 

Man's  yesterday  may  ne'er  be  like  his  moiiow^ 
Naught  may  etidure  but  Mutabili^. 


ON  m;ath. 


Iliers  is  no  work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge,  nor  wisdom, 
in  the  grave,  whither  thou  goest.— iBce/cria«l«. 

Tyc  pale,  the  cold,  and  the  moony  smile 
MThich  the  meteor  beam  of  ^  stariess  night 

Sheda  on  a  lonely  and  sea-girt  isle. 
Ere  the  dawning  of  mom's  undoubted  light. 

Is  the  flame  of  life  so  fickle  and  wan 

Tint  flits  round  our  steps  till  their  strength  is  gona 

O  man !  hold  thee  on  in  courage  of  soul 
lluough  the  stormy  shades  of  thy  worldly  way, 

AAd  the  billows  of  cloud  that  around  thee  roll 
Shall  sleep  in  the  light  of  a  wondrous  day. 

Where  hell- and  hearen  shall  leave  thee  fiee 

To  the  imiverM  of  destiny. 

This  world  is  the  norM  of  all  we  know, 
llus  world  is  the  mother  of  all  we  feel. 

And  the  coming  of  death  is  a  fearful  blow 
To  a  brain  unencompass'd  with  nerves  of  steel ; 

When  all  thar  we  know,  or  feel,  or  see, 

Sball  pass  like  an  unreal  mystery. 

The  secret  thmgs  of  the  grave  are  theri. 
Where  all  but  this  frame  must  sutely  be. 

Though  the  fine- wrought  eye  and  the  wmdroos  ear 
No  longer  will  live,  to  hear  or  to  see 

All  that  is  great  and  all  that  is  strange 

Ia  the  boundless  realm  of  unending  change. 


Who  telleth  » tale  of  unspeaking  death! 

Who  liflethi  the  veil  of  vriwt  is  to  come  7 
Wh»  painleth  Ike  shadows  that  are  beneath 

The  wkle-wmding  c^ves  of  the  peopled  tonbt 
Oruniteth  the  hopes  of  what  shall  be 
With  Ihe  feaia  and  the  love  lor  that  which  we  seel 


A  SUM M EB-«TBNINO  CHURCH-T  ARD,  LECQAALE. 
OLQUCfiSTERSHIRK. 

The  wimt  has  swept  fiom  the  wido  atmosphere 
Each  vapor  that  obscured  the  sunsef  s  rayr 

And  pallid  evening  twines  its  beamy  hair 
In  dttekier  braids  around  the  languid  eyea  of  day. 

Silence  and  twilight,  unbeloved  of  men. 

Creep  hand  in  Inuid  from,  yon  obscurest  glen. 

They  breathe  their  spelle  towards  the  departing  day 
Encompassing  the  earth,  air,  stars,  add  sea ; 

light,  sounds  and  motion,  own  the  potent  sway. 
Responding  to  the  chhrm  with  its  own  mysteiy 

The  winds  are  still,  or  the  dry  chursh-tower 

Knowa  not  their  gentle  motions  a»  they  psss. 

Thou  too,  aerial  pile !  whose  pinnacles 
Point  from  one  shrine  like  pyramids  of  fire, 

Obeyest,  in  silence  their  sweet  solemn  speHs, 

Clothing  in  hues  of  heaven  thy  dim  and  distant 
spire, 

Around  whose  lessening  and  mvisihle  height 

Gather  among  the  stars  the  clouds  ^  night 

The  dead  are  sleeping  in  their  sepulchres : 

And,  moaldering  as  they  sleep,  a  thrilling  sound, 

Half  sense,  half  thought,  among  the  darkness  stin, 
Breathed  from  their  wormy  beds  all  living  things 
around, 

And,  ipingliim;  with  the  slill  night  and  mute  sky^ 

Its  awful  hush  is  felt  inaudibly. 

Thus  solemnized  and  soften'd,  death  is  mild 

And  terrorless  as  this  serenest  night : 
Here  could  I  hope,  like  some  inquiring  chiU 

Sporting  on  graves,  thai  death  did  hide  fitxn  human 
sight 
Sweet  secrets,  or  beside  its  breathless  sleep 
Tliat  loveliest  dreams  perpetual  watch  did  keep. 


LIiyES 

WAl'lTEM  OM  HKAJUNe  THE  NSW8  OV  THE  DEATB  OF 

NAPOLEON. 

What  !  olive  and  so  bold,  O  earth  7 

Art  thou  not  over-bold  ? 

What !  leapest  thou  forth  as  of  old 

In  the  light  of  thy  morning  mirth. 

The  hist  of  the  flock  of  the  starry  fold  ? 

Ha !  leopest  thou  forth  as  of  old  ? 

Are  not  the  limbs  still  when  the  ghost  is  fled. 

And  canst  thou  move.  Napoleon  being  dead  \ 

How !  b  not  thy  quick  heart  cold  f 
What  spork  is  alive  on  thy  hearth  7 
How !  is  not  Au  death-knell  knoll'd  \ 
And  ttvest  thou  still,  mother  Earths 
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Thoa  well  warming  thy  fingers  old 

O'er  the  embers  cover'4  and  cold 

Of  that  most  fiery  spirit,  when  it  fled — 

What,  mother,  do  you  laugh  now  he  is  dead  ? 

**  Who  haa  koowB  me.of  old/*  replied  £«rth« 

"  Or  who  has  my  story  told ' 

It  is  thou  who'jut  over-bold." 

And  the  lightning  of  scorn  laiigh*d  forth 

Ai  she  snng,  **  To  my  boeoro  I  fold 

All  my  sons  when  their  knell  is  knoll'd, 

And  ao  with  living  jnotion  aU  are  fod. 

And  the  quick  spring  like  weeds  out  of  the  dead.^ 

•  Still  alive,  and  still  bold,"  shouted  Earth, 

'  I  grow  bolder,  and  still  more  bpld. 

The  dead  fill  me  ten  thousand  fold 

FuUftr  of  speed,  and  splendor,  and  mirth ; 

I  was  cloudy,  and  sullen,  and  cold, 

Like  a  frozen  qhaes  uproll'd. 

Till  by  the  spirit  of  the  iQighty  dead 

fiffy  heart  grow  warm.    I  feed  eo  whom  I  fed." 

'  Ay,  alive  and  bold,*'  muttered  Earth, 

**  Napoleon's  fierce  spirit  roll'd. 

In  terror,  and  blood,  and  gold, 

A  torrent  of  ruin  to  death  ffom  his  birth. 

Leave  the  millions  who  follow  to  mould 

The  metal  before  it  be  cold  ; 

And  weave  into  his  shame,  which  like  the  dead 

Shrouds  me,  the  hopes  that  fiom  his  glory  fled." 


SUMMER  AND  WINTER. 

It  was  a  bright  and  cheerful  afternoon. 

Towards  ^e  end  of  Aie  sunny  month  of  June, 

MHiefi  the  north  wind  congregates  in  crowds 

The  floating  mountains  of  the  silver  clouds 

From  the  horis>n — and  (he  stainless  sky 

Opens  beyond  them  like  eternity. 

All  things  rejoiced  Ixmeath  the  sun,  the  weeds. 

The  river,  and  the  corn-fields,  and  the  reeds^ 

The  willow  leaves  that  glanced  in  the  light  breeze. 

And  the  firm  fofiage  of  the  larger  trees. 


It  was  a  winter,  such  as  when  birds  do  die 
Id  the  deep  forests ;  and  the  fishes  lie 
Stiflen'd  in  the  translucent  ice,  which  makes 
Even  the  mud  and  slime  of  the  warm  lakes 
A  wrinkled  clod,  as  hard  as  brick ;  and  when. 
Among- their  children,  comfortable  men 
Gather  about  great  fires,  and  yet  feet  cold : 
Alas !  then  for  the  homeless  beggar  old! 


THE  TOWER  OF  FAMINE.* 

Amtd  the  desolation  of  a  city. 
Which  was  the  cradle,  and  is  now  the  gnve 
Of  an  extinguished  people ;  so  that  pity 
Weeps  o'er  the  shipwrecks  of  obllvion^s  wave, 


•  At  Pfss  tJwre  etill  exists  the  prison  of  Ugolino,  wMch 
fees  by  the  name  of  "  La  Torre  delta  Fame."  in  the  ad- 
JoininK  building  the  tral  ley -slaves  are  confined.  It  is  situ- 
ated near  the  Ponie  al  Mare  un  the  Arno. 


There  stands  the  Tower  of  FWmiqe.    It  is  huilt 
Upon  some  prieon-homcR,  whose  dwelleia  cave 
For  bread,  and  gold,  and  blood :  pain,  Unk'd  ie  goh 
Agitates  the  light  flame  of  their  hours. 
Until  its  vital  oil  is  spent  or  s|)ilt  i 
There  stands  the  pile,  a  lower  amid  the  towan 
And  sacred  domes ;  each  marble-ribbed  rooC 
The  brazen-galed  temples,  and  the  bow«a 
Of  solitary  wealth !  The  tempest-proof 
Pavilions  of  the  dark  luilian  air, 
Are  by  its  presence  dimm'd — they  stand  akoC 
,  And  are  withdrawn — so  that  the  worid  is  bare^ 
As  if  a  spectre,  wrapt  in  shapeless  terror. 
Amid  a  company  of  ladies  &ir 
Should  glide  and  glow,  till  it  became  a  miirar 
Of  all  their  beauty.  Mid  their  hair  and  hfie. 
The  life  of  their  sweet  eyeiB,  with  all  its  error 
Should  be  abBorb*d  till  they  to  marble  gie«^. 


THE  AZIOLA. 

**  Do  yon  not  hear  the  Aziola  cry  f 

Methinks  die  must  be  nigh,** 

Said  Mupft  as  we  sate 

In  dusk,  ere  stars  were  lit,  or  camflea  bitrnghl ; 

And  I,  who  thought 

Thia  Aziola  was  some  tedious  woman, 

Ask'd,  «*Who  is  Aziola  r"  how  elate 

I  felt  to  know  that  it  w*as  nothing  human. 

No  mockery  of  myself  to  foar  or  hate  I 

And  Mary  saw  my  soul. 

And  laagfa*d  ai^d  said,  '*  Disquiet  yoanelf  not^ 

Tis  nothing  but  a  littljB  downy  owl.** 

Sad  Aziola!  many  an  eVentide 

Thy  music  I  had  heard 

By  wood  and  stream,  meadow  and  monntaiiMide 

And  fields  and  marshes  wide, — 

Such  as  nor  voice,  nor  lute,  nor  wind,  nDr  bird 

The  soul  ever  stirr*d ; 

Unlike,  and  fiir  sweeter  than  them  all ; 

Sad  Aaola !  from  that  moment  I 

Loved  thee  and  thy  sad  cry. 


DIRGE  FOR  THE  YEAR 

Obphan  hours,  the  year  is  dead. 
Come  and  sigh,  come  and  weep ! 

Merry  hours,  smile  instead. 
For  the  year  is  but  asleep. 

See,  it  smiles  as  it  is  sleeping. 

Mocking  your  untimely  weeping. 

As  an  earthquake  rocks  a  cone 

In  its  coffin  in  the  clay. 
So  white  Winter,  that  rough  nurse. 

Rocks  the  death-cold  year  to^ay ; 
Solemn  hours !  wait  aloud 
For  your  mother  in  her  shroud. 

As  the  wild  air  stirs  and  sways 
The  tree-swung  cradle  of  a  child. 

So  the  breath  of  these  rude  days 
Rocks  the  year  .* — be  calm  and  mild* 

Trembling  hours,  she  will  arise 

With  new  love  within  her  eyes. 
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January  gray  i*  here, 

like  a  sexton  by  her  grave  ,* 

Pefarnary  beam  the  bier, 

March  with  grief  doth  howl  and  rave. 

And  April  weep»— but,  O  ye'  hours, 

Foltow  with  May*^  fidrest  flowen* 

Jnaory  Id,  1821. 


SONNETa 


OSTKAHDIAfl.'   \ 

I  MET  a  traveller  fiom  an  antique  land, 
Who  said':  Two  vast  and  tninkless  legs  of  stone 
Stand  in  the  desert.     Near  them,  on  the  sand, 
Hslf  sunk,  a  shattefd  visage  lies,  whose  firown. 
And  wrinkled  lip,  and  sneer  of  cold  command. 
Tell  that  iisw^ulptor  well  those  passions  read 
Which  yet  survive,  staipp'd  on  these  lifeless  things. 
The  hand  that  mock'd  them  and  the  heart  that  fed  : 
And  on  the  pedestal  these  words  appear : 
*  My  name  iaOsymandias,  king,  of  kings : 
look  on  my  works,  ye  Mighty,  and  deapaij-  \ 
Nothing  beside  remains.     Rooiid  the  decay 
Of  that  cokiiMal  wreck,  boundless  and  bare 
The  lone  and  level -sands  stretch  ftr  away. 


i»f 


Tx  hasten  to  tbe  dead !   What  seek  ye  there, 

Ye  restless  thoughts  and  busy  purposes 

or  the  idle  brain,  which  the  world's  livery  wear  f 

0  thou  quick  Heart,  which  pantcst  to  possess         n, 

All  that  anticipation  feign^th  fair ! 

Thou  vainly  curioqs  mind  which  wouldest  guess 

Whence  thou  didst  como,  and  whither  thou  mayst  go, 

And  that  which  never  yet  was  known  would  know — 

Oh,  whither  hasten  ye,  that  thus  y'e  press 

With  such  swift  feet  lifers  green  and  pleasant  path, 

^king  alike  from  happiness  and  woe 

A  refuge  in  the  cavern  of  gray  death  ? 

0  heart,  and  mind,  and  thoughts !  What  thing  do  ye 

Hope  to  inherit  in  the  grave  below  ? 


POLITICAL  GREATNESS. 

Nor  happiness,  nor  niiuesty,  nor  fame, 
Nor  peace,  nor  strength,  nor  skill  m  arms  or  arts, 
Shepherd  those  herds  whom  tyranny  makes  tame ; 
Vem  echoes  not  one  beating  of  their  hearts. 
History  is  but  the  shadow  of  their  shame. 
Art  veils  her  glass,  or  from  the  pageant  starts, 
As  to  oblivion  llieir  blind  millions  fleet. 
Staining  that  Heaven  with  obscene  imagery 
Of  their  own  likeness.     What  are  numbers  knit 
By  force  or  custom  ?   Man  who  man  would  be. 
Must  rule  the  empire  of  himself;  in  it 
Most  be  supreme,  establishing  his  throne 
On  vanquish'd  wilt,  quelling  the  anarchy 
Of  hopes  and  fean,  being  himself  alone. 

Alas!  good  friend,  what  profit  can  youse« 

In  hating  such  a  hatelesi  thing  as  me  ? 

There  is  no  sport  in  hate  where  all  the  rage 

Is  on  one  side.     In  vain  would  you  assuage  * 

Your  frowns  upon  an  luiresisting  smile, 

In  which  not  even  contempt  liuks,  to  beguile  I 


Your  heart,  by  some  faint  sympatfa|r  of 
O  conquer  what  you  cannot  satiate ! 
For  to  your  passioik  I  am  far  more  coy 
Than  ever  yet  was  coldest  maid  or  boy 
In  winter  noon.    Of  your  antipathy 
If  I  am  the  NarcisBus,  you  are  free 
To  pine  into  a  sound  with  hating  me. 


hnn  not  the  painted  veil  which  those  who  live 
Call  Life :  though  unreal  shapes  be  painl^  there. 
And  it  but  mimic  all. we  would  believe  -  • 
With  colors  idly  spread :— behind,  lurk  Fear 
And  Hope,  twin  deslniies ;  who  ever  weave 
The  shadows,  which  the  world  calls  substance,  there 

I  knew  one  who  UAed  it— he  sought. 
For  his  lost  heart  was  tender,  things  to. love. 
But  found  them  not,  alas !  nor  was  there  aught 
The  world  contains,  the  which  he  could  approve. 
Through  the  unheeding  many  he  did  move, 
A  pplendor  among  shadows,  a  bright  blot 
Upon  this  gloomy  scene,  a  Spirit  that  strove 
For  truth,  and  like  the  Preacher  fbun4  it  not. 


TO .  WOBDflfWOBTH. 

Pokt'  of  Nature,  thou  hast  wept  to  know 
That  things  depart  which  never  may  return ! ' 
Childhood  and  youth,  friendship  and  love's  first  glow. 
Have  fled  like  sweet  d^ams^  leaving  thee  to  mourn. 
These  common  woes  I  feel.    One  loss  is  mine 
Which  thou  too  feel'st;  yet  I  alone  deplore. 
Thou  wert  as  a  lone  star,  whose  light  did  shine 
On  some  frail  bark  in  winter's  midnight  roar : 
Thou  hast  like  to  a  rock-built  refuge  stood 
Above  the  blind  and  battling  multitude. 
In  honor'd  poverty  thy  voice  did. weave 
Songs  consecrate  to  truth  and  liber^« — 
Deserting  these,  thou  leavest  me  to  grieve 
Thus  having  been,  that  thou  shouldst  cease  to  be. 


FBEUltOS  OP  A  REPUBUCAN  ON  THE  FALL  0| 
BONAPARTE. 

I  HATKO  thee,  fallen  tyrant!  I  did  groan 

To  think  that  a  most  ambitious  slave, 

Like  thou,  shouldst  dance  and  revel  on  the  grave 

Of  liberty.    Thou  mightst  have  built  thy  throne 

Where  it  had  stood  even  now :  thou  didst  prefer 

A  (rail  and  bloody  pomp,  which  time  has  swept 

Tn  fragments  towards  oblivion.    Massacre, 

For  this  I  pray'd,  would  on  thy  sleep  have  crep^ 

Treason  and  Slavery.  Rapine,  Fear,  and  Lust, 

And  stifled  thee,  their  minister.    I  know 

Too  late,  since  thou  and  France  are  in  the  dust, 

That  Virtue  owns  a  more  eternal  foe    . 

Than  ferce  or  fraud :  old  Custom,  legal  Crime^ 

And  bhiody  Faith,  the  foulest  birth  of  time. 


DANTB  ALIGHIERI  TO  OTTIDO  CAYALCANTL 


From  tbe  Italian  of  Dante. 


GuifX),  I  would  that  Lappo.  thou,  and  T, 
Led  by  some  strong  enchantment,  might 
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A  inagte  ship,  trinse  charmed  mils  should  fly, 
With  windftat  wHl,  where'er  our  thoughts  might  wend, 
And  diat  no  change,  nor  any- evil  chance, 
Should  mar  our  joyous  voyage ;  but  it  might  be. 
That  even  satiety  should  still  enhance 
Between  our  hearis  their  strict  community, 
And  that  the  bounteous  wizard  then  would  place 
Vanna  and  Bice  and  my  gentle  love, 
Companions  of  oar  wandering,  and  woi^ld  grace 
With  paaMonafie  t&Ht,  wherever  we  might  iwe> 
Oar  time,  and  each  were  ■■  content  and  free 
As  I  believe  that  thou  and  T  should  be. 


TRAIfSLATBD  FROM  THfi  OltSEK  OP  MOBCHUa 


Tap  dXa  rav  yXmvicav  frrav  &v€ft0t  ar/>c^aj3a»i7, 

K.  r.  A. 

■  ■       fc 

WmN  winds  that  move  not  its  calm  sur&oe  sweep 
The  azure  sea,  I  love  the  land  no  more, 
The  smiles  of  the  serene  and  tranquil  deep 
Tempt  n^y  unquiet  mind. — But  when  the  roar 
Of  ocean's  gray  abyss  resounds,  and  foam 
Galten  upon  die  sea,  and  vast  waves  bunt, 
I  turn  from  the  drecu*  aspect  lo  the  home 
Of  earth  and  its  deep  woods,  where,  intenpersed, 
When  winds  blow  loud,  pines  make  sweet  melody. 
Whose  house  is  some  lone  bark,  whose  toil  the  sea. 
Whose  prey  the  wandering  fish,  an  evil  lot 
Has  chosen. — But  I  my  languid  limbs  will  fling 
Beneath  the  plane,  where  the  brook's  murmuring 
Moves  the  calm  spirit,  but  disturbs  it  noL 


TRANSLATIONS. 


HYMN  TO  MERCURY'.     ' 
TRANGKLATBD  FROM  THV  OREKK  OF  fiDMKR. 

I. 
Sing,  Muse,  the  son  of  Mala  and  of  Jove, 
The  Herald-€hild,  king  of  Arcadia 
And  all  its  pastoral  hills,  whom  in  sweet  love 
Having  been  interwoven,  modest  May 
Bore  Heaven's  dread  Supreme    an  antique  grave 
Shadow'd  the  cavern  where  the  lovers  lay 
In  the  deep  night,  nnseen  by  Gods  or  Men, 
Afid  white-arm'd  Juno  slumber'd  sweetly  thea. 

II. 
Now,  when  the  joy  of  Jove  had  its  fulflUmg, 
And  Heaven's  tenth  moon  chrom'cled  her  relief. 
She  gave  to  light  a  babe  all  babes  excelling, 
A  schemer  subtle  beyond  all  belief; 
A  shepherd  of  thin  dreams,  a  cow-stealing, 
A  mgbt-watching,  and  door-waylaying  thief. 
Who  'mongst  the  Gods  was  soon  about  to  thieve. 
And  other  glorious  actions  to  achieve. 

III. 
The  bobe  was  bom  at  the  first  peep  of  day ; 
He  began  playing  on  the  lyre  at  noon. 
And  the  same  evening  did  he  steal  away 
Apollo's  herds ;— the  foiihh  day  of  the  moon 
On  which  him  bore  the  venerable  May, 
From  her  inunortal  limbs  he  leap'd  full  soon. 
Nor  long  could  in  the  sacred  cradle  keep, 
But  eat  to  seek  Apollo's  herds  would  creep. 


IV. 
Out  of  the  lofty  caven^  wandeiing 
He  Ibund  a  tortoise,  and  cried  oot — **  A 
(For  Mercury  first  made  the  tortoise  aing  :>.  .• 
The  beast  Jbefore  the  portal  at  his  leistue 
The  flowery  herbage  .was  depestunng. 
Moving  his  ieet  in  a  deliberate  measuie 
Over  the  tur£    Jove's  profitable  son 
Eyeing  him  laugh'd,  anid  laughing  thns  began : 

v. 

"  A  oseliil  god-send  are  you  tome  now^ 
King  of  the  da^,  companioQ  of  the  leaei. 
Lovely  in  all  yOur  nature  !    Welcome,  yea 
Excellent  plaything !  Where,  sweet  monnlain 
Got  you  that  specMed  shell  ?  Thus  much  I  know. 
You  must  come  home  with  me  and  be  my  guest ; 
You  will  give  j^y  to  me,  and  I  will  do 
All  that  is  in  my  power  to  honor  yea. 

VL 

"  Better  to  be  at  home  than  0at  of  doer  ?-^ 
So  oome  with  me,  and  though  it  haa'been  eaid 
That  yon  alive  defend  firom  magic  power, 
I  know  yon  will  sing  sweetly  when  yea  're  deed  * 
Thus  having  q»ken,.the  quaint  infimi  bore. 
Lifting  it  fiem  the  grass  on  which  it  fed 
And  grasping  it  in  his  delighted  hold, 
His  treasured  prize  into  the  cavern  old 

vn. 

Then  scooping  with  a  chisel  of  gny  steel 
He  bored  the  life  and  soul  out  <^  the  beast — 
Not  swifter  a  swift  thought  of  woe  or  weel 
Darts  through  the  tnmuk  of  a  human  breast 
Which  thronging  cares  annoy — not  swifter  wheel 
The  flashes  of  its  torture  and  unrest 
Out  of  the  dizsBy  eyee^than  Maia's  son 
AU  that  he  did  devise  hath  feally  done. 

vin. 

And  through  the  tortoise's  hard  siinng  simi 
At  proper  distances  small  holes  he  made. 
And  fitften'd  the  cut  steins  of  reeds  within. 
And  with  a  piece  of  leather  overlaid 
The  open  space,  and  fixed  the  cubits  in, 
Fitting  the  bridge  to  both,  and  ttreich'd  o*er  all 
SymphoDioos  oords  of  sheep-gat  rfaythmicaL 

IX. 
When  he  had  wrought  the  lovely  instrument. 
He  tried  the  chords,  and  made  division  meet. 
Preluding  laith  the  plectrum ;  and  there  wem 
Up  from  beneath  his  hand  a  tumult  sweet 
Of  mighty  sounds,  and  from  his  lips  he  sent 
A  strain  of  nnpremeditaied  wit, 
Jo3rous  and  wild  and  wanton — such  you  may 
Hear  among  revellers  on  a  holiday. 

X. 

He  sung  how  Jove  and  May  of  the  bright  sandal 
Dallied  in  love  not  quite  legitimate ; 
And  his  own  birth,  still  scoffing  at  the  scandal, 
And  naming  his  own  name,  did  celebrate ; 
His  mother's  cave  and  servant-maids  he  plann'd  all 
In  plastic  verse,  her  household  stufif  and  atnta. 
Perennial  pot,  trippet,  and  brazen  pan — 
But  singing  he  conceived  another  plan. 
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XI. 

Seiaed  wiib  a  rafien^kncf  ftr  fiwh  tatM, 

He  in  his  «cn4  orib  depoaied 

The  hollow  lyro,  and  flom  the  eavera  iweet 

Riiih*€l  with  peet  loepi  up  to  the  moaniun*!  heM, 

Ro'vilving  IB  hk  niiid  lOMe  niMe  feat 

or  diievUi  emft,  nich  aa  a  awindler  night 

Deviae  in  the  lone  Maoon  of  dun  nigfat 

xn. 

Lo !  the  great  Sun  under  the  ocean's  bed  hal 

Dri  veo  iiaeda  Aidchariot — ^the  child  meanwfailealrode 

O'er  the  Pierian  moontaim  clothad  in  ■hadowfe, 

Where  ^ttB  tmmonal  oxen  of  the  God 

Are  pttstorad  in  the  floWering  unmown  meadowi^ 

And  eafely  ftcall'd  in  a  remote  abode— 

The  archer  Aigieide,  elate  and  proud. 

Drove  fifty  fiwn  ^  herd,  lowing  aloud. 

xin. 

He  drove  them  wandering  o'er  the  Mundy  way. 
Bat,  being  ever  mindful  of  hia  crafl, 
Backward  and  forward  drove  he  them  astray. 
So  that  the  tracks  which  seem'd  before,  were  aft  t 
His  aandals  then  he  threw  to  the  ocean  spray. 
And  for  each  foot  he  wrought  a  kind  of  raft 
Of  tamarisk,  and  tamarisk-like  sprigs, 
And  bound  them  in  a  lump  with  wiUiy  twigs. 

XJV. 

Aim]  on  his  feet  he  tied  these  sandals  light. 

The  trail  of  Whose  wide  leaves  might  not  betray 

His  track ;  and  then,  a  selfeuMcing  wight. 

Like  a  man  hastening  on  some  distant  way, 

He  from  Pieria's  iQountain  bent  his  flight ; 

But  an  old  man  perceived  the  infant  pass 

Down  green  Oncheatus,  heap'd  like  beds  with  gruL 

XV.' 

Hie  old  man  stood  dressing  his  sunny  vine : 
**  Halloo!  old  fellow  with  the  crookml  shoulder! 
You  grub  those  stumps?  beibre  they  will  bear  wine 
Methinks  even  .you  must  grow  a  little  older : 
Attend,  I  pray,  to  this  advice  of  mine,  < 
As  you  would  'scape  what  might  appal  a  bolder- 
Seeing,  see  not— and  hearing,  hear  not — and-* 
if  yoiLfaave  uoderrtanding — underataad." 

XVI. 

So  saying,  Hermes  roused  the  oxen  vast  ; 
0*er  shadowy  mountain  and  resounding  dell. 
And  flower-pa ven  plains,  great  Hermes  past ; 
Till  the  black  night  divine,  which  fovoring  fell 
Around  his  steps,  grew  gray,  and  morning  fast 
Waken'd  the  world  tO'Wofk,  and  fiom  her  cell 
Sea-strewn,  the  Pallantean  Moon  sublime 
Into  her  watch-tower  joat  began  to  dimb.    . 

XVII. 
Now  to  Alpheus  1|e  had  driven  all 
Tlie  hroed-foreheaded  oxen  of  the  Sun ; 
They  came  unwearied  to  the  lof^  stall. 
And  to  the  water4roughs  which  ever  run 
Through  the  fresh  fields-^and  when  with  rusb-grsss 

tall. 
Lotus  and  all  sw«^t  herbage,  every  one 
Had  pastured  been,  the  great  God  made  them  move 
Towards  the  stall  in  a  collected  drove. 


xvra. 

A  mighty  pile  ef  weed  the  God  then  heap'd. 
And  having  seen  conceived  the  mystery 
Of  fire,  flom  twe  smeeth  laurel  branches  stripl 
The  baik,  and  rubb'd  them  in  his  palms,— on  high 
Suddenly  forth  the  burning  vapor' leapt. 
And  the  divine  child  saw  delightedly^ 
Mereuiy  first  found  eui  for  human  weal 
Tinderhoz,  matches,  fire4roOB,  flint  and  steel. 

XIX 

And  fifie  dry  logs  and  roots  innumerous 
He  gather'd  in  a  delve  upon  the  ground-^ 
And  kindled  them — and  instantaneous 
The  sti^ngth  of  the  fierce  flame  was  breathed  aroimd 
And  whilst  the  might  of  glorious  Vuloan  thus 
Wrapt  the,  great  pile  with  glare  and  roaring  sound* 
Hermes  dragg'd  forth  twe  heifers,  lowing  loud. 
Close  to  the  fire-^uch  might  was  in  the  God 


And  on  the  earth  upon  their  backs  he  threw 
The  panting  beasts,  and  roU'd  them  o'er  and  o'er 
And  bored  their  lives  eut    Without  more  ado 
He  cut  up  fot  and  flesh,  and  down  before 
The  fire,  on  spHs  of  wood  he  placed  the  two, 
Toasting  their  flesh  and  ribs,  and  all  the  goie 
Puned  in  the  bewels ;  and  while  this  was  done^ 
He  atretch'd  their  hides  ever  a  craggy  stone. 

XXI. 
We  mortals  let  an  oz  grow  old,  and  then 
Cut  it  up  afler  long  censiderationr— 
But  joyousHninded  Hermes  from  the  glen 
Drew  the  fot  spoils  to  the  mora  open  station 
Of  a  flat  smooth  space,  and  portioned  them;   wad 

svfaen 
He  bad  by  lot  aasign'd  to  each  a  ration 
Of  the  twelve  Gods,  his  mind  became  awaie 
Of  aH  the  joys  which  in  religion  are. 

xxa 

For  tl^  sweet  savor  ef  the  roasted  meat 
Tempted  him,  though  immortal.     Natheless, 
He  check'd.  his  haughty  will  and  did  not  eat, 
Though  what  it  cost  him  words  can  scarce  express* 
And  eveiy  wish  to  pot  such  morsels  sweet 
Down  his  most  sacred  throat,  he  did  repress ; 
But  soon  within  the  lefty-portaird  stall 
He  placed  the  fat  and  flesh  and  bones  and  all 

XXIII. 
And  every  tmoe  of  the  fresh  butchery 
And  cooking,  the  God  soon  made  disappear, 
As  if  it  all  had  vanished  through  the  ricy ; 
He  bum'd  the  hoofs  an4  horns  and  head  and  hair, 
The  insatiate  fire  devoured  them  hungrily ; 
And  whan  he  saw  that  every  thing  was  clear, 
He  quench 'd  the  coals  and  trampled  the  black  dust 
And  in  the  atream  hia  bloody  sandab  toas'd. 

XXIV. 
All  night  he  woik'd  in  the  serene  moonshine — 
But  when  the  light  of  day  was  spread  abroad, 
He  .sought  his  natal  mountain  peaks  divine. 
On  his  long  wandering,  neither  man  nor  god 
Had  met  him,  since  he  kill'd  Apollo's  kine, 
Nor  housedog'  had  bark'd  at  biro  on  his  road ; 
Now  he  obliquely  through  tfie  key-hole 
like  a  thin  mist,  or  an  autumnal  blast 
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XXV. 

Right  through  the  temple  of  the  cpQcioiiB  cava 
He  went  with^soft  light  feet — as  if  his  tread 
Fell  not  on  earth ;  no  sound  their  falling  gave ; 
Tfaea  to  his  crsdle  he  crept  quick,  and  spread 
The  swaddling-clothes  about  him ;  and  the  knave 
Lay  playing  with  the  covering  of  the  bed 
With  his  left  hand  about  his  knees — the  right 
Held  his  beloved  tortoise-ljrre  tight 

JtXVI. 

There  he  lay  innocent  as  a  new-bom  child, 

As  gosiips  say ;  but  though  he  was  a  god. 

The  goddess,  his  fair  mother,  un beguiled, 

Knew  all  that  he  had  done  being  abroad : 

■*  Whence  oome  you,  and  from  what  adventure  wild, 

You  cunning  n^e,  and  where  have  you  abode 

All  the  long  night,  clofhed  in  yqor  impudence  T 

What  have  yon  done  since  you  departed  hence  f 

XXVU. 

**  Apollo  soon  will  pass  within  this  gate* 

And  bind  your  tender  body  in  a  chain 

Inextricably  tight,  and  &st  as  &te. 

Unless  you  can  delude  the  God  again. 

Even  when  within  his  arma — aiu  rupagate ! 

A  pret^  torment  both  of  gods  and  men 

Your  fiiiher  made  when,  he  made  you!" — ^"Dear 

mother,'* 
Replied  sly  Hermes,  "  Vfhenfore  scold  and  bother  f 

xxvin. 

*<  As  if  I  were  like  other  babes  as  old. 

And  understood  nothing  of  what  is  what ; 

And  cared  at  all  to  hear  my  mother  scold 

I  in  my  subtle  brain  a  scheme  have  got. 

Which  whilst  the  sacred  stars  round  Heaven  are 

roU'd 
Will  profit  you  and  me— nor  shall  our  lot 
Be  as  you  counsel,  without  gifts  -or  fixNi 
To  spend  our  lives  in  this  obscure  aboda 

XXIX 

"  But  we  will  leave  this  shadow-peopled  cave 
And  live  among  the  Gods,  and  pass  each  day 
In  high  communion,  sharing  what  they  have 
Of  profuse  wealth  and  unexhausted  prey ; 
And  from  the  portion  which  ray  father  gave 
To  Phcebus,  I  will  snatch  my  share  away. 
Which  if  my  father  will  not— natheless  U 
Who  am  the  king  of  robbers,  can  but  try 

XXX. 

"  And,  if  Latotna's  son  should  find  me  oat, 
1*11  countermine  him  by  a  deeper  plan; 

rU  pierce  the  Pythian  temple-walls,  though  stout, 
And  sack  the  fane  of  ewry  thing  I  can — 

Caldrons  and  tripods  of  great  worth  no  doubt. 
Each  golden  cup  and  polish'd  brazen  pan, 

Afl  the  wrought  tapestries  and  garments  gay.** — 

So  they  together  talk'd ; — meanwhile  the  Day 

XXXI. 

Ethereal  bOm  arose  out  of  the  flood 
Of  flowing  Ocean,  bearing  light  to  men. 

Apollo  past  toward  the  sacred  wood, 

Which  from  the  inmost  depths  of  its  green  glen 

Echoes  the  voice  of  Neptune, — and  there  stood 
On  the  same  spot  in  green  Onchestus  then 

That  same  old  animal,  the  vine-dresser, 

Who  was  ampkiy'd  hedging  his  vineyard  there. 


xxxn.     ' 

Laiona*s  glorious  Son  began  >— **  I  pray 
Tell,  ancient  hedger  of  Onchestus  green 

Whether  a  drove  of  kine  has  paat  this  way. 

All  heifers  with  crooked  4ioriis  t  fw  tbey^  hav«  hscb 

Stolen  from  ,the  herd  in  high  Pieria, 
Where  a  black  hull  .was  fed  aparl»  between 

Two  woody  mountains  in  a  neigfabooog  gleo. 

And  four  fieree  dogs  watch'd  thero,'uoaniinttQsaaiiiea 

XXXIII. 

^  And,  what  is  stnnge,  the  author  af  Viis  theft 
Has  stolen  the  ftitted  heifers  every  one. 

But  the  four  dogs  and  the  black  bull  are  l«ft : — 
Stolen  they  were  last  night  at  set  of  son. 

Of  their  soft  heds  and  their  sweet  food  bereft 

Now  tell  me,  m^in  bom  ere  the  world  begun. 

Have  you  seen  any  one  pass  with  the  cows  f " 

To  whom  the  man  of  overhanging  Inowa : 

XXXIV. 
"  My  fiiend.  It  would  require  no  <v*mmnn  gjo]] 

Justly  to  speak  of  every  thing  I  see  : 
On  various  purposes  of  good  or  ill 

Many  pass  by  my  vineyard, — and-lo  me 
Tis  difficult  to  know  the  invisible 

Though  tB,  which  in  all  those  many  minda  may  be  :— 
Thus  much  alone  I  certainly  can  say, 
I  tiird  these  vines  till  the  decline  of  day. 

XXXV. 

**  And  then  I  thought  I  saw,  but  dare  not  qwak 

With  certainty  of  such  a  wondrous  thing, 
A  child,  who  could  not  have  been  bom  a  week 
'  Those  fikir-hom*d  cattle  closely  following. 
And  in  his  hand  he  held  a  polished  stick ; 

And*  as  on  purpose,  he  walk'd  wavering 
From  one  side  to  the  other  of  the  road. 
And  with  his  &ce  opposed  the  steps  be  tnd.' 

XXXVl 

Apollo  hearing  this,  pott  quickly  on — 
No  winged  omen  could  have  shown  more  dear 

That  the  deceiver  was  his  ftther's  son. 
So  the  God  wraps  a  purple  atmosphere- 

Around  his  shoulders,  and  like  fire  is  gone 
To  famous  Pylos,  seeking  his  kine  there. 

And  found  their  track  and  his,  yet  hardly  cold. 

And  cried — **  What  wonder  do  mine  eyes  behold. 

xxxvn. 

<*  Here  are  the  fiiotsieps  of  the  homed  lieid 
Tum*d  back  towards  their  fields  of  wphodel  ^ 

But  these !  are  not  the  tracks  of  beast  or  hiid, 
Gr^y  wolf,  or  bear,  or  lion  of  the  dell. 

Or  maned  Centaur— sand  'was  never  stirr'd 
By  man  or  woirtan  thus .'  Inexplicable ! 

Who  with  imwearied  feet  could  e*er  im| 

The  sand  with  such  enormous  vestiges  f 

xxxvm. 

*'  That  was  most  strange — but  this  is  stranger  snU! 

Thus  having  said,  Phcebus  jmpetooualy 
Sought  high  Cyllene*8  fbrest^ncturod  hill. 

And  the  deep  cavern  where  dark  diadows  li^ 
And  where  the  ambrosial  nymph  with  happy  will 

Bore  the  Satumian*s  love-child^  Mercury — 
And  a  delighful  odor  from  the  dew 
Of  the  hill  pastures,  at  his  coming  flew. 
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XXXIX. 

And  Phoebw  ttoop'd  under  the  craggy  Ax>r 

Areh'd  over  the  dtrk  cavern : — Maia*s.chfld 
Perceived  that  he  came  angry,  &r  aloof, 

n        About -the  cows  of  which  he  had  been  begiuled» 
And  over  him  the  fine  and  iragrant  woof 

I         Of  his  ambrotial  swaddling-clothes  be  piled- 
Ax  among  fire>brands  lies  a  burning  spark, 

I    Cover'd  baneath  the  ashes  cold  and  dark. 

XL. 
There,  like  an  infimt  who  had  snck'd  his  fS\, 

And  now  was  newly  wash'd  and  jMit  to  bed. 
Awake,  bat  courting  sleep  with  weary  wilt, 

And  gathered  in  a  lump  hands,  feet,  and  head. 
He  lav,  and  his  beloved  tortoise  still 
He  grasp'd  and  held  under  his  shoulder-blade. 
^     PhcBbiis  the  lovely  moantain*godde88  knew. 
Not  less  her  subtle,  swindling  baby,  who 

XU. 

Ijiy  swathed  in  his  sly  wiles.    Round  evety  crook 
Of  the  ampto  caverh,  for  his  kine,  Apollo 

I/)ok*d  sharp ;  and  when  he  saw  them  not,  he  took 
The  glittering  key,  and  open*d  three  great  hollow 

Recesses  in  the  rock — ^where  many  a  nook 
Was  fiird  with  the  sweet  fbod  immortals  swallow, 
r     And  mighty  heaps  of  silver  and  of  gold 

Were  piled  within: — a  wonder  to  behold ! 

XUI. 
And  white  and  silver  robes,  all  overwrought 

With  cunning  workmanship  of  tracery  sweet-— 
Except  among  the  Gods,  there  can  be  naught 

In  the.  wide  world  to  be  compared  with  it 
Laiona's  oflspring,  after  having  sought 

His  herds  in  every  comer,  thus  did  greet 
Great  Hermes: — "  Little  cradled  rogue,  declare 
Of  my  illustnoos  heifers,  where  they  are ! 

XLtn. 

** Speak  quickly!  or  a  ((uarrel  between  us 
Must  rise,  and  the  event  will  be,  that  I 

Shall  bawl  you  into  dismal  Tartarus, 
In  fiery  gloom  to  dwell  eternally ; 

Nor  shall  jrour  father  nor  your  mother  loose 
The  bars  of  that  black  dungeon — utterly 

You  shall  be  cast  out  from  the  light  of  day. 

To  rule  the  gfaosli  of  men,  unblest  as  they." 

XLIV. 

To  whom  thus  Hermes  slyly  answered : — ^*'Son 
Of  great  Latona,  what  a  speech  is  this ! 

Why  come  yon  here  to  ask  me' what  is  dona 
With  the  wild  oxen  which  it  seems  you  miss  t 

I  have  Bot  seen  them,  nor  from  any  one 
Have  het^  a  word  of  the  whole  business ; 

If  you  should  promise  an  immense  reward, 

I  could  not  tell  more  than  you  now  have  heard. 

XLV. 

"An  ox-ttea1er  should  be  bo  h  tall  and  strong. 
And  I  am  biit  a  litlle  new-born  thing, 

Who.  yet  at  least,  can  think  of  nothing  wrong ; — 
My  bosineai  is  to  suck,  and  sleep,  and  fling 

The  crafl1e-c!othp.s  alx>ut  me  all  day  long, — 
Or,  half  asleep,  hear  my  sweet  mother  sing, 

And  to  be  wash'd  in  water  clean  and  warm, ' 

And  huah'd  aiid  kijji*d  and  kept  secure  from  hann. 
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XLVI. 
**  O,  let  not  e*er  this  quarrel  be  averred! 

The  astounded  Gods  wouU  laugh  at  you,  if  •'« 
You  should  allege  a  story  so  absurd. 

As  that  a  new-born  infimt  forth  could  ftre 
Out  of  his  home  after  a  savage  herd. 

I  was  bOm  yesterday— my  small  feet  are 
T>w  tender  fi>r  the  roads  so  hard  and  rough ; 
And  if  you  think  that  this  is  not  enough, 

XLvn. 

"  I  swear  a  gnat  oadi,  by  my  frther'a  hasd. 
That  I  stde  not  your  eows,  and  that  I  know 

Of  no  one  else,  who.  might,  or  eonld,  or  did.r~ 
Whatever  things  cows  are,  I  do  not  know. 

For  I  have  only  heard  the  name.*' — ^Tbis  said. 
He  wink*d  as  &st  as  could  be,  and  his  brow 

Was  wrinkled,  and  a  whistle  loud  gave  he. 

Like  one  who  bean  some  strange  absurdity 

XLvni. 

Apollo  gendy  smiled,  and  nid : — **  Ay,  ay^-? . 

You  cunning  little  rascal,  you  will  bore 
Many  a  rich  man's  house,  and  your  array 

Of  thieves  will  lay  their  siege  before  his  door 
Silent  as  night,  in  night ;  and  many  a  day   , 

In  the  wild  glens  rough  shepherds  will  depktn 
That  you  or  youn,  having  an  appetite. 
Met  with  their  cattle,  coinrade  of  the  night !  ' 

XLIX. 

**  And  thii  among  (he  Gods  shall  be  your  gift. 
To  be  consider'd  as  the  lord  of  thone 

Who  swindle,  house-break,  sheep-steal,  and  shop-lift}-^ 
But  now  if  you  ni'ould  not  your  last  sleep  doM, 

Cnwl  out!*' — ^Thus  saying.  Phcobus  did  uplift 
The  subtle  infimt  in  his  swaddling-clothes, 

And  in  his  arms,  according  to  his  wont. 

A  scheme  devised  the  illustrious  Aigiphont 


And  sneezed  and  shudder'd — Phosbus  on  the  gms 
Him  threw,  and  whilst  all  that  he  had  design'd 

He  did  perfi>rm— eager  although  to  posi, 
Apollo  darted  from  his  mighty  nund 

Towards  the  subtle  babe  the  following  scoff: 

**Do  not  imagine  this  will  get  you  ofl) 

U. 

**  You  little  swaddled  child  of  Jove  and  May." 
And  seized  him : — **  By  this  omen  I  shaU  tnoe 

My  noble  herds,  and  you  ahall  lead  the  way." — 
CyUenian  Hermei  firom  the  grassy  place, 

Like  one  in  earnest  haste  to  get  away. 

Rose,  and  with  hands  lifted  towards  his  ftce 

Roused  both  hte  eats — up  from  his  shoulders  drew 

His  swaddling-okMhee,  and— ^  What  mean  you  to  do 

LU. 

"  With  me.  you  unkind  God  7**  said  Mercury: 
**  Is  it  about  these  cows  you  tease  me  so  ? 

T  wish  the  race  of  oows  were  perish'd ! — I 
Stole  not  your  cows — I  do  not  even  know 

What  things  cows  are.    Alos !  I  well  may  sigh. 
That  since  I  came  into  this  world  of  woe, 

I  should  hove  ever  heard  the  name  of  one~ 

But  I  appeal  to  the  Satumian's  throne  ** 
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LIII. 

Thui  PhcBbu0  and  iho  vagrant  Mercuiy  • 
TalkM  without  coming  to  an  explanation. 

With  adverse  purpoee.    As  ibr  Phoebus,  he 
Sought  not  revenge^  but  only  information. 

And  Hermes  tried  with  lies  and  roguery 
To  cheat  Apollo— But  when  no  evasian 

Served — ^ibr  the  cunning  one  his  match  had 

He  paced  on  fint  o'er  tiie  sandy  groiukL 

UV.. 

fie  of  the  Silver  Bow,  the  eUM  ef  Jofve 
FoIIow'd  behind,  till  to  their  heavenly  Suer 

Came  both  his  ohildren-i-beaatifiil  as  Love, 
And  lh>m  his  equal  balance  did  raqoiw 

A  judgment  in  the  cause  wherein  they  tttvw^ 

O'er  odorous  Olympui  and  its  snows 

A  murmuring  tomult  a»  they  came  arwo,— 

LV. 
And  from,  the  folded  dei^ths  of  the  great  Hill, 

While  Hermes  and  Apollo  reverent  stood 
Before  Jove*s  throne,  the  indestructible 

Immortalstvsh'd  in  mighty  multitude ; 
And  whilst  their  seats  in  order  do  they  fill. 

The  lolly  Thunderer  in  a  careless  mood 
To  Phffibus  said.- — "Whence  drive  you  this  sweet  pirey, 
Hie  herald'bab^  bom  but  yesterday  t — 

LVI. 

"  A  most  important  subject,  trifler,  this 

To  lay  before  the  Gods ! " — **  Nay,  &ther,  nay. 

When  you  have  understood  the  business, 
Say  pot  that  I  alone  am  fond  of  prey. 

I  found  this  little  boy  in  a  recess 

Under  Cyllene's  mountains  far  away— > 

A  manifest  and  most  apparent  thieC 

A  sbandal-monger  beyond  all  belie£ 

Lvn. 

*■  I  never  saw  his  like  either  in  heeren 

Or  upon  earth  for  knavery  or  craft : 
Out  of  the  field  my  cattle  yesterweven. 

By  the  low  shore  on  which  the  loud- sea  huigfa'df 
He  right  down  to  the  river*ford  had  driven ; 

And  mere  asumishment  would  make  ydgn  daft 
To  see  Ihe  double  kind  of  footsteps  strange 
He  has  impressed  wherever  he  did  ranges 

LVIH. 

"  The  cattle's  track  on  the  black  dust  full  well 

Is  evident,  as  if  they  went  towards 
The  place  firom  which  they  came— that  asphodel 

Meadow,  in  which  I  feeid  my  many  heids*^-- 
ifis  steps  were  most  incomprehensible*— 

I  know  not  how  I  can  deacribe  in  wofds 
Tlioee  tracks — he  could  have  gone  along  the  ands 
Neither  upon  his  iiaet  ner  on  his  hauis}^ 

LIX. 

He  must  have  had  some  other  stranger  mode 
Of  moving  on :  those  vestiges  immense. 

Far  as  I  traced  them  on  the  sandy  road, 
,  Seem'd  like  the  trail  of  oak-topplixigs : — bat  thence 

No  mark  or  track  denoting  where  they  trod 

The  hard  ground  gave : — but  working  at  his  fence, 

A  mortal  hedger  saw  him  as  he  pa^t 

To  l^los,  with  the  cows,  in  fieiy  haste. 


LX. 

*'  1  found  thai  in  tliedark  he  quietly 

Had  aacriiiced  some  cows,  and  before  hghl 

Had  thrown  the  ashes  all  dispenedly 

About  the  road — then,  still  as  gloomy  nigW* 

Had  crept  into  his  cradle,  either  eye 

Rubbing,  and  cogitating  some  new  sleight. 

No«agle  could  have  seen  him  as  he  lay 

Hid  in  his  cavern  from  the  peering  day. 

LXI. 

"  I  tax*d  him  with  the  bet,  when  be  avco'd 
Most  aolen^nly  that  he  did  neither  see 

Or  even  had  in  any  manner  heard 
Of  my  lost  cows,  whatever  things  cows  bOy 

Nor  cou^d  he  tell,  though  ofier'd  a.rewaid; 
Not  even  who  could  tell  ef  ihem  to  ne." 

So  speaking,  Phoebus  sate ;  and  Hermes  then 

Address'd  the- Supreme  liord  of  Uods  ani  bko 

LXIL 

"Great  Father,  you  k^iow  clearly  beforehaad* 
That  all  wfaieh  I  shall  say  to  you  is  sooch; 

^  am  a  most  veracious  perMXi,  anid 
Totally  unaequainied  with  untruth. 

At  sunrise,  Fhcebus  cam^,  but  with  no  hand 
Of  Goda  to  bear  him  wiuiess,  in  great  wnth. 

To  iny  abode,  seeking  his  heifers  there. 

And  saying  that  I  must  show  him  where  they  an, 

LXIU. 
"Or  he  wonld  hurl  me  down  the  dark  abya» 

I  know,  that  every  Apollonian  limb 
Is  clothed  with  speed  and  might  and  manliness, 

As  a  green  bank  with  flowers — but  unlike  him 
I  was  bom  yesterday,  and  you  may  guess 

He  well  knew  this  when  he  indulged  the  wtaim 
Of  bullying  a  poor  little  new-born  thing 
That  slept,  and  never  thought  of  ooW'driviag. 

LXIV. 

"Am  1  like  a  strong  fellow  who  steals  kinef 
Believe  me,  dearest  Father,  such  you  ara^ 

This  driving  of  the  herds  is  none  of  mine; 
Across  my  threshold  did  I  wander  ne'er. 

So  may  I  thrive !  1  reverence  the  divine 
Son  and  the  Gods,  and  I  love  you,  and  care 

£ven  for  this  hard  accuser — who  most  know 

I  am  as  innocent  as  they  or  you. 

LXV. 
"  I  swear  by  these  moat  gloriouriy-wnrnghl  portals* 

(It  is,  you  will  allow,  an  oath  of  might) 
Thyrough  which  the  multitude  of  the  Immortals 

Pass  and  repass  far  ever,  day  and  night. 
Devising  schemes  for  the  afiairs  of  mortal*—- 

That  I  am  guiltless ;  and  1  wriU  requite. 
Although  mine  enemy  be  great  and  strong. 
His  cniel  threat — do  thou  defend  the  young !** 

LXVI. 

8o  speaking,  the  Cyllenian  Agriphont 

Wink'd,  as  if  now  his  advemfy  was  fitted  ^- 

And  Jupiter,  according  to  his  wont, 

Laugh'd  heartily  to  hear  the  subtie-witted 

Infant  give  such  a  plausible  account. 
And  every  wtml  a  lie.    But  he  remitted 

Judgment  at  present — and  his  eihorttktioQ 

Was»  to  compose  the  affidi  by  arbitiation. 
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LXVIL 

And  tiiey  by  nigli^  Jupiter  were  bidden 
Td  g^  ibrib  i»ith  A  tingle  purpoee  both, 

N^iber  the  other  chilling  nor  yet  cfaidd^n ; 
And  Meieury  with  iimoceoce  and  truth 

To  IfttJ  the  way,  and  ahow  where  he  had  hidden 
The  wgh^  iiiiifMa.<-*HemMPi  DOthii^  loih, 

Ohey*d  the  .£gia-hearer^  wUl^lbr  he 

]t  able  to  penuade  «U  enaly. 

Lxvm. 

Them  lovely  rhil^en  of  Heaves'a  highe*  Loid 
Uasieii'd  io  PylM>  awl  the  poaiiiraa  wide 

And  lofty  aialk  by  ihe  Alphean  fcrd. 
Where  wealth  m  the  niute  nighl  ia  iMilii|died 

With  ailem  growth    Wfailai  iieimet  drove  the  held 
Out  of  the  Mooy  cavern,  Phasbiia  i|Hed 

The  hideeof  thow  the  little  babe  had  alatn, 

Streich'd  00  the  |naci|)iee  above  the  plaiiL    • 

LXIX. 
•*  How  waa  it  pewble,"  then  FhoBbm  reid,    • 

'*That  you,  a  little  child,  bom  yeaterday, 
A  thing  OQ  roother't  milk  and  luaioa  fed. 

Could  two  predigioos  heiien  ever  flayf 
Even  I  myself  hiay  well  hereafter  dreed 

Your  proweM,  ^Jfbpriiig  of  Cyllenian  May, 
When  you  grow  strong  and  lalL"— >Heapoke,  and  boond 
Stiff  wiihy  baadi'  the  infiMtt'a  wripii  awind 

LXX. 

He  might  ae  well  have  bound  the  oxen,  wild ; 

The  withy  bonds,  though  starkly  interknit, 
Fell  at  the  ieet  uf  the  immortal  cluldt 

LoQsen'd  by  some  device  of  his  quick  wit 
PhfBbus  perceived  hiraaelf  again  beguiled, 

And  stared— while  Hermee-sought  some  hole  or  |iit, 
Looking  askance  and  winking  fiut  as  thought. 
Where  he  migh*  hide  himself  and  itot  be  caught 

LXXI. 
Sodden  he  ehaiiged  his  plan,  and  with  strange  skill 

Subdued  ihe  strong  liltonian,  by  the  might 
Of  winning  music,  to  his  mightier  will ; 

His  left  hand  held  the  lyre,  and  in  his  riglfat 
The  plectrum  siruck  the  chords — unoonquereMe 

Up  fiom  beneath  his  hand  in  circling  flight 
The  gaihecing  imisic  rose    and  sweet  as  Love 
The  penetrating  notes  did  live  and  move 

Lxxn. 

Within  the  heart  of  great  ApoH»— he 

liaien'd  with  all  his  soul,  and  laugh*d  ftr  pleaanw. 
Close  to  his  sido  stood  harping  fearlessly 

The  unabanlted  boy ;  and  to  the  measure 
Ul  the  sweet  lyre,  there  ibUow'd  loud  and  free 

Hie  joyoos  voice;  ibr  he  unlock'd  the  treasure 
Of  hie  deep  song,  illustratiog  the  birth 
Of  the  bright  Gods  and  the  dark  desert  Eaitb: 

LXXUL 
And  how  Id  the  Immortals  every  one 

A  portion  was  asngn'd  of  all  that  is 
But  chief  Mnemoa3me  did  Maia's  son 

Clothe  in  the  light  of  hii  loud  roekM]ies^— 
And  aa  each  God  was  bora  or  had  begim. 

Ho  in  their  order  due  and  fit  degrees 
Song  of  lus  birth  and  being— 4uid  did  move 
Ap»llo  to  unutterable  love> 


LXXIV. 
These  words  were  winged  with  his  swift  delight* 

**  You  heiier-siealing  schemer,  well  do  you 
Deserve  that  fifty  oxen  should  requite 

Such  minsireliiies  as  1  have  heard  even  now 
Comrade  of  ieasia,  little  contriving  wight. 

One  ef  your  secrets  I  would  gladly  know. 
Whether  the  glorious  power  you  now  show  ftith 
Was  fiilded  up  within  you  at  your  birth, 

LXXV. 

"  Or  whether  mortal  taaght  or  God  Inopind 

The  power  of  unpremeditated  song  t 
Many  divinest  sounds  have  1  admired. 

The  Olympian  Gods  and  mortal  men  among ; 
But  such  a  strain  of  wondrous^  strange,  uniired. 

And  sonl^nwakening  muac^  sweet  and  strong, 
Yet  did  I  never  hear  except  flom  thee, 
Offipring  of  May,  impostor  Mercury ! 

LUVL 

''What-Mosa,  what  skill,  what  nnimagined  jnae. 
What  exerciw  of  subtlest  ftru  has  given 

Thy  soagisttch  power? — ^fi>r  those  who  hear  may  ehooas 
From  thee  the  choicest  of  the  gifts  of  Heaven, 

Delight,and  lov^and  sleep, — sweet  sletfp,  whoeedewa 
Are  sweeter  than  the  -batmy  tears  of  even:— 

And  r,  who  speak  this  praiw,  am  that  ApoUo 

Whom  the  Olympian  Moses  ever  foUow  t 


LXXVlI 
''And  theif  delight  is  dance*  and  the  Uidie  noiw 

Of  song  and  overflowing  poesy ; 
And  sweet,  even  as  desire,  the  liquid  voice 

Of  pipes,  that  filla  the  clear  air  thrillingfty  ; 
But  never  did  my  inmost  soul  ngoice 

In  tins  dear  work  of  youthful  revelry. 
As  now  I  wonder  at  thee,  ron  of  Jove ;   ' 
Thy  harpings-and  thy  songs  are  soft  as  love^ 


LXXVin. 

**  Now  since  thou  hast  although  so  very  sraall^. 

Science  of  arts  so  glorious,  thus  I  sweaty 
And  let  this  ooniel  javelin,  keen  and  tall. 

Witness  between  us  what  I  promise  herey-^ 
That  I  will  lead  thee  te  the  Olympian  Hall, 

Honor'd  and  mighty,  with  thy  mother  dear. 
And  many  glorious  gifts  in  joy  will  give  thee* 
And  even  at  the  end  will  ne*er  deceive  thee^" 


To  when  ikvm  Mercury  with  prudent  speech  >- 
**  Wirely  hast  thou  inquired  of  my  skill : 

}  envy  thee  no  thing  I  kdow  to  teach 

Evea  thia  day: — ^fi>r  both  in  word  and  will 

I  would  be  gentle  with  thee ;  thou  canst  roaph 
All  things  in  thy  wise  spirit  and  thy  skill 

is  highest  in  Heaven  amertg  the  sons  of  Jove, 

Who  laves  thee  in  the  fnlluess  of  Us  love. 


LXXX. 

Tte  C6unseller  Supreme  has  given  to  ihoe 
Divinest  gifts,  out  of  the  amplitude 
Of  his  profuse  exhaustless  treasury ; 

By  thee,  'tis  said,  the  depths  are  understood 
Of  his  &r  voice ;  by  thee  the  mystery 

Of  all  oracular  fates, — and  the  dread  mood 
Of  Ihe  diviner  is  breathed  up,  even  I — 
A  child — ^perceive  thy  might  and  nuuesty— 
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LXXXL 

« 

•«  Thou  canst  Mek  out  wad  oompaat  all  that  wit 
GiD  find  or  teach ; — ^yet  since  thon  wilt,  come  take 

The  lyre — be  mine  the  glory  gMng  it — 

Strike  the  sweet  chords,  and  sing  aloud,  and  wake 

Thy  joyous  pleasure  out  of  many  a  fit 

Of  tranced  sound — and  with  fleet  fingen  make 

Thy  liquid-voioed  comrade  talk  with  thee : 

It  can  talk  measured  music  eloquently. 

'Then  hear  it  boldly  to  the  revel  loud, 
Love-wakening  danoe,  or  feast  of  solemn  8lBle» 

A  joy  by  night  or  day— for  those  endowed  ' 

With  art  and  wisdom,  whq  interrogate. 

It  teaches,  babbling  in  delightful  mood  ^ 

All  things  which  make  the  spirit  most  elate. 

Soothing  the  mind  with  sweet  fiuniliar  play, 

Chasing  the  heavy  shadows  of  dismay; 

Lxxxm. 

**  To -those  who  are  nnskili'd  in  its  sweet  longae. 
Though  they  should  question  most  impetuously 

IlB  hidden  souU  it  gossips  something  wrong-* 
Some  senseless  and  impertinent  reply. 

But  thou,  who  art  as  wise  as  thou  art  strong. 
Can  compass  all  that  thou  desiresL    I' 

Present  thee  with  this  music-flowing  shell. 

Knowing  thou  canst  ialenogate  it  well. 

LXXXIV. 

'  And  let  us  two  henceforth  together  foed ' 
On  this  green  mountain  slope  and  pastoral  plain, 

rhe  hei^s  in  litigation — they  will  breed 
Quickly  enough  to  recompense  our  pain. 

If  to  the  bulls  and  oows  we  take  good  heed  ;— 
And  thou,  though  somewhat  over-fond  of  gain. 

Grudge  me  not  half  the  prol]L'*-~Uaving  spoke. 

The  shell  he  piofier'd,  and  Apollo  look ; 

LXXXV. 

And  gave  him  in  return  the  glittering  lash, 
Insuilliog  him  as  herdsman  4— lh>m  the  look 

Of  Mercury  then  laugh'4  &  joyous  flash. 
And  then  ApoUo  with  the  plectrum  strook 

The  chords,  and  from  beneath  his  hands  a  crash 
Of  mighty  sounds  rush'd  up,  whose  music  shook 

The  soul  with  sweetness ;  as  of  an  adept 

His  sweeter  voice  a  just  accordance  kept 

LXXXYI. 
The  herd  went  wandering  o'er  the  divine  mead. 

Whilst  these  mos;  beautiful  Sons  of  Jupiter 
Won  their  swiA  way  up  10  the  snowy  bead 

Of  while  Olympus,  with  the  joyous  lyre 
Soothing  their  journey ;  and  their  father  dread 

Gather*d  ihoni  both  into  iamiliar 
Afiection  sweet,— -and  then,  and  now,  and  erer, 
Hermes  must  fove  him  x>f  the  Golden  Quiver, 

LXXXVII. 

To  whom  he  gave  the  lyre  that  sweetly  sounded. 
Which  skilfully  he  held  and  play'J  thereon. 

He  piped  tlie  while,  and  far  and  wide  rebounded 
The  echo  of  his  pipings ;  every  one 

Of  tlio  Olympians  sat  with  joy  o^lounded, 
While  ho  conceived  another  piece  of  fun, 

One  of  his  old  iricks— which  the  God  of  Day 

Perceiving,  Mild .— '•  I  fear  Uiee,  Son  of  Mijjf  j— 


.  LXXXVIIL 

**  I  fear  thee  and  thy  sly  chameleon  spirit. 

Lest  thou  shouldst  sMil  my  lyre  and  crookad  bow 

This  glory  and  power  thou  (kist  from  Jove  inherit. 
To  teach  all  craft  upon  the  earth  below ; 

Thtevea  love  and  wonhip  thee    it  is  thy  mefit 
To  nlake  all  mortal  business  ebb  tad  flow 

By  roguery '. — now,  Heimes,  if  yon  dare, 

tfy  sacred  Styx  a  mightyoath  to  swear 


**  That  you  will  never  rob  roe,  you  vrill  do 
A  thing  extremely  pleasing  to  my  hear^** 

Then  Mercury  sware  by  th^  Sij^ftan  dew. 
That  he  would  never  steal  his  bow  or  dart. 

Or  hiy  his  handron  what  to  Mm  was  due. 
Or  ever  vrould  employ >ki8  poi^erful  ait 

Against  his  I^thian  fane.    Then  Phcebus  ewore 

There  was  no  God  qr  man  whom  he  foved  more. 

XC. 

**  And  I  will  give  thee  as  a  good-will  tdten,' 
The  beautiful  wand  of  wealth  and  happiness ; 

A  perfect  three-leaved  rod  of  gold  unbroken. 
Whose  magic  will  thy  footsteps  ever  bless ; 

And  whatsoever  by  Jove's  voice  is  spoken 
Of  eirthly  or  divine  from  its  recess. 

It,  like  a  loving  soul,  to  thae  will  speak. 

And  more  than  this  do  thou  forbear  to^eek 

XCL 
*'For,  dearest  child,  the  divinations  high 
•    Which  thou  requirest,  'tis  unlawful  ever 
That  thou,  or  any  other  deity 

Should  undersmnd — and  vain  w(^  the  eodeavoi 
For  they  are  hidden  in  Jove's  mind,  and  I 

In  trust  of  them,  have  sworn  that  I  would 
Betray  the  counsels  of  Jove's  inmost  will 
To  any  God — the  oath  was  leirihle. 

xcn. 

**  Then,  golden-wanfled  brother,  ask  ne  not 
To  speak  the  fotes  by  Jupiter  deaifrr*d ; 

But  be  it  mine  to  tell  their  various  lot 
To  the  unnumber'd  tribes  of  human-kind. 

Let  good  to  these,  and  ill  to  ihose  be  wrought 
Ai  I  dispense — but  he  who  oomes  ooosign'd 

By  voice  and  wings  of  perfoct  augury 

To  my  great  shrine,  shall  find  avail  in 


XCIII. 

**  Him  will  I  not  deceive,  but  will  assist; 

But  he  who  oomes  relying  on  such  birds 
As  charter  vainly,  who  would  strain  and  twHt 

The  purpose  of  the  Gods  with  idle  wonls, 
Aod  deems  their  knowledge  light,  he  shall  have  omt 

His  rood — whilst  1  among  my  other  Inianls 
His  gifts  deposit    Yet,  O  son  of  May ! 
1  have  another  wondrous  thing  to  say: 

XCIV. 

*  There  are  three  Fates,  three  viigin  Siateni,  who 
Rejoicing  in  their  wind-outspeeding  wiqgp^ 

Their  heads  with  flour  snowed  over  while  and  nen; 
Sil  in  a  vole  round  which  Parnassus  flings 

Its  circling  akirUi — (rom  these  I  have  leam'd  troo 
Vaticiuntions  of  reraoleiil  things. 

My  father  cared  not.    W^iilst  they  search  oat  doom 

They  sit  apart  and  feed  on  honeycombs. 
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XCV. 

'  Th«y,  Ittvihg  aaten  the  fresh  honey,  grow 
Drunk  with  divuM  enthnnaMn,  and  utter 

IViih  eameit  willingne«  the  tnidi  they  know ; 
But  if  deprived  of  that  aweet  food,  they  matter 

AU  pUonUe  deluuom ; — ^thete  to  yon 
I  give  ^—if  you  inquire,  they  witt  not  stutter ; 

Delight  your  i>wn  soul  with  them  i — any  man 

You  would  iottmct*  may  profit,  if  he  can. 

XCVI. 

"TtkiB  tbeoe  and  the  fierce  oxen,  Maia'a  child — 
(Xer  many  a  horse  and  toil-enduring  mule. 

O'er  jagg*d-jaw'd  lioas,  and  the  wild 
White-tusked  boais,  o'er  all,  by  field  or  pool. 

Of  cattle  which  the  mighty  Mother  mild 
Nourishes  in  her  bosom,  thou  shalt  rule— 

Thou  dost  alone  the  veil  of  death  uplift — 

Thou  givest  not— yet  this  is  a  .great  gift" 

xcvn. 

llins  Imig  Apollo  h>ved  the  child  of  May 
In  truth,  and  Jove  cover'4  them  with  love  and  joy. 

Hermea  with  Gods  and  men  even  from  that  day 
Mingled,  and  wrought  the  latter  much  annoy, 

And  little  profit,  going  far  astray 
Through  the  dun  night  Farewell,  delightful  Boy, 

Of  Jove  and  Maia  sprung* — soever  by  me, 

Nor  thou,  nor  other  songs  shall  unremember'd  be. 


THE  CYCLOPS; 
A  8ATIRI0  DRAMA. 
nioK  TBS  aasBK  <^ 


SlLBNUS. 

Cuoftufl  OF  Sattkb. 

Ulysses. 

The  CrcLOPs. 


8ILENU8. 

0,  Bacchus,  what  a  world  of  toil,  both  now 

And  ere  these  limbs  were  overworn  with  age, 

HavA  I  endured  for  thee !  First,  when  thou  fledd'st 

The  mountain-nymphs  who  nuist  thee,  driven  afiir 

By  the  stmnge  madness  Juno  sent  upon  thee ; 

Then  in  the  battle  of  the  sons  of  Earth, 

When  I  stood  foot  by  foot  ck)se  to  thy  side. 

No  unpropitious  fellow-oombataot, 

\nd  driving  throogfh  his  shield  my  winged  spear. 

Slew  vast  Encelndus.    Consider  now, 

Is  it  a  dream  of  which  I  speak  to  thee? 

By  Jove  it  is  not,  for  yon  have  the  trophies ! 

Aim!  now  I  sufler  more  than  all  before. 

For  when  I  heird  that  Juno  had  devised 

A  tedious  V03rage  for  you,  I  put  to  sea 

With  aU  my  children  quaint  in  seareh  of  you ; 

And  I  myself  stood  on  the  beaked  prow 

And  Ax*d  the  naked  mast,  and  all  my  boys 

Leaning  upon  their  oars,  with  splash  and  etrain 

Made  white  with  ibam  the  green  and  purple  sea, — 

And  so  we  sought  you,  king.    We  were  sailing 

Near  Malea,  when  an  eastern  wind  arose. 

And  drove  us  to  this  wild  ^tnean  rock ; 

The  one-eyed  children  of  the  Ocean  God, 


Tlie  man-destroying  Cyclopses  inhabit. 

On  tfiis  wild  shore,  their  solitary  caves. 

And  one  of  these,  named  Polypherae,  has  caught  us 

To  be  his  slaves;  and  so,  for  all  delight 

Of  Bacchic  sports,  sweet  dance  and  melody, 

We  keep  this  lawless  giant*s  wandering  flocks. 

My  BOOS  indeed,  on  far  dtelivities. 

Young  thingsthemsel  ves,  tend  on  the  youngling  sboep^ 

But  1  remain  to  fill  the  water-casks. 

Or  sweeping  the  hard  fioor,  or  ministering 

Some  impious  and  abominable  meal 

To  the  fell  Cyclops.    1  am  wearied  of  it! 

And  now  I  must  scrape  up  the  htter'd  fk»r 

With  this  great  iron  rake,  so  to  receive 

My  absent  master  and  his  evening  sheep 

In  a  cave  neat  and  dean.    Even  now  I  see 

My  children  tending  the  flocks  hitherwaid. 

Ha !  what  is  this  ?  are  your  Sicinnian  meosures 

Even  now  the  same,  as  when  with  dance  and  song  . 

You  brought  young  Bacchus  to  Atham's  halls  f 


caojtus  OF  sAT-ni: 

Where  has  he  of^  race  divihe 
Wander'd  in' the  winding  rocks  f 
Here  the  air  is  calm  and  fine 
For  the  father  of  the  flocks ; —   ' 
Here  the  grass  is  soA  and  sweet. 
And  the  river>«ddies  meet 
In  the  trough  beside  the  cave. 
Bright  as  in  their  fountain  wave. 
Neither  here,  nor  on  the  dew 
Of  the  lawny  uplands  feediogf 
Oh,  you  come ! — a  stone  at  yon 
Will  I  throw  to  mend  your 
Get  ak>ng,  you  homed  thing. 
Wild,  seditious,  rambling ! 

EPODC* 

An  lacchic  melody 

To  the  golden  Aphrodite 

WUl  I  lifl,  as  eist  did  I 

Seeking  her  and  her  delight 

With  the  Mcnads,  whose  white  feet 

To  the  music  glance  and  fleet 

Bacchus,  O  beloved !  where. 

Shaking  wide  thy  yellow  hair, 

Wanderest  thou  alone,  afar? 

To  the  one-eyed  Cyclops,  we, 

Who  by  right  thy  servants  are. 

Minister  in  misery, 

In  these  wretched  goatskins  clad. 

Far  from  thy  delights  and  thee. 

SILENUS. 

Be  silent,  sons ;  command  the  skives  to  drive 
The  gather'd  flocks  into  the  rock-roofd  cave. 

CHORDS. 

Go ! — But  what  needs  this  serious  hastfe,  O  fittfierl 

8ILKNU8. 

I  see  a  Greek  ship's  boat  upon  the  coast. 
And  thence  the  rowers  with  some  general 
Approaching  to  this  cave.    About  their  necks 
Hang  empty  vessels,  as  they  wanted  food. 
And  water-flasks.— O,  miserable  stiangen! 

'    '  '  ■     — ■ —       ■  -^ 

*  The  Antistrophe  is  omitted. 
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Whence  come  they,  that  they  know  not  what  and  who 

My  master  is,  approaching  in  ill  hour 

The  inhospitable  roof  oC  Polyphene, 

And  the  Cyciopian  jaw-bone,  man-destiQying  f 

Be  silent,  Satyn*  while  I  ask  and  he^ 

Whence  coming,  they  ^rive  at  the  ^toean  hilL 

ULYSSES. 

Friends,  can  yen  show  me  some  clear  water  spring,  - 
The  remedy  of  our  thirst  f    Will  any  one 
Furnish  with  food  seamen  in  want  of  it? 
Ha !  what  is  this  f — ^We  seem  ts  be  arrived 
At  the  blithe  oaurt  of  Bacchus.  I  observe 
l^is  sportive  band  of  Satyrs  near  the  caves. 
First  let  me  gveet  the  elder. — Hailt 

8ILKN0S. 

Hail  thou, 

0  Stranger !  teU  >thy  country  and  thy  race. 

ULYSSEB.  ^ 

"Hie  Tthacan  Ulysses  and  the  king 
Of  Cephalonia. 

'  aiLENUS. 

Oh !  1  know  the  man. 
Wordy  aid  shrewd,  the  sen  of  Sisyphus. 

ULYSSES. 

1  am  the  same,  but  do  not  rail  upon  me.— 

8ILENUS. 

Whence  sailing  do  you  come  to  Sicily  f 

ULYSSES.  ' 

From  Ukm,  and  from  ahe  Trojan  itoils. 

8ILENU6.  ' 

How,  touched  you  not  at  your  paternal  shore  1 

ULYSSES. 

The  strength  of  tempests  bore  m6  hope  by  fbroe. 

8ILBNU8. 

The  seli^ame  aoddent  occun^d  to  dia 

ULYSSES. 

Were  you  then  driven  here  by  stress  of  weathfir! 

SILENUB. 

Following  the  pirates  who  had  kidnapp'd  Bacchus. 

ULYSSES. 

What  land  is  this,  and  who  inhabit  it  t — 

SI  LAN  us. 
.£tiia,  the  loftiest  peak  in  Sicily. 

ULYSSES. 

And  are  there  walls*  and  tower-surrounded  towns  ? 

SILENUS. 

There  are  not :  these  lone  rocks  are  bare  of  meiL 

ULYSSES. 

And  who  ^possess  the  land !  the  rooe  of  beasts  t 

SILENUS. 

Cycfeps,  who  live  in  caverns,  not  in  houses. 

ULYSSES. 

Obeying  whom  f  Or  is  the  state  popular  f 

SILENUS. 

Shepherds;  no  one  obeys  any  in  aught 

ULYSSES. 

How  live  they  ?  do  they  sow  the  com  of  Cerasi 

SILENUS. 

On  imlk  and  cheese,  and  on  the  flesh  of  sheep. 

ULYSSES. 

Have  they  the  Bromian  drink  from  the  vine's 

SILENUS. 

Ah  no !  they  live  in  an  ungracious  land. 

ULYSSES. 

4iMi  are  they  just  to  sOmngers  9 — ^hospitable  t 


siL^inra. 

They  thinly  the  sweatest  thing  «  fldAOfsr  bsiq^ 
Is  his  own  flesh. 

ULYB8B8. 

What !  do  thcj  «al  man*s  Itosk  f 

'    BILfNUS.  , 

No  one  oomes  here  who  is  not  eaten  up. 

ULYSSES. 

The  Cyclops  now— Whei^  is  he  I  Not  at  home  f 

sile^Ob. 
Absent  on  ^tna,  hunting  with  his  dogs. 

ULYSSEB. 

Know'st  (hou  what  thou  must  do  to  aid  ns  henoo' 

SILENUS. 

I  know  not :  we  will  help  you  all  we  dm 

ULYSSES. 

Provide  us  fiiod,  of  which  we  are  in  want 

BILENUS. 

Here  IS  not  any  thing,  as  I  said,  but  meat. 

ULYSSES. 

But  meat  is  a  sweet  remedy  ibrliunger. 

SILENUB. 

Cow's  milk  there  is!  and  store  of  cardled  dieese- 

ULYSSES.      . 

Bring  out>— I  w«uld  see  all  befine  I  bargain. 

SILENUS. 

But  how  much  gold  will  you  eitgage  to  give  \ 

ULYSSES. 

I  bring  no  gold,  but  Bacchic  juice. 

BILENUS. 

Ojoy! 
Tib  long  since  these  dry  lips  were  wet  with  wma 

Ijlysbb. 
Maron*  the  son  of  the  God,  gave  it  me. 

SILENUB. 

Whom  I  have  nursed  a  beby  in  my 


Theeen  of  Bacchus,  for  your  clearer  knowledgei 

BILENUS. 

Have  you  it  now  f — or  is  it  in  the  ship? 

ULYBBB& 

Old  man,  this  ikin  contains  it,  w)iich  you  see. 

SILENUB. 

Why  this  would  hardly  be  a  mouthful  for  me. 

ULYSSES' 

Nay,  twice  as  much  as  you  can  draw  fiom  thence 

SILENUB. 

Tou  apeak  of  a  fiiir  ioimtain,  sweet  to  me. 

ULYBBBS. 

Would  you  first  taste  of  the  unmii^ed  wise  f 

BILENUS. 

"Tis  just-^Csstinf  invites  the  purchaser. 

ULTBSEB. 

Here  is  the  cup,  tegelher  with  the  skiiL 

BILENUS. 

Pbvi> — ^that  the  draught  may  fflMp  my  rememfanBSt 

<ULT86ES. 


■flILENUB. 

Tapaiapnx !  what  a  sweet  smell  it  has ! 

I7LY8SES. 

Yeueseitthen^— 

SILENUS. 

By  Jove,  no!  hot  T  smeU  it 

ULYSSES. 

Taste,  that  you  may  not  praise  it  in  words  oinly« 
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M/ 


Bfthai!  Grwl  Bflochw  oOk  dm  finft  to  dance ! 

Joy!  joy! 

DLTMIES. 

Did  it  flow  flweetly  down  yonr  Ifaioilf 

ausmw.    ' 
80  that  it  imgfad  tti  ny  veiy  natb. 

ULTMn. 

And  in  addition  I  will  give  yon  gold. 

•lUCNUB. 

Let  gold  alone !  only  unlock  the  caak. 

VLTB8C8. 

Bring  out  nme  cheeeei  now,  or  a  young  goat 

Tliat  will  I  do^  deipinng  any  master. 
Tet,  let  me  drink  one  cup,  and  I  will  give 
Mi  that  the  Cyclopi  feed  upon  their  mountahm 

CHoavB. 
7e  haYetdtan  Troy  and  laid  your  handi  on  Hetet 

ULTWB. 

And  Qtieily  deatroy^d  the  mce  of  Priam. 

Bujunua. 

The  wanton  wretch !  she  was  hewitcVd  to  we 

The  niany-oo]od'*d  anklels  and  the  chain 

Of  woven  gold  which  girt  the  neck  of  Faris, 

And  to  she  left  thai  good  man  Menelaus. 

There  should  be  no  more  women  in  the  world 

But  such  as  are  reserved  ibr  me  alone^ — 

See,  here  are  sheep,  and  here  are  goats,  UIy«ea» 

Here  are  unsparing  cheeses  of  press'd  milk{ 

Take  them ;  depart  with  what  good  speed  ye  may ; 

Firrt  leaving  my  rewaxd^  the  Bacchic  dew 

Of  joy-inqpiring  grapes, 

ULvaaia. 

Ah  me!  A]aa! 
What  shall  we  do  7  the  Cyclops  ia  at  hand ! 
ddoaan,  we  perish !  whither  can  we  fly  f 

SILENUa. 

Hide  yoQiaalves  quick  within  that  hollow  loak. 

DLYl 


aiuBinia* 
See !  I  now  gape  af  Jupiter  himaalC 
tare  upon  Orion  ai^  the  stam. 

oToxAPa. 

WeU,  iathe  dinner  fiUy  oook'd  and  Udt 

SILKNUa. 

AB  randy,  if  yaur  throat  is  ready  too. 

cToi/>ra. 
Ato  Ifa*  bMPrIa  fuU  of  milk  besidaat 

au«KiajB. 


Twere  periloui  to  fly  into  the  net 

tlUENUfl. 

The  cavern  has  recesses  numberi^ss ; 
Hide  vouiaelvaa  quick. 

UtTBtBi. 

That  Will  I  never  d»f 
IV  ndghly  Tray  would  be  indeed  disgraeed 
If  I  ahocdd  fly  ena  man.   Haw  many  timaa 
Have  I  withstood,  with  aUaM  immovaUe, 
Ten  thousand  Phiygiana  !-4f  I  needa  muat  daa^ 
Yet  will  I  die  with  gloiy;-^  I  live. 
The  pmise  Which  I  have  gain'd  will  yatramala 


What,  ho!  aswsfanfa ,  eomiades,  h^te  aaiiiiaBC»? 
7^.Ctclop9,  Silknub,  ULTasn;  Choru^ 

CYCLOPS. 

What  is  this  tumult?  Bacchua  is  not  here. 

Nor  tympanies  nor  brazen  castanetSi 

How  are  my  young  Iambs  m  the  cavern  7  Milking 

Their  dams  or  playing  by  their  sides  ?  And  is 

The  new  cheese  press'd  into  the  bullrush  baskets  ? 

^P^!  Ill  heal  aome  of  you  till  you  rain 

I^)ok  up,  not  downwards,  when  I  speak  to  you. 


S»ya«  may  drink  a  lunful  if  you  wiU. 

CYCLOPa 

la  it  ewe*s  milk  or  cow's  milk,  or  botk  mii'd  f^ 

BILBNI78. 

Bath,  either;  <mly  pray  don*t  swallow  msb 

CYCLOn^ 

By  no  meaHBd 

•        •        • 

What  ia  thia  crowd  I  see  beside  the^  stalla  f 
Outlaws  or  thieves  f  fiir  near  my  cavem-hAaoe, 
I  see  my  young  lambs  coupled  two  by  two 
With  willow  bands ;  mi&'d  wfch  my  cheeses  fie 
Their  implemema ;  and  this  old  fellow  h^te 
Haa  his  bald  head  broken  with  atripea. 

8ILBICI7B. 

Ah  me! 
I  have  been  beaten  tiB  I  tarn  with  fever. 

CTCXtOPB. 

By  whom  f  Who  laid  hi»  fiat  upon  your  head  f 

8Ii:.BNI»i 

lliose  meUr  because  Iwoold  not  sufler  them 
To  steal  your  goodsL 

cTcxxyra. 

Did  not  die  laacals  know 
I  am  a  God,  qirung  from  die  race  of  heavent 

BILENini. 

I  told  them  so,  but  they  bore  off  yoor  things. 
And  ate  the  cheese  in  spite  of  all  I  said. 
And  carried  out' the  lambs-HUid  said,  moreover. 
They'd  pin  you  down  with  a  tbree^ubit  oollar. 
And  pull  your  yitals  out  through  your  one  eye. 
Torture  your  back  with  stripes,  then  binding  yoa* 
Throw  you  as  ballast  into  the  ship's  hold, 
And  then  deliver  you,  a  alavoi  to  move 
Enormous  socla,  or  found  a  vestibule. 

.  CYCLora. 
In  truth  7  Nay.  haste,  and  place  in  order  quickly 
The  cooking-knives,  and  heap  upon  the  hearth. 
And  kindle  it,  a  great  fagot  of  wood — 
As  Boon  as  they  are  slaughter'd,  they  shall  fill 
My  belly,  broiling  warm  from  the  live  coals. 
Or  boiled  and  seethed  within  the  bubbling  caldron. 
I  am  quite  sick  of  the  wild  mountain  game ; 
Of  stags  and  lioiis  I  have  gorged  enough. 
And  I  grow  hungry  for  the  flesh  of  men. 

BILKNUB. 

Nay,  master,  something  new  is  very  pleasant 

Aflier  one  tking  for  ever,  and  of  late 

Very  ftw  stroDgers  have  approach'd  our  dka. 

ULY8BB8. 

Hear,  Cyclops,  a  plain  tale  on  the  other  side. 
We,  wanting  to  buy  food,  came  frcMu  our  ship 
Into  the  neighbortiood  of  your  cave,  and  hare 
This  old  Silenus  gave  us  in  exchange 
These  lamba  for  wine,  the  which  he  took  and 
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And  all  by  mutual  compact,  witfaoat  fiirce. 
There- is  no  woid  of  truth  in  what  he  aays, 
For  alily  he  was  selling  all  your  store. 

■ILBIIU8. 

I  ?  May  you  perish,  wretah-- 

tJLT0BI8. 

If  Ispeakiiilae! 

aiLKNOS. 

CydopSt  I  swear  by  Neptune  who  begot  thee. 
By  mighty  Triton  and  by  Nereus  old, 
Calypso  and  the  glaucous  ocean  Nymphs, 
The  sacred  waves,  and  all  the  race  of  firiie»— ' 
Be  these  the  witnesses,  my  dear  sweet  master, 
Kty  darling  little  Cyclops,  that  I  never 
Gave  any  of  your  stores  to  these  ialse  strangers ; — 
If  I  speak  fiilse,  may  those  whom  most  I  love, 
My  children,  perish  wretchedly ! 

CHORUS. 

There  stop! 
I  saw  him  givmg  these  things  to  the  atrangeia. 
If  I  speak  fiilse,  then  may  n^  father  perish. 
But  do  not  thou  wrong  hospitality. 

CTCLOPS. 

Tou  lie !  I  swear  that  he  is  juster  &x 
Than  Rhadamanthus — I  trust  more  in  him. 
But  let  me  ask,  whence  have  ye  sail'd,  O  straagen 
Who  are  you?  And  what  city  nourish'd  ye!  . 

l7LYa8ESs 

Our  race  is  Itbacan — ^having  destroy'd 
The  town  of  Tioy,  the  tempests  of  the  sea 
Have  driven  us  on  thy  land,  O  IV>lyphame. 

CYCLOPS. 

What !  have  ye  shared  in  the  unenvied  spoil 
Of  the  ialse  Helen,  near  Scamander's  stream  I 

ULTSSBS. 

The  same,  having  endured  a  wofol  toiL 

Cyclops. 
O,  basest  ex](^ilion !  sail'd  ye  not 
From  Greece  to  Phrygia  for  one  woman's  sake  f 

ULV88ES. 

Twas  the  Gods'  work — ^nd  mortal  was  in  &olt 
But,  O  great  offipring  of  the  ocean-king. 
We  pray  the^  and  admonish  thee  with  freedom. 
That  thou  dost  spare  thy  friends  who  visit  thee. 
And  place  no  impious  food  within  thy  jaws. 
For  in  the  depths  of  Greece  we  have  uprear'd 
Temples  to  thy  great  father,  which  are  all 
His  homes.    The  sacred  bay  of  Teenarus 
Remains  inviolate,  and  each  dim  recess 
Sooop'd  hig]^  on  the  Malean  promontory. 
And  aery  Sanium's  silver-veined  crag, 
Which  divine  Pallas  keeps  unpro&ned  ever, 
The  Gerastian  asylums,  and  whate'er 
Within  wide  Greece  our  enterprise  has  kept 
From  Phiygion  contumely ;  and  in  which 
You  have  a  common  care,  for  you  inhabit 
Tim  skirts  of  Grecian  land,  under  the  roots 
Of  iEtna  and  its  crags,  spotted  with  fire. 
Turn  then  to  converse  under  human  laws. 
Receive  us  shipwreck'd  suppliants,  nnd  provide 
Food,  clothes,  and  fire,  and  hospitable  giiis; 
Nor  fixing  upon  oxen-piercing  spi«i 
Our  limbs,  so  fill  your  belly  and  yoot  jaws. 
Priam's  wide  land  has  widow'd  Greece  enough ; 
And  weapon-winged  murder  heap'd  together 
£nodgh  of  dead,  and  wives  are  husbandless 


And  ancient  women  and  gray  fkthem  wail 

Their  childless  age  ;'-if  you  should  roast  the 

And  'tis  a  bitter  fiMbt  that  you  prepare. 

Where  then  would  any  turn  f  Yet  be  penuaded , 

Forego  die  lust  of  your  jaw-bone ;  prefer 

Pious  humanity  to  wicked  will : 

Many  have  bought  loo  dear  thehr  evil  joys. 

SILKIfUS. 

Let  me  advise  you,  do  not  spare  a  morael 
Of  all  his  flerii.    If  you  should  eat  his  tongue 
Ton  would  become  most  eloquent,  O  Cyclops ! 

CYCLOPS. 

Wealth,  my  good  fellow,  is  the  wise  man's  God 

All  other  things  are  a  pretence  and  boost 

What  are  my  &ther's  ocean  proknonloriea, 

The  sacred  rocks  whereon  he  dwells,  to  me  t 

Stranger,  I  laugh  to  scorn  Jove's  thunderfaidt, 

I  know  not  that  his'strength  is  more  than  mine. 

As  to  the  rest,  I  care  not : — When  he  poms 

Rain  from  above,  I  have  a  dose  pavilion 

Under  this  rock,  in  which  I  lie  supine. 

Feasting  oa  a  roast  calf  or  sbme  wild  beast. 

And  drinking  pans  of  miHc ;  and  gloriously 

Emulating  the  thunder  of  high  heaven. 

And  when  the  Thracian  wind  pours  down  the  snow 

I  wrap  my  body  in  the  skins  of  beasts, 

ELindle  a  fire,  and  bid  the  snow  whirl  on. 

The  earth,  by  ibrce,  whether  it  will  or  no. 

Bringing  forth  grass,  fattens  my  flocks  arid  herds. 

Which,  to  what  other  God  but  to  myself 

And  this  great  belly,  first  of  deities, 

Should  I  be  bound  to  sacrifice  7  I  well  know 

The  wise  man's  only  Jupiter  is  this. 

To  eat  and  drink  during  his  little  day. 

And  give  himself  no  care.    And  as  fer  those 

Who  complicate  with  laws  the  life  of  man, 

I  fieely  give  them  tears  for  their  reward.  . 

I  will  not  cheat  my  soul  of  its  delight, 

Or  hesitate  in  dining  upon  you  >^ 

And  that  I  may  be  quit  of  all  demands. 

These  are  my  hospitable  gifte ; — fietee  fire 

And  yon  ancestral  caldron,  which  o'eiimbfaiii^. 

Shall  finely  cook  your  miserable  flesh. 

Creep  in! — 


ULY88BB.  -" 

Ay!  ay !  I  have  escaped  the  Trogan  toOs, 
I  have  escaped  the  sea,  and  now  I  fall 
Under  the  crael  grasp  of  i  one  impion  ssan. 
O  Pallas,  mistress,  Goddess,  sprung  from  Jove, 
Now,  now,  assist  me !  mightier  toils  than  lYoy 
Are  these^ — I  totter  on  the  diaams  of  peril ; — 
And  thou  who  inhabitest  the  thrones 
Of  the  bright  stsrs,  look,  hospitable  Jove, 
Upon  this  outrage  of  thy  deity, 

be  consider'd  as  no  God ! 


CHOftiTS  (olofie). 
For  your  gaping  gulf,  and  your  gullet  wide. 
The  ravine  is  ready  on  every  side. 
The  limbs  of  the  strangers  are  cook'd  and  done. 
There  is  boil'd  meat,  and  roast  meat,  and  meat  froa 

the  coal, 
Tou  may  chop  it,  and  tear  it,  and  gnash  it  fbr  fun, 
A  hairy  goaf  s.6kin  contains  Uie  whole. 
Let  me  but  escape,  and  ferry  me  o'er 
The  stream  of  your  wrath  to  a  safer  dmn. 
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The  Cyclopi  iCtiMan  is  cruel  aod  bold. 
He  morden  the  atmngera 
That  «t  on  his  hearth, 
And  dreads  no  avengers 
To  rise  from  the  earth. 
He  roasts  Ihe  men  before  they  are  cold. 
He  snatches  them  broiling  from  the  coal. 
And  from  the  caldron  puDs  them  whole, 
And  minces  their  flesh  and  gnaws  thair  bone 
With  his  corset  teeth,  till  all  be  gone. 

Farewell,  foul  pavilion 

Farew^  rites  of  dread ! 
The  Cyclops  Termilion,   . 
With  slaughter  oncloying, 

Now  fossts  on  the  dead, 
In  the  flesh'of  strangers  joying ! 

tTLYBSEB. 

0  Jupiter!  I  saw  within  the  cave 

Horrible  things;  deeds  to  be  feign'd  in  words. 

But  not  believed  as  being  done. 

CHoaua. 
What !  sawest  thou  the  impious  Polypheme 
Feasting  upon  your  loved  companions  now  I 

l^lerlSng  two,  the  plumpest  ef  the  crowd. 
He  grasp*d  them  in  his  hands. 


CBOMJ8. 


Ufdiappy  man! 


ULY88B8. 

Soon  as  we  came  into  this  craggy  place. 

Kindling  a  file*  he  cast  on  the  broad  hearth 

The  knotty  limbs  of  an  enormous  oak. 

Three  wagoh4oads  at  least;  and  then  he  strew'd 

Vftoja  the  ground,  beside  the  red  fire*light. 

His  couch  of  pine  leaves ;  and  he  milk'd  the  cows, 

And  pouring  forth  the  white  milk,  fiU'd  a  bowl 

"niree  cubiis  wide  and  four  in  depth,  as  much 

As  would  eontain  four  amphone,  and  bound  it 

With  ivy  wreaths;  then  placed  upon  the  fire- 

A  brazen  pot  to  boil,  and  made  reid-^t  . 

The  points  of  spits,  not  sharpen'd  with  the  sickle. 

But  wiih  a  fruit-tree  bough,  and  with  the  jaws 

Of  axes  for  iEtnean  slaughteriilgs.* 

And  when  this  God-abandon'd  cook  of  hell 

Had  made  all  ready,  he  seized  two  of  us 

And  kill'd  ihero  in  a  kind  of  measured  manner; 

For  he  flung  one  against  the  braaen  riyeta 

Of  tlie  huge  caldron,  and  seised  the  odier 

By  the  foot's  tendon,  and  knoek'd  out  his  bnins 

Upon  the  sharp  edge  of  the  craggy  stone : 

Then  peel'd  his  flesh  with  a  great  oooking4pufo. 

And  put  him  down  to  roast.    The  other's  limbs 

He  chopp'd  into  the  caldron  to  be  boil'd. 

And  I  with  the  tears  raining  from  my  eyes, 

Stooit  near  the  Cyclops,  ministering  to  lum ; 

The  rekt,  in  th6  recesses  of  the  cave. 

Clung  to  the  rock  like  bats,  bloodless  with  fear. 

When  he  was  fiird  with  my  companions*  flesh. 

He  threw  himself  upon  the  ground,  and  sent 

A  lotheoome  exhalation  from  his  maw. 

Then  a  divine  thought  came  to  me.    I  flll'd 

llie  cap  of  Maion,  and  I  oSerVl  him 


•  I  confess  1  do  not  understand  this— JVM«^  UU  Autktr. 

3N 


To  taste,  and  said :— <*  Child  of  the  Ocean  God, 

Behold  what  drink  the  vines  of  Greece  produce. 

The  exultation  and  the  joy  of  Bacchus." 

He,  satiated  with  his  unnatural  food. 

Received  it,  and  at  one  draught  drank  it  o0| 

And  taking  my  hand,  praised  me :  '*  Thou  hast  given 

A  sweet  draught  after  a  sweet  meal,  dear  guest" 

And  1,  perceiving  that  it  pleased  him,  Hll'd 

Another  cup,  well  knowing  that  the  wjne 

Would  wound  him  soon,  ^d  take  a  sure  revenge  ■ 

And  the  charm  fascinated  him,  and  I 

Plied'  him  cup  after  cup,  until  the  drink 

Had  warm'd  his  entnttis,  and  he  sang  aloud 

In  concert  with  my  Wwling  feUow<seamen 

A  hideous  discord — and, the  cavern  rung. 

I  have  stolen  out,  so  that  if  you  will 

You  may  achieve  my  safety  and  youi  own. 

But  say,  do  you  desire,  or  n<t,  to  fly 

This  uncompanionable  man.  and  dwelt. 

As  was  your  wont,  among  the  Grecian  uymphs 

Within  the  &nes  of  youi  beloved  God  I 

Tour  father  there  within  agrees  to  it ; 

But  he  is  weak  and  overcome  with  lyine ; 

And  caught  os  if  with  bird-lime  by  the  cup. 

He  claps  his  wings  and  crows  in  dodng  joy. 

Tou  who  are  young,  escape  with  me,  and  And 

Bacchus  your  ancient  friend ;  unsuited  he 

To  this  rude  Cydopa 

GHORUS. 

Oh  my  dearust  friend, 
That  I  coq] J  see  that  d^y,  and  leave  for  ever 

The  impious  Cyclops .'' 

•        f        *       •        m        * 

VLV88KS. 

listen  then  what  a  punishment  I  have 
For  this  fell  monster,  how  secuie  a  flight 
From  your  hard, servitude. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  sweotei  flir 
Than  is  the  mtuuc  of  an  Asian  lyre 
Would  be  the  news  of  Polypheme  destroy'd 

ULYSSES. 

Delighted  with  the  Bacchic  drink;  he  goes 
To  odl  his  brother  Cyclops — who  inhabit 
A  village  upon  JEtaa,  not  fer  olil 

CHORUS. 

I  understand,  catching  him  when  alene 
You  think  by  some  measure  ta  dispatch  hivs. 
Or  thrust  him  from  the  precipice. 

VLY88S8. 

OnoJ 
Nothing  of  that  kind ;  my  device  is  subtle. 

CHORUS. 

How  then  ?  I  heard  of  old  that  thou  wcrt  wisew 

ULT88BS. 

I  will  dissuade  him  frem  this  plan,  by  saying 
It  were  unwise  to  give  the  Cyclopses 
This  precious  drink,  which  if  ei\ioy*d  alone 
Would  make  life  sweeter  for  a  linger  time. 
When  vanquished  by  the  Bacchic  power,  he  sleeps 
There  is  a  trunk  of  olive-wood  within. 
Whose  point,  having  made  sharp  vrith  this  good  sword 
I  will  conceal  in  fire,  and  when  I  see 
It  is  alight,  will  fix  it,  burning  yet, 
Within  the  socket  of  ibe  Cyclops'  eye. 
And  melt  it  out  with  fire :  as  when  a  man 
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Tunifl  by  ilB  bandle  a  great  auger  roimd* 
Fitting  the  frame-work  of  a  ship  with  beaiqfl, 
So  will  I,  in  th€t  Cyclop*'  fiety  eye, 
Tom  loond  tke  brand  and  dry  the  pupil  «pb 

0HOB.DS. 

Joy  I  I  am  mad  with  joy  at  your  devioe. 

ULT88E8. 

And  then  with  you,  my  friendii,  and  die  old  vao, 
We'll  load  the  hollow, depth  of  our  black  ship, 
And  row  with  double  strokes  from  this  dread  shore. 

CBOR178. 

AUy  I,  as  in  libalieni  to  a  God, 

Share  fai  the  blinding  him  with  the  red.tmnd ! 

I  would  have  sdoie  oommunion  in  iiis  death. 

ULTSSBB. 

Doubdess:  the  bnnd  is  a  great  brand  to  hold. 

OHOBim. 

Oh !,  I  would  lift  a  hundred  wagon-loads, 

If  like  a  wasp's  nest  I  could  scoop  die  eye  oat 

or  (he  detest^  Cyclops. 

ULYBSEfr 

Silence  now! 
Te  know  the  dose  deviee-^nd  when  I  call^ 
Look  ye  obey  the  masters  of  the  oraft 
I  will  not  save  myself  and  leave  behind 
My  Qommdes  in  the  cave :  I  might  escape, 
Having  got  clear  from  that  obscure  recess. 
But  'twere  unjust  to  leave  in  jeopardy  ^ 
The  dear  companions  who  saif  d  here  widi  me. 

<;rorui. 
Come !  who  is  fitst,  that  with  his  ha|id 
Will  Qige  down  (he  burning  brand 
Through  the  lids,  and  quench  and  piorca 
The  Cyclops'  eye  ao  fiery  fierce  !  ^ 

Sung  wWa. 
listen !  listen !  he  is  condng, 
A  most  hideous  discord  humming. 
Drunken,  museless,  awkward,  yelling. 
Far  along  his  rocky  dwelling i 
Let  us  with  some  comic  spell 
Teach  the  yet  unteachable. 
By  all  means  he  must  be  blinded, 
£r  my  council  be  but  minded. 

SIMI'OHOaUS  II. 

Happy  those  made  odorous 

With  the  dew  which  sweet  grapes  waepi 

To  the  village  hastening  thus. 

Seek  the  vines  that  soothe  to  sleep, 

Having  first  embraced  thy  friend. 

There  in  luxury  without  end, 

With  the  strings  of  yellow  hair. 

Of  thy  voluptuous  leman  fair, 

Shalt  sit  playing  on  a  bed ! — 

Speak  r  what  door  is  opened  t 

0YCL0P8., 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  I'm  fidl  of  wine. 
Heavy  vvith  the  joy  divine. 
With  the  young  feast  oversated. 
Like  a  merchant's  vepsel  freighted 
1V>  the  water's  edge,  my  crop 
Is  laden  to  the  gullet's  top^ 


The  fresh  meadow-grM>  of  spring 

Tempts  me  forth  ihus  wandering 

To  my  brothers  on  the  mountaina. 

Who  shall  share  the  wine's  sweet  finmiaiBS. 

Bring  the  cask,  O  stranger,  bring ! 

CHOIIU&- 

One  with  eyaa  the  ftiresl 

Cdmetb  ftqm  his  dwelttng; 

Some  one  loves  thee,  rsrest, 

Bright  beyond  my  telling. 

In  thy  grace  thou  shinest 

Like  some  nymph  divines^  - 

In  her  cavemi  dewy  :— 

All  delights  pofsue  Xhee, 

Soon  pied  flowers,  8weet-brsathf£g» 

Shall  thy  head  be  wyeaihing. 

tTLYSSBi. 

O  Cyctops,  for  I  am  well  skin*d 
In  Bacchus,  whom  I  gave  th^  of  to  drink 

'CYCIX)P8. 

What-oort  of  God  is  Bacchus  then  aecoonlad  f ' 

uLtsses. 
The  greatest'aiBong  men  for  jof  of  life. 

CYCLOPS. 

I  golp'd  him  down  with  very  great  delight 

ULT88X8. 

This  is  a  God  who  never  injures  men. 

CTOLOM. 

How  doee  the  God  like  living  in  a  skint 

'■  ULYB8E8. 

He  is  content  wherever  he  ir  put 

CYCLOPS.'^ 

Goda  should  not  have  their, body  in  a  skin. 

ULYSSES. 

If  he  gives  joy,  what  is  his  skin  to  youf 

CVCLOfS. 

I  hate  the  ddn,  bat  lavis  the  wine  wiihiiv 

irL^aaKB. 
Slay  h^rer  now  drink,  and  make  your  apiiit-glad. 

CYCLOPS. 

Should  I  not  share  this  liquor  with  my  biodient  , 

tTLYSSES. 

Keep  it  yourself;  and  be  more  honored  so. 

CYCLOPS. 

I  were  more  useful,  giving  to  my  fiiends. 

ULYSIES. 

But  village  mirthl  breeds  oootests.  brails,  and  hknHk 

«v<MiOPaL 
When  I  am  drmk,  none  shall  lay  hands  on 

ITLTSBK. 

A  drunken  man  is  better  widiin  doors. 

CYCLOPS. 

He  is  a-lbol  ^ho,  drinking.  k>ves  not  ddrdi. 

ULYsisES. 

But  he  is  wise  who,  drunk,  remains  at  home. 

CYCLOPS. 

What  shall  I  do,  Silenus  T  Shall  I  stay  ? 

aiLKNOS. 

Slay— lor  what  need  have  you  of 

CTOLOPa. 

Indeed  this  plaoe  is  closely  oarpeled 
With  flowers  and  grass. 

SIUDTUB. 

I  And  in  the  sun-warm  ikion 
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Til  sweet  to  drink.    lie  down  beade  me  now, 
Fladng  your  mighty  iides  npon  the  ground. 

OTOIiOFe. 

WhnI  do  yoailut  the  cup  iMhhid  me  fcrf 

HLSniJi. 

Than  no  one  hen  mey  Umth.  it 

CTCLOn. 


You  went  to  drink  «-^here,  pUmm-H  in  the  midaL 
And  ihon»0  smnger,  tell,  how  ait  thou  <ielled? 


BAy  nemo  is  Nobody.    What  fiivor  now 
Siwll  I  receiTe  to  pnlae  you  at  your  hands  t 

OTOLOiS. 


.\ 


111  least  on  you  the  last  of  your  companions. 


y  • 


Tou  grant  yoor  guest  a  fiur  rawaid,  O  Cyckpi! 

CTCix>n. 
Ha !  what  fa  thfaf  Stesjing  the  wine,  you  rogue! 

SULXMITS. 

■It  was  thfa  stranger  kiaring  ane  because 
I  look'd  so  beautifuL 

CYULOFS. 

twk  shall  npent 
For  kfanig  tlia  coy  Wine  that  loves  you  not 

8ii;aKvs« 
By  Jupiter!  yon  said  that  lam  fidr.    . 

ctCloml 
Poor  out,  and  only  give  me  the  cup  AdL 

siucNoa. 
Bk>w  IS  it  mixed  f  let  me  observe. 

CTCLOrS. 

Cuiseyou! 
Gire  it  me  so.      . 

SILEIWS. 

Not  till  I  see  yon  wear 
That  corona],  and  taste  the  cup  to  you. 

CYCLOPS. 

Tliou  wily  traitor ! 

BiLiifua. 
But  the  wfne  is  sweet 
Ay,  you  will  roar  if  you  are  caught  in  drinking. 

CYCLOPS. 

See  now,  my  lip  fa  dean  and  all  my  beard. 

SILBNUS. 

Now  put, your  elbow  right  and  drink  again. 
As  you  see  me  drink-*-  *'       *        *        • 

CYGLOrS. 

Howitow? 

SlLBNUa. 

3fe  Gods,  what  a  delickius  gulp! 

CTCLOPO. 

Gnest,tBke  itir-you  pour  out  the  wine  ftr  me. 

VLYsna. 
Tlie  wine  ja  weQ  aceustom'd  to  lay  hand* 

CYOLOM. 

Pour  out  the  wine  f . 

ULYsns. 
I  pour ;  only  ha  sOant 

CYCLOPS. 

Slanee  m  a  hard  task  to  him  who  drinks. 

0LY88BB. 

Take  it  and  drink  it  off;  leave  ^not  a  dreg. 
O,  that  tba  drinker  died  vrith  hfa  own  dfaught! 

OYCLOPSL 

Papal!  the  wae  must  be  a  sapient  phmt 


If  you  drink  much  after  a  mighty  feast, 
Mofatening  your  thinly  maw,  you  will  sleep  well , 
If  you  leave  aught  Bacchus  will  diy  you  up. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ho!  ho!  I  can  scarce  rise.    What  pure  delight  * 
The  heavens  and  earth  appear  to  whirl  about 
Confusedly.    I  see  the  throne  of  Jove 
And  the  clear  congregation  of  the  Gods. 
Now  if  the  Graces  tempted  me  to  kiss, 
I  would  not;  for  the  loveliest  of  them  all 
I  would  not  leave  thfa  Ganymede.. 


aiLKNoa. 


Po^pheme, 


I  am  the  Ganymede  of  Jupitarr 

cYOiiore. 
By  Jove,  you  ara!  I  bora  you  off  fimn  Davdamsi 

ULYnn  and  ike  Chorob. 

ULYsaa. 

Come,  boys  of  Baochas,  childran  of  high  race, 

Thfa  man  wilUn  fa  folded  up  in  sleep, 

And  soon  will  vomit  flesh  from  hfa  fell-  maw ; 

Tike  brand  under  the  shed  thrusts  out  its  smoke, 

No  praparatun  needs,  but  to  bum  out 

The  monster's  eye  ^— but  bear  youiselver  !ike  men. 

CHORUS. 

We  will  have  courage  like  the  ayamant  lUck. 
All  things  are  ready  for  you  here;  go  in. 
Before  olur  father  shall  perceive  the  uHae^ 


Vulcan,  ^tnean  king!  burn  out  vrith  fire 

The  shining  eye  of  thfa  thy  neighlMring  meoster! 

And  thou,  O  Sleep,  nursling  of  gloomy  night. 

Descend  unmix'd  on  this  God-hated  beast. 

And  sufler  not  UlysMs  and  hfa  comrades, 

Returning  from  their  famous  Trqjan  toifa. 

To  perish  by  thfa  man,  who  cares  not  either 

For  God  or  mortal ;  or  I  needs  must  think 

That  Chance  fa  a  supreme  divinity, 

And  things  divine  are  subject  to  her  power. 

CHORUB. 

Soon  a  crab  the  throat  will  seize 
Of  him  who  feeds  upon  hfa  guest ; 

Fire  vrill  bum  hfa  lamp-like  eyes 
In  revenge  of  such  a  feast! 

A  great  oak  stump  now  fa  lying 

In  the  ashes  yet  undying. 
Come,  Maroo,  come ! 

Raging  let  him  fix  the  doom. 

Let  him  tear  the  eyelid  up 

Of  the  Cyclops — ^that  hfa  cup 
May  be  evil ! 

O,  I  long  to  dance  and  revel 

With  sweet  Bromian,  long-desired, 

In  loved  ivy-wreaths  attired ; 
Leaving  thfa  aiiandun'd  home- 
Will  the  moment  ever  come  ?    . 

ULYSSES. 

Be  silent,  ye  wild  things !  Nay,  hold  your  peace. 
And  keep  your  lips  quite  close ;  dare  not  to  breathe. 
Or  spit,  or  e'en  wink,  lest  jre  wake  the  monster 
Until  hfa  eye  be  tortured  out  with  fire.  ^ 
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CROEU8. 

Najr,  we  are  nlent,  and  we  cbew  the  air. 

>  ULYSSES. 

Come  iiow,  and  lend  a  hand  to  ihe  great  stake 
Within— it  is  delightfully  red-hot. 

CHORUS.  ^ 

You  then  commaqd  who  first  should  seize  the  stake 
To  bum  the  Cyclops'  eye,  that  all  may  share 
In  the  great  entetprise.  ' 

SUII-CRORUS    T. 

We  are  too  few, 
We  cannot  at  this  distance  from  the  door 
Thrust  fire  into  his  eye. 

SEMI-CHORUS  II. 

And  We  just  now 
Have  become  lam^ ;  cannot  move  hand  or  loot 

The  same  thing  has^oocurr'd  ,to  as.'—our  ankles 
Are  sprain'd  wjth  standing  here,  I  know  not  how. 

ULYSSES. 

What,  sprain'd  with  stanling  still  r    ^ 

CHORUS. 

And  then  is  dust 
Or  ashes  in  our  eyes,  1  know  not  whence. 

ULYSSES.' 

Cowardly  dogs  I  ye  will  not  aid  me  then  f 

.CHORUS. 

With  pitying  my  own  l»ck  and  my  back-bone» 
And  with  not  wishing  all  my  teeth  knock*d  out, 
This  oowaidice  comes  of  itself^but  slay, 
I  know  a  famous  Orphic  incantation 
To  make  the  brynd  stick  of  its  own  aooord 
Into  the  skull  of  this  one-eyed  son  of  Earth. 

ULYSSKS. 

Of  old  I  knew  ye  thus  hy  nature ;  now 

I  know  ye  better. — I  will  use  the  aid 

Of  my  own  comrades-^yet,  though  weak  of  hand. 

Speak  cheerfully,  Uiat  so  ye  may  awaken 

The  courage  of  my  friends  with  your  blithe  words. 

CHORUS 

This  I  will  do  ¥rith  peril  of  my  life, 

And  blind  you  with  my  esdiortations,  Cyclops. 

Hasten  and  thrust. 

And  porch  dp  to  dust  • 

The  eye  of  the  beast 

Who  fiaeds  on  his  guest 

Bum  and  blind 

The  iElneau  hind ! 

Scoop  and  draw, 

But  bewkre  lest  he  cTaw 

Your  limbs  near  his  maw. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ah  me !  my  eye^ht  is  parched  ap  to  cinden. 

CHORUS. 

What  a  sweet  pnan!  smg'me  that  again ! 

CYCLOPS. 

Ah  me.'  indeed,  yrhAl  woe  has  &llen  upon  me ! 
But,  wretched  nothings !  thhik  ye  not  to  flee 
Out  of  this  rock ;  I,  standing  at  the  outlet. 
Will  her  the  way,  and  catoh  you  as  you  pass. 

CHORUS. 

What  are  you  roanng  out,  Cyclops  7 

CYCLOPS. 

I  perish! 

CHORUS. 

For  you  are  wicked. 


.      .  CYCLOPS. 

And  besides  miserable. 

CHORUS. 

What!  did  you  &l\  into  the  fira  when  dronkf 

'     CYCLOPS. 

Twas  J^lobody  destnry'd  me.. 

.    CHORUto. 

Why  dien  no  ooe 
Can  be  to  blame. 

< 

CyCLOFS. 

I  say  'twas  Nobody 
Who  blindedme. 

CBORUB. 

Why  then  you  are  not  blind. 

V,  •  CYCLOPS.' 

I  wish  you  were  as  blind  as  I  anu, 

CHORUS. 

Nay, 
It  cannot  be  diat  no  one  made  you  blind. 

CYCLOPS. 

You  jeer  me ;  where,  I  ask,  is  Nobpdy  t, 

CHORUS. 

NowheTOfO  Cyclops!        •'      •        • 

CYCLOPS.- 

It  was  that  stranger  ruin'd  taie : — the  wretch 
First  gAve  me  wine  and  then  burnt  out  my  eyes. 
For  wine  is  strong  and  hard  to  struggle  with. 
Have  th^  escaped,  or  are  they  yet  w^jdian  T 

CHORUS. 

They  stand  under  the  dayknpss  of  the  rock* 
And  cling  to  it 

CYCLOPS. 

At  my  right  hand  or  left? 

CHORin. 

Close  on  your  right 

CYCLOPS. 

Where! 

CHORU& 

Near  the  rock  im^i 
You  have  them.  - 

CYCLOPS. 

.Oh,  misibrtuiie  ob  misfi>rtunel 
I've  crack'd  my  skull 

CHORUSL 

Now  they  escape  you  there 

CYCLOPS. 

Not  there,  although  yon  say  so. 

C»ORUB. 

Notion  that  ade 

CYCLOP& 

Where  thent 

CHORDS. 

They  creep  about  yod  on  your  UA 

CYCLOPS. 

Ah!  lamn^ock'd!  They  jeer  mibinmyjlls 

CHORUS. 

Not  there!  he  is  a  Uttle  there  beyond  you. 

CYCLOPS. 

Detested  wretch !  where  are  you  ? 

PLYSSB. 

Farfionyoii 

I  keep  with  care  this  body  of  Ulysses. 

CYCLOPS. 

What  do  you  say  f  Ton  profler  a  new  naaek 

ULYSSES. 

My  fiither  named  me  soi  and  I  hare  tsken 
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A  fall  rareoga  for  yoor  unimtaral  feaat; 

I  iilioiUd  have  done  ill  to  have  biirn'd  dowte  TVoy, 

And  not  revenged  the  maider  of  my  oomradee. 

CTCLOrS. 

Ai !  ai  1  die  ancient  oracle  is  aooomplieh*d ; 
It  nid  thar  I  •boold  have  Mj^  eye-eight  blinded 
By  yon  coming  from  Troy ;  yet  it  foretold 
lliat  you  •hould  pay  the  penalty  for  ttiia, 
By  wandering  long  over  the  hom^Iea  iea. 

ULTasxs. 
I  bid  thee  weep— conaider  what  I  aayt 
I  go  towaids  the  shore  to  drive  my  ship 
To  mine  own  land,  o'er  the  Sicilian  wave; 

OYCLO^ 

Not  ao,  if  whelming  you  with  this  huge  stone 
I  can  crush  you  and  all  your  men  together; 
I  will  descend  upon  the  shore,  though  blind, 
Groping  toy  way  adowli  the  steep  ravine. 

CBoaos. 
And  we,  die  shipmates  of  iHyaws  now, 
Will  serve  our  Bacchus  all  our  happy  livea  . 
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Cttsian  as  a  Student ;  Clarin  and  Moscon  as  poor 
SchoUa%  wUh  hooks, 

CYPRIAN. 

In  the  sweet  solitude  of  this  calm  place, 

Tfata  intricate  wild  wildemeai  of  trees 

And  flowers  and  unJergrowih  of  odorous  plants. 

Leave  roe ;  the  books  you  brought  out  of  the  Itouse 

To  me  .are  ever  best  society. 

And  whilst  with  glorious  Jlestiyal  and  song 

Antioch  now  celebrates  the  consecration 

Of  a  proud  temple  to  great  JufMter, 

And  bears  his  image  in  loud  jubilee  , 

To  its  new  shrine,  I  would  consume  what  still 

Lives  of  the  dying  day,  in  studbus  thought. 

Far  from  the  throng  uul  turmoil.  ^  You,  niy  firiends, 

Go  and  enjoy  the  festival ;  it  will 

Be  worth  the  labor,  and  return  for  me 

When  the  sun  seeks  iis  grave  among  the  billows, 

Which  among  dim  gray  clouds  on  the  horizon 

Dance  like  white  plumes  upon  a  hearse  f— and  here 

I  shall  expect  yon. 

IfoacoN. 
I  cannot  bring  my  mind, 
Great  as  my  haste  to  see  the  festival 
Certainly  is,  to  leave  you.  Sir,  without 
Just  saying  some  three  or  four  hundred  words. 
How  is  it  possible  that  on  a  day 
Of  such  festivity,  you  can  bring  your  mind 
To  come  forth  to  a  solitary  country 
With  three  or  four  old  books,  and  turn  your  back 
On  all  this  mirth?  , 

CLARIN. 

My  master's  in  the  right; 
There  is  not  any  thing  more  tiresome 
Than  a  procession-day,  widi  troops  of  men. 
And  dances,  and  ttll  that 

MOSOON. 

From  first  to  last, 
Clarin,  ]^n  are  a  temporizing  flatterer; 


Tou  praise  not  what  you  feel,  but  what  he  does  3^ 
iToad-eater! 

XLARIN. 

You  lie — ^under  a  mistake— 
For  this  is  the  most  civil  sort  of  lie 
That  can  be  given  to  a  man*s  feoe.    I  now 
Say  what  I  think. 

CTPRIAN. 

Enough!  you  foolish  fellows! 

PuB^d  up  with  your  own  doting  ignorance. 

You  always  take  the  two  sides  of  one  question. 

Now  go,  Mid  as  I  said,  return  for  me 

When  night  falls,  veiling  in  its  shadows  wida 

This  glorious  febric  of  dto  universe. 

t  HOBCON.  .   ^ 

How  happens  it,  although  you  can  maintain 
The  folly  of  enjoying  festivals, 
That  yet  you  go  there  7 

OLARIN. 

Nay,  the  consequence 
Is  dear;— who  ever  did  what  In  advJses 
Others  to  dof—  ^ 

MO800N, 
Would  that  my  feet  ware  wmgi. 
So  would  I  fly  to  Livia.  [EsiL 

« 

CLAMN. 

To  speak  truth, 
Livia  is  she  who  has  surprised  my  heart; 
But  he  is  more  than  half>way  there^-^oho! 
Livia,  I  come ;  good  sport,  Livia,  aoho !  [ExU. 

CTPRIAN.         ^ 

Now,  since  I  am  alone,  let  me  eumiQe 

The  question  which  has  long  distnrb'd  my  mind 

With  doubt ;  since  first  I  read  in  Flinius 

The  words  of  mystic  import  and  deep  sense 

In  which  he  defiifies  God.    My  intellect 

Can  find  no  God  with  whom  diese  marl^i  and  signs 

Fitly  agree.    It  is  a  hidden  truth 

Which  I  must  fathom.  [Reads^ 

Enter  the  Devil,  as  a  Jine  GenUeman, 

AAMON. 

Search  even  as  thou  wilt. 

But  thou  Shalt  never  find  what  I  cau  hide. 

CTPRIAN. 

What  noise  is  that  among  the  boughs  ?  Who  moves ! 
Whatart  fhoul— 

DAHON. 

Tis  a  foreign  gentleman. 
Even  from  this  morning  I  have  lost  my  way 
In  this  wild  place,  and  my  poor  hovse,  at  last  ' 
Quite  overcome,  has  streteh'd  himself  upon 
The  enameird  tapestry  x>f  this  mossy  mountain. 
And  feeds  and  rests  at  the  same  time.    I  was 
Upon  my  way  to  Antioch  upon  business 
Of  some  importance,  but  wrapt  up  in  cares 
(Who  is  exempt  from  this  inheritance  7) 
I  parted  finm  my  company,  and  lost 
My  way,  and  lost  my  servants  and  my  comrades. 

CYPRIAN. 

Tis  singular,  that  eten  within  the  sight 
Of  the  high  towers  of  Antioch,  you  could  lose 
Your  way.    Of  all  the  avenues  and  green  paths 
Of  this  wild  wood,  there  is  not  one  but  leads. 
As  to  its  centre,  to  the  walls  of  Antioch ; 
Take  which  yon  will,  you  cannot  miss  your  road 
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And  Bueh  IB  ignorance !  Even  in  the  ngiit 
Of  knowledge  it  can  draw  no  profit  fiom  it 
•But  as  it  Btill  is  early,  and  as  I 
Have  no  acquaintances  in  Antioeh, 
Being  a  stranger  there,  I  will  even  wait 
The  few  surviving  hoars  of  the  day,  * 
Until  the  night  shall  conquer  iL    I  see. 
Both  by  your  dr^ss  and  by  the  books  in  wbidi  '^ 
Ton  find  delight  and  company,  that  yon 
Are  a  great  atudent; — ibr  my  pitrt,  T  feel 
Much  sympathy  with  such  pursuiti. 

r 

CYPRIAN. 

Have  yon 
Studied  much?— 

D^CMOir. 

No,— and  yet  I  know  enoagh 
Not  to  be  wholly  ignorant 

oimuN. 

Pray,  Sr, 
What  sdenee  iatj  you  know  f— 


The  God  defined  by  F&M^ ;  if  he  mvt 
Be  supreme  goodness,  even  ju)nte^ 
Is  not  supremely  good ;  beoiose  we  see 
His  deeds  are  evil,  and  his  attributes 
Tiinted  with  mortal  weaknea  ;%i  wiiat 
Can  thipraae  geednaw  be  eonsialent  with 
The  passiona  of  hwaauityf 


DAMON. 


Many. 


CT7RIAN* 

Alaa! 
Mach  pains  must  we  ezpiond  on  one  akme» 
And  even  then  attain  it-  not ; — ^but  you 
Have  the  preauraplion  to  mseit  diat  yon 
£now  many  witbeot  study. 

DjKMON. 

And  with  truth. 
For  in  the  oomitiy  wbenoa  I  oome,  scienoea 
Reqnife  no  learnings— they  are  known. 

CYPRIAN. 

Oh,  would 
I  were  of  that  brigbt  country !  fbr  in  thi^, 
TI16  more  we  study,  we  the  more  discover 
Our  ignorance. 

DAMON. 

It  is  80  true,  that  I 
Had  so  much  arrogance  as  to  oppose 
The  chair  of  the  most  high  professorship, 
And  obtained  many  votes ;  and  though  I  loat. 
The  attempt  was  still  more  glorious  than  the  Ailui« 
Could  be  dishonorable :  if  you  believe  not, 
liSt  us  refer  it  to  dispute  respecting 
That  which  you  know  best,  and  although  I 
Know  not  the  opinion  you  maintain,  and  though 
It  he  the  true  one,  I  will  take  the  contrary. 

CYPRIAN. 

The  oflfiar  gives  roe  pleasure.    I  am  now 
Debating  with  myself  upon  a  passage 
Of  Plinius,  and  my  mind  is  rack'd  widk  dolibt 
To  understand  and  know  who  is  the  God 
Of  whom  he  speaks. 

DAMON. 

It  ie-a  passage,  if 
[  recollect  it  right  couch'd  in  these  wonk ; 
.**  God  is  one  supronie  goodnev,  one  pure  eiMBoe, 
One  substance,  and  one  sense,  all  sight,  all  hands.** 

'  CYPRIAN. 

TiBtm^ 

DAMON. 

What  diflicttlty  find  you  here? 

CYPRIAN. 

I  do  not  leeognias  among  the  Gods 


DAMON. 

The  wisdom 
Of  the  old  woild  mask'd  with  the  names  of  Gods 
The  attributes  of  Nature  and  of  Man; 
A  sort  of  popular  philaaopky. 

cyPriah. 

Tliis  reply  will  not  satisfy  me,  ibr 

Such  awe  is  doe  to  the  high  name  of  God 

That  ill  should  never  be  imputed.    Then. 

Examining  the  question  with  mere  cara, 

It  feUows,  that  the  Gods  sh9ttkl  alwaya  will 

That  which  is  best  were  they  snpre^iel^  good. 

How  then  does  one  will  one  thing — one  anotherT 

And  you  may  not  saiy  tbtf»  1  allege     ^ 

Poetical  or  philosophic  leamiiig : 

Consder  the  ambiguous  lespoosef 

Of  their  oracular  statues ;  ih>m  two  shrinea 

Two  armies  shall  obtajn  the  assuranoe  of 

One  victoiy.     Is  it  not  indisputable 

That  two  contending  wills  can  never  lead 

To  the  same  end?  And  being  opposite. 

If  one  be  good,  is  not  the  other  evil  ? 

Evil  in  God  is  inconceivable ; 

But  supreme  goodness  ikils  among  the  Gods 

Without  their  union. 

DAMON. 

I  deny  your  nufjor. 
^Hieae  responses  are  means  towards  some  end 
Unfiithom*d  by  our  intellectual  beam. 
They  are  thf  work  of  providence,  and  mora 
The  battleV  loss  may  profit  those  who  looe. 
Than  victory  advantage  thoae  who  win. 

CYPRIAN. 

That  I  admit,  and  yet  that  God  should  not 
(Faiadhood  is  incompatible  with  deity) 
Assure  the  victoiy ;  it  vrould  be  enough 
To  have  permitted  the  defeat ;  if  God 
Be  all  sight— God,  who  beheld  the  truth. 
Would  not  have  given  assurance  of  an  end 
Never  to  he  aooompiish'd ;  thus,  although 
The  Deity  may,  acoordibg  to  his  attributes, 
Be  well  distioguish'd  into  pernor  yet 
Even  in  thnMunnteat  drcuasttmce, 
Hia  osBonce  must  he  one. 

DAMON. 

T9  attain  the  end. 
The  aflbctions  of  the  actors  in  the  scene 
Must  have  been  Aus  influenced  by  his  voice. 

.CYPRIAN. 

But  ibr  a  purpoae  thus  snbordinale 

He  might  have  employed  genu,  good  or  evil^— 

A  sort  of  spirits  call'd  so  by.  the  leam*d. 

Who  roam  about  inepiring  good  or  evil. 

And  from  whose  influence  and  enatence^  we 

May  well  infer  our  immortality  .*— 

Thus  God  might  easily,  without  descending 

To  a  grosB  felsehood  in  his  proper  person, 

Have  moved  the  aflfectiona  by  this  medialinn 

To  the  just  point 
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These  trifliiig  contnidietioDi 
Do  not  luffice  to  impugn  th^  unity 
Of  Ae  high  gods ;  in  thingp  of  great  iraportmoo 
They  itill  appear  nnaiMBwae ;  oonnder 
That  glonooa  ikbric— -ffiaii,^*lui 
la  aiamp'd  ynih  one  oonceptiaD. 


cmsAN. 


Who 


Moat  have,  methinks,  the  adyantage  of  the  othan. 
If  they  ara  equally  might  they  not  have  iimd 
In  oppoiitioa  to  the  work,  and  heing 
All  handa,  aofluwUng  to  (Mr  author  here^ 
HiaTe  atill  deatiojred  even  ae  the  odier  ndtof 
If  equal  in  theirpower,  and  only  nneqiil 
In  opportunity,  which  of  the  two 
Will  remam  oonqneior  f 

On  impoaiUe 
And  fidae  hypqtheaes  there  c^sn  be  bmh 
No  argument    Say,  what  do  you  infer 
From  thiaf 

CTTRIAN. 

Thpit  there  must  be  a  nngfaty  God 
Of  saprsme  goodneei  and  of  higheet  gimoe, 
AU  sight,  all  hands,  all  trut)^,  in&llible, 
Without  an  equal  and  without  a  rival; 
The  cause  of  aU  things  and  the  etkct  of  nothing, 
One  power,  one  will,  one  substance,  and  one  essenofr 
And  in  Whatever  persons,  one  or  two, 
His  attributes  may  be  distinguish'd,  one 
Sovereign  power,  one  solitary  esuence. 
One  cause  of  all  cause.  [Thtff  rise 

UMMOVU 

,   How  ean  I  impogA 
So  dear  a  consequence  T  . 

CYPEUN. 

Doyoaragnl 
My  victory  ? 

BAMOH. 

-Who  but  regreti  a  oh^k 
In  rivalry  of  witf  I  could  reply 
And  uige  new  difficulties,  but  will  now 
Depart,  fi>r  I  hear  at^ps  of  men  approaching. 
And  it  is  time  that  I  should  now  pursue 
My  joumey  to  the  city. 

CYPRIAN. 

Go  in  peace ! 

DiBMON. 

Remain  in  peace  !  Snee  thus  it  profits  him 

To  study,  I  will  wrap  his  senses  up     - 

In  oweet  ofalivian  of  all  thought,  but  of 

A  piece  of  excellent-beauty;  and  ae  i 

Have  power  given  me  to  wage  enmity 

Against  Jostina*s  seal,  I  will  extract 

Fmm  one  eflact  two  vengeances.  {Eak 

OTPMIAIf. 

I  never 
Met  a  more  learned  person.    Let  me  now 
Revolve  this  doubt  again  with  careful  miild.  [Sbreai$. 

Enter  Lcuo  and  Floko. 

IMtAO.     • 

HereMopu  These  toppling  rocks  and  tan|^boH|^ 
Impenetrable  by  the  noonday  beam. 
Shall  be  sole  witpapos  of  what  wi 


FM>ao. 
I  Dr^w! 

If  there  were  wordi,  here  is  the  place  for  deeds. 

i*KLro. 
Thon  needest  not  instruct  me :  well  I  know 
That  in  the  field  the  silent  tongue  of  steel 
Speaks  thus,  iT^eyJiglH 

cmuit; 

Ha!  what  is  tlusf  Lelio,  Floro, 
Be  it  eneogh  that  Cypritei  stands  betvireett  yoi^ 
Although  unarm'd. 

LXUO. 

Whence  comest  thou,  to  slud 
Between  Am  and  my  vengeance  t 

FLOBO. 

Fram  what  rochi 
And  desert  cells  t 

Enter  MoeooN  on^  Claun. 

uoacoH' 
Run,  run!  for  where  lye  left  my  master 
We  hear  the  dash  of  sworda 

OLAUN, 

I  never 
Rnn  to  approach  things  of  this  sort,  but  only 
To  avoid  them.    Sif !  Cyprian  j  sir ! 

CTPUAjr. 

Be  silent,  fellewt!  What!  two  iiriends  who  am 
In  blood  and  fiime  the  eyes  and  hope  of  Antiooh; 
One  of  the  noble  men  of  the  Colatti, 
The  other  son  of  the  Governor,  adventure 
And  cast  away,  on  fome  slight  daose  no  doubt* 
Two  Uvea  die  homMr  of  their  country  f 

uuo. 

Cyprian! 
Although  my  high  respect  towavdb  /oar  person 
Holds  now  my  sword  sospeaded,  thon  oamt  not 
Restore  it  to  the  slumber  of  its  seabhard. 
Thou  knowest  moce  of  science  than  the  dnal ; 
For  when  two  men  of  honor  take  the  fiqld. 
No  [  ]  or  respect  can  oaake  them  friends. 

But  one  must  die  in  the  pursuit 

FLoaa 

That  you  depart  hence  with  your  people,  and 
Leave  us  to  finish  what  we  tmve  begun 
Without  advantage. 

CTPRIAM. 

Though  yon  may  '■"'iginff 
That  I  know  litde  of  the  lawa  of  duel. 
Which  vanity  and  valor  instituted. 
Yon  are  in  enor.    By  nqr  birth  I  am 
Held  no  less  than  yourselves  to  know  the  limili 
Of  honor  and  of  infamy,  nor  has  study 
QuenchM  the  free  spirit  which  first  ordered  disoii 
And  thus  to  me,  as  one  well  experienced 
In  the  fiilse  quicksands  of  the  sea  of  honor, 
Ton  may  refer  the  menu  of  the  case; 
And  if  I  should  perceive  in  your  relation 
That  either  has  die  right  to  satisfbotion 
From  the  other,  I  give  you  my  word  of  honor 
To  leave  yon. 

^     usuo. 


Under 

I  will  relate  the  cnuse»  and  you  will  cede 
And  nnist  confess  the  impossifailirir 
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Of  oompronuM ;  fiir  the,  same  lady  is 
Beloved  by  Floib  and  mywlf 

FLORP. 

Ufleemi 
Much  to  me  that  the  light  of  day  should  look 
Upon  tjiat  idol  of  my  heart — ^but  he- 
Leave  iu  to  fight,  according  to  thy  woid. 

CYPRIAN. 

Permit  one  question  further :  is  the  lady 
ImpoHible  to  hope  or  not  f 

LELIO. 

She  is 
So  excellent,  diat  if  the  light  of  day 
Should  excite  Floro's  jealousy,  it  were 
Without  jiist  cause,  Ibr  even  the  light  of  day 
Tvei|iUes  to  gaze  on  her. 

CTntlAN. 

Would  you  ibr  your 
Ite  many  herf 

FLORO.   . 

Such  ii  my  confidence. 

CYPRIAN. 

Andyouf 

LEua 

0  would  that  T  could  lift  ray  hope 
So  high !  for  though  she  is  extremely  poor, 
H^er  virtue  is  her  dowry. 

CYPRIAN. 

And  if  you  both 
Would  marry  her,  is  it  not  weak  and  vain. 
Culpable  and  unworthy,  thus  beforehand 
To  slur  her  honor.    What  would  the  world  say 
If  one  should  slay  the- other,  and  if  she 
Should  afterwards  espouse  the  murderer  f 

[T%envaU agree  to  refer  their  quarrel  i&Cma Alt ; 
ftko  in  oonmquenee  tiscte  Justina,  and  hecomet 
enamored  of  her :  the  diedainM  iUm,  and  he 
rethet  to  a  toUtary  jeo-sAore. 


SCENE  It 


CYPRIAN. 


Oh,  memory!  permit  it  not 

That  the  tyrant  of  my  thought 

Be  another  soul  that  still 

Holds  dominion  o'er  the  will. 

That  would  refuse,  but  can  no  more. 

To  bend,  to  tremble,  and  adore. 

Vain  idolatry! — ^T  saw. 

And  gazing,  becsime  blind  with  error; 

Weak  ambtdon,  which  the  awe 

Of  her  presence  bound  to  terror ! 

So  beautiful  she  was — and  I, 

Between  my  love  and  jealousy. 

Am  80  convulsed  with  hope  and  fear. 

Unworthy  as  it  may  appear; — 

So  bitter  is  the  life  I  live, 

That,  hear  me,  Hell !  I  now  would  give 

To  thy  most  detested  spirit 

My  soul,  for  ever  to  inherit. 

To  sofiler  punishment  and  pine. 

So  this  woman  may  be  mine. 

Hear*8t  thou.  Hell !  dost  thou  rqoct  ht 

BfysottlisoOer'd! 


DJEMON,(tmjeeii)L 
I  accept  iL 

[Jh/^estf  wiih  thunder  ami  I^&tasiy 

CYPRIAN. 

What  is  thisf  ye  heavMis  for  ever  pure, 
At  ODoe  intensely  radiant  and  -obscure !    ' 

Athwart  the  elhereol  hallg 
Tlio  lightning's  arrow  and  the  thundep4«|]a 

The  day  affright 

As  fVom  the  horison  round* 

Burst  with  earthquake  sound. 
In  mighty  torrents  the>  electric  fbamaiiia 
Clouds  quenefa  the  sun.  and  thundei^emoke 
Strangles  the  air,  and  fire  eclipses  heaveiw 
Phflosephy,  thou  canst  not  even 
Compel Iheir  causes  underneath  thy  yoke: 
From  yonder  clouds  even  to  the  waves  behnv 
Tlie  fiagments  of  a  singfe  ruin  choke 

Imagination's  flight ; 
For,  on  flakes  of  surge)  like  feathen  light. 
The  ashea  of  the  desolaiioii  east 

Upon  the  gloomy  blasts 
Tell  of  die  footsteps  of  the  storm. 
And  nearer  see  the  melancholy  form' 
Of  a  great  ship,  the  outcast  of  the  sea. 

Drives  miserably ! 
And  it  must  fly  the  pity  of  the  port. 
Or  perish,  and  its  last  and  sole  resort 
Is  its  own  raging  enemy. 

The  terror  of  the  thrilling  eiy 

Was  a  fiital  prophecy 

Of  coming  death,  who  hovers  now 

tJpon  that  shattered  prow. 

That  they  who  die  not  may  he  dying  still 

And  not  alone  die  insane  elements 

An  populous  with  wild  portents. 

But  that  sad  ship  is  as  a  miracle 

Of  sudden  ruin,  for  it  drives  so  fost 

It  seems  as  if  it  had  anay'd  its  ibim 

With  ihe  headlong,  stonn. 

It  strikes — ^I  almost  feel  the  ahoek, — 

It  stumbles  on  a  jogged  rock« — 

Sparkles  of  blood  on  the  white  foam  tra 

A  Tempettr-^AU  eaccZotm  u^iikin. 
We  are  all  lost! 

DJEMON  (wtiAm>. 

Now  from  this  plank  will  I 
Pbsb  to  the  land,  and  thu/fulfil  my  scheme. 

CYPI^IAN. 

As  in  contempt  of  the  elemental  rage 

A  man  comes  forth  in  safety,  while  the  siup'k 

Great  form  is  m  a  watery  ediipse 

Obliteiated  from  the  Ocean's  page,     . 

And  round  its  wreck  the  huge  sea  mansieii  si^ 

A  horrid  conclave,  and  the  whistling  wave 

Are  heaped  over  its  carcase,  like  a  grave. 

The  DiEMO^  eHteri,  at  eeoaped  from  the  sea. 

9JBM0N  (aside) 

It  was  essential  to  my  purposes 
To  wake  a  tumult  on  the  sapphire  ocean. 
That  in  this  unknown  form  I  might  at  length 
Wipe  out  the  blot  of  the  discomfiture 
Su«tain'd  upon  the  mountain,  and  aahail 
With  a  new  war  the  soul  of  Cyprian, 
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FoTpDg  the  initraineiito  of  lam  deitractioD 
Even  from  hii  love  and  fiom  hie  wiadoai.—- <% .' 
BeloTed  e^h,  dear  mother,  in  thy  hoaora 
I  seek  a  refuge  from  the  mooiter  who 
PrecipitateB  iiaelf  ii|ieo  me^ 

CTP&IAN. 

Friend. 
Collect  thyielf ;  and  he  the  menBory 
Of  thy  late  •iifieriog,  and  thy  gieateat  aormw. 
Bat  as  a  ahadow  of  the  past, — fi>r  nothing 
Beneath  the  circle  of  the  nxKm,  but  flowa 
And  changes  and  can  never  know  repofe. 

DMMOIf. 

And  who  art  thou,  before  whose  ftet  my  fitte 
Has  prostrated  me? 

OYPUAN. 

One  who,  moved  with  pity. 
Would  Ax>the  its  stings. 

l>iBHON. 

Oh !  that  oan  never  be ! 
No  solace  can  my  lasting  sorowb  £nd. 

CTPBUIV. 

Whereiibre  ? 

DUBMON. 

Becsose  my  happiness  is  lost 
Yet  1  lament  what  has  long  cessed  to  be 
fhe  object  of  desire  or  merooiyt 
And  my  life  is  not  life. 

CYPRIAN. 

Now,  since  the  foiy   . 
Of  this  eardiquaking  hurricane  is  still. 
And  the  crystalline  heaven  has  reassumed 
Its  windless  calm  so  quickly,  that  it  seems    . 
As  if  its  heavy  wrath  had  been  awaken'd 
Only  to  overwhelm  that  ve^l,-'-tpeak, 
Who  art  thou,  and  whence  comest  thou  T 

DiEMON. 

Far  more 
My  coming  hither  cost,  than  thou  hast  seen 
Or  I  can  telL     Among  my  misadventures 
Thw  shipwreck  is  the  least    Wilt  thou  heart 

CTPRIAN. 

Speak. 

IMUION. 

Since  thou  desirest,  I  will  then  unveil 
Myself  to  thee ; — ^for  in  myself  I  am 
A  world  of  happineai  and  misery ; 
This  I  have  lost,  and  that  I  must  lament 
For  ever.    In  my  attributes  I  stood 
So  high  and  so  heroically  great, 
In  lineage  so  supreme,  and  with  a  genius 
Which  penetrated  with  a  glance  the  world 
Beneath  my  feet,  that,  won  by  my  high  merit, 
A  king — whom  I  may  call  the  king  of  kings. 
Because  all  others  tremble  in  their  pride 
Before  the  terrors  of  his  countenance, 
[n  his  high  palace,  rooPd  with  brightest  gems 
!)f  li  ving  ligbt-*»caU  them  the  stars  of  Heaven — 
Vamed  me  his  counsellor.     But  the  high  praise 
)tiing  me  with  pride  and  envy,  and  I  rose 
n  mighty  competition,  to  ascend        , 
lis  seat  and  place  my  feot  triumphantly 
'pon  his  sul^t  thrones.     Chastised,  I  know 
?he  depth  to  which  ambition  fells ;  too  mad 
Vaa  the  attempt,  and  yet  more  mad  were  now 
tepentance  of  the  irrevocable  deed  >^ 
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Th^refere  I  chose  this  ruin  with  the  glory 

Of  ix)t  to  be  subdued,  befere.the  shame 

Of  reconciling  me  laith  bilh  who  reigns 

By  coward  cesmm.^ — Nor  was  I  akme. 

Nor  am  I  now,  nor  shall  I  he  alone ; 

And  there  was  hope,  tfnd  there  may  still  be  hope. 

For  many  suffrages  among  his  vasnls 

Hail*d  me  their  lord  and  king,  and  many  still 

Are  mine,  and  many  more,  perchance,  shall  be. 

Tlius  vanquish'di  though  in  feet  victorious, 

I  left  his  seat  of  empire,  from  mine  eye 

Shooting  ibrth  poisonous  lightning,  while  my  woidi 

With  inaQs^eious  thnnderings  shook  Heaven, 

Proclaiming  vengeonoe,  public  as  my  wrong. 

And  imprecating  on  his  prostrate  slaves 

Rapine,  and  death,  and  outrage,    Then  I  saiTd 

Over  the  mighty  fabric  of  (he  world, 

A  pirate  ambush'd  in  its  pathless  sands, 

A  lynx  crouch'd  watchfully  among^  its  caves 

And  craggy  shores ;  and  I  have  wander'd  over 

The  expanse  of  these  wide  wildernesses 

In  this  great  ship,  whose  bulk  is  now  -dissolved 

In  the  light  breathings  of  the  invisible  wind. 

And  which  the  sea  has  made  a  dustleai  rain. 

Seeking  ever  a  mbuntain,  through  whoae  ibrests 

I  seek  a  roan,  whom  I  must  now  compel 

To  keep  his  word  with  me.    I  came  array'd 

la  tempest ;  and  although  my  power  could  well 

Bridle  the  ferest  winds  in  their  career. 

For  other  causes  1  forbore  to  soothe 

Their  fury  to  Favonian  gentleness, 

I  could  and  would  not  (thus  I  wake  in  him    [And$ 

A  love  of  magic  art).    Let  not  this  ^mpest. 

Nor  the  succeeding  calm,  excite  thy  woiidei; ; 

For  by  my  art  the  sun  would  turn  as  pale 

As  his  weak  sister  with  unwonted  fear. 

And  in  my  wisdom  are  the  orbs  of  Heaven 

Written  as  in  a  record  ;  I  have  pierced 

The  flaming  circles  of  their  wondrous  spheres, 

And  knc^  them  as  ihou  kndwost  every  coriier 

Of  this  dim  spot     Let  it  not  seem  to  thee 

That  I  boast  vainly  ;  wouldst  thou  that  I  work 

A  charm  over  this  waste  and  savage  wuod. 

This  Babylon  of  crags  and  aged  trees. 

Filling  its  leafy  coverts  with  a  horrev 

ThrilKng  and  strange  7  I  am  the  friendless  guest 

Of  these  wild  oaks  and  pinee — and  as  fiom  thee 

I  have  received  the  hospitality 

Of  this  rade  place,  I  offer  thee  the  fruit 

Of  years  of  toil  in  recompense ;  whate'er 

Thy  wildest  dream  presented  to  thy  thou^^t 

As  object  of  de^re,  that  shall  be  thine. 

*  *  *  *  «  . 

And  thenceforth  shall  so  firm  an  amity 
*T  wixt  thou  and  me  be,  that  iteither  fortune. 
The  monstrous  phantom  which  pursues  success. 
That  careful  miser,  that  free  prodigal. 
Who  ever  alternates  with  changeful  hand. 
Evil  and  good,  reproach  and  feme ;  nor  Time, 
That  load-star  of  tha  ages,  to  whose  beam 
The  winged  years  speed  o*er  the  intervals 
Of  their  unequal  revolutionB ;  nor 
Heaven  itself,  whose  beautiful  bright  stars 
Rule  and  adorn  the  world,  can  ever  make 
The  least  division  between  thee  and  me. 
Since  now  I  fold  a  refuge  ih  thy  fevor. 
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SCRNE  m. 
The  DiBMON  IcnpCi  Jonoi a,  %oko  i$  a  CShn'tfiaM. 

piBMON. 

Abyai  of  Hell !  I  call  on  tbee^     . 
Thou  wild  miuule  of  thine  own  aiiarefay ! 
From  thy  priaon-house  set  free' 
The  spiriii  of  voluptuous  death, 
That  with  their  mighty  breath 
They  may  destroy  a  world  of  viigin  thooKhta; 
Let  her  chaste  mind  with  ianciei  thick  at  motea 
Be  peopled  from  thy  shadowy  deep^    . 
Till  her  guiUlees  phantasy 
Full  to  overflowin((  be  ! 
And  with  sweetest  hanaony. 
Let  birds,  and  flowen^  and  leaTt%  and  aU  thinfi 
move 
To  love,  only  to  love. 
Let  nothing  meet  her  eyes  , 

But  signs  of  Love's  soft  victofies; 
Let  nothing  meet  her  ear  ' 
But  sounds  of  Love's  sweet  sonow, 
So  that  irom  iaith  no  succor  she  may  bonow^ 
But,  guided  by  my  spirit  bUnd 
And  in  a  magic  snare  entwined^ 
She  may  now  seek  Cyprian. 
Begin,  while  I  in  silence  bind 
My  voice,  when  thy  sweet  song  thou  halt  bagiiDi 

A  YoicB  wmnir. 
What  is  the  gloiy  far  above 
All  else  in  human  tifef 

AU* 

Love!  love! 
[WkSe  ikue  wordi'ttre  mmg,  the  Vmhov gou  tmt 
of  one  door,  and  JuntNA  enters  at  ameUter. 

Tin  FIRST  VOICK. 

There  is  no  form  in  which  the  fire 
Of  love  its  tiaces  has  impresB*d  not 
BAan  lives  far  more  in  bve's  desire 
Than  by  life's  breath,  soon  poonc8s*d  not 
If  all  that  lives  must  love  or  die, 
AU  shapes  on  earth,  or  sea,  or  pky. 
With  one  consent  to  Heaven  cry 
That  the  glory  far  abbve 
All  else  in  life  is — 

ALL. 

Love!  Olovef 

•    JITBTINA. 

Thou  melancholy  thought  which  a|t   ■ 
So  fluttering  and  so  sweet,  to  thee 
When  did  I  give  the  liberty 
Thus  to  afflict  my  heart  ? 
What  is  the,  cause  of  this  new  power 
Which  doth  my  fev^r'd' being  move. 
Momently  raging  more  and  more? 
What  subtle  pain  is  kindled  now 
Which  from  my  heart  doth  oveiflow 
Into  my 


Love,Q]0v*l 

JU8T1NA. 

Tis  that  enamor'd  nlgfatixtgale 
MTho  gives  me  the  reply ; 
He  ever  tells  the  same  soft  tale 
Of  passion  and  of  constancy 


To  his  male,  who  lapt  and  ftod 
Tistiwring  sits,  a  faeogh  beyend. 
Be  silent,  Nightingale-— oo  move- 
Make  me  think,  in  hearing  thee 
Thus  tenderly  thy  k>v6  deplare, 
tf  a  bird  can  feel  iiis  so^        •  ^ 
What  a  man  would  feel  for  me. 
And,  virfuptilous  vine,  O  thou , 
Who  seekeat  mosi  when  leatf 
To  the  trunk  tboB  interlaeest 
Art  Ihe  vetdnre  which  embwusst. 
And  the  weight  which  is  its  min^-*- ' 
No  more,  with  green  embnoes,  vine. 
Make  me  think  on  what  thou  lovest,r— 
For  whibt  thou  thus  thy  boughs  entwine; 
I  fear  lest  thou  shooldst  leach  me,  sophitf. 
How  arms  might  be  entangled  ftxx 
Lighi^enchanted  sunflower,  thou 
Who  jiaaest  ever  true  and  tender 
On  the  san^  ivvolviiig  s](iiendor! 
Follow  Qot  his  fai(hle«  g^anee 
With  thy  faded  oountenanoe. 
Nor  teach  my  beating  heart  to  feai; 
If  leaves  cai)  mourn  without  a  ti 
How  eyea  nuttt  weep*   O 
Cease  from  thy  enamsr^d  taley 
Leafy  viqe,  unwreaihe  thy  bowei^ 
Restless  sua/k>wer,  oease  to  mover— 
Or  tell  me  all,  what  poiaonons  power 
Yeusea^unst 


Love!  love!  love! 


JUsniiA. 


It  cannot  be.i— Whom  have  I  ever  lovedf 
Trophies  of  my  oblivion  and  <fiadafai,' 
Floro  and  Lelio  did  I  not  regectf 
And  Cyprian  f-^ 

[Ske-beeOKut  trouUed  at  de  mame  of  Cjpnaa 
Did  I  not  requite  hSm 
With  such  severity,  that  he  has  fled 

Where  none  has  ever  heard  of  him  again  f 

Alas !  I  now  begin  to  fear  that  this 

May  be  the  oceaskm  whence  desire  grows  bold. 

As  if  there  were  no  danger.    From  the  moment 

That  I  pronounced  to  my  own  listening  heait, 

Cyprian  is  absent,  O  me  miserable ! 

I  kiiow  not  what  I  ieel !  [ilhre  admlg 

It  nrast  be  pity,    . 
To  thmk  that  snch  a  man,  whom  all  die  worid 
Admired,  should  be  foigot  by  all  the  worid, 
And  I  the  cause.  [She  again  beeomee  froaBU 

And  yet  if  it  were  pity, 
Floro  and  Lelio  might  have  equal  share. 
For  they  are  both  imprison'd  fi>r  my  sake.    [Gi&nty 
Alas!  what  reasonings  ar^  these f  it  is 
Enough  I  pity  him,  and  that  m  ^n, 
Without  this  ceremonious  subtle^. 
And  woe  is  me !  I  know  nbft  where  to  find  him  now, 
Even  should  I  seek  him  through  this  wide  vroild. 

Enter  Dmaon. 

DAMON. 

FoQow,  and  1  will  lead  thee  where  he  is. 

JusnifA. 

And  who  art  thou,  who  bast  found  entrance  hidier 
Into  my  chamber  through  the  doois  and  locks? 
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Art  dwo  a  mnistioai  ihailowwhiGli  my  ^n^^nma 
Hm  foni'd  in  the  kUe  fkir  ? 

No.   I  am  one 
Call'd  by  the  thought  which  tyrumizes  thee 
Ftom  hie  elenlal  dwelling  ;  .who  this  day 
Is  pledged  to  bear  thee  unto  Cypiian. 

JuartNA. 
So  flhaU  thy  ptowcAm  fiuL    This  ^sony 
Of  paauon  which  afiUcts  my  heart  aod  khiI 
May  sweep  imagination  jn  its  storm ; 
The  w^l  is  firm. 

DJEMON. 

Already  half  is  done 
In  the  imagination  of  an  act^ 
The  sin  inciOr'd,  the  pleasure  then  remains ; 
JLiet  not  the  will  stop  b&lf^way  on  the  rood. 

JUBTINA. 

I  will  noC  be  discouraged,,  nor  despair. 
Although  I  thought  ii.  and  ahheo^  'tis  tnia^ 
That  thought  iaj)ut  a. prelude  to  the  deed{ 
Thought  is  not  in  my  power,  but  aetion  is  2 
I  -will  not  move  my  loot  to  follow  thee. 

BiEMOli. 

But  iar  a  mightier  wMom  than  thine  own 
Exerts  itself  within  thee,  with  sueh  power 
Compelling  thee  lo  that  which  it  inclines 
That  it  shall  ibroe  thy  step ;  how  wilt  thou  fibm 
Resist,  'Justina  t 

JOSTIlffA. 

By  my  fiee-wilL 

DJEMON. 

I 

Must  ibfrce  thy  wilL 

JUSTINA. 

It  is  invincible ; 
It  were  not  fiee  if  thou  faadst  power  upon  it 

[He  drawst  but  cakmal  i^dbeAer. 
fib^MON. 

Come,  where  a  pleasuie  waits  thee. 

JUSTTNA. 

It  were  bought 
Too  dear. 

DAMON. 

Twill  soodie  Ay  heart  to  softsst  pesos. 

JUBTINA. 

Tie  dread  captivity. 

DAEMON. 

Tisjoy, 'tMgloiy. 

•  JUSTINA. 

Tia  shame,  *tis  torment,  *tis  despsir. 

'   '  Bsthow 

Canst  thou  defend  thyself  from  thst  or  m^ 
If  my  power  drags  thee  onward  t 

JUatlNA. 

.  My  defence 
CoDsists  in  God. 

[He  vainly  endeovor$  to  force  her,  and  at  loBl  re- 
leases her. 

DJBMON. 

Woman,  thou  hsst  sabda«A  me^ 
Only  by  not  owning  thyself  subdued. 
But  since  thou  thus  findest  defence  in  God, 
I  will  assume  a  feigned  Ibrm,  nw^  thus 
Make  thee  a  victim  of  my  baffled  nge. 
For  I  will  mask  a  spirit  in  thy  iorm. 


.Who  will  betray  thy  nsme-to  iniamy. 

And  doubly  shall  I  taumph  in  thy  kiai, 

f  imt  by  dishonoring  thee,  and  then  by  iumiog 

False  pleasure  to  true  ignominy.    .  (EA. 

lOSTINA. 

.    I 

Appeal  to  Heaven  against  thee;  so  that  Heaven 
May  scatter  thy  dehistons,  and  the  blot 
Upon  my  fame  vanish  in  idle  thought, 
Even  as  flame  dies  in  the  envious  au , 
And  as  the  flowenc  wanes  at  morning  frost. 

And  thou  shouldst-never ^But,  alas !  t*  whom 

Do  I  still  speak  f— Did  not  a  man  but  now 
Stand  here  beibre  me  f — No,  I  am  alone. 
And  yet  I  saw  him.    b  he  gone  so  quickly  f 
Or  eoB  the  heated  mind  engender  shapes 
From  its  own  fear?    Some  teiHble  and  strange 
Peril  is  near.    Lisander .'  father  1  loid  I « 
Livia.' — 

Enter  Ijbander  and  Liviiu 

luanokr. 
O,  my  daughter!  What? 

UVIA. 

What! 

JVBTINA. 

Saw  yon 
A  man  go  fi^tfa  fiom  my  apartment  immv  • 
I  scarce  sustain  myself! 

libandh. 
A  manhaie 

JOSTUfA. 

Have  you  aoc  seen  him^ 

UVIA. 

No,  lady. 

.  nrsTiNA. 
I  saw  him. 

UBANDKlt. 

Tis  hnpoouble ;  the  doovs 
Which  led  to  this  apartment  were  all  lock'd. 

UVIA  (aside). 
I  dare  say  it  was  Moeoon  whom  she  saw. 
For  he  was  look'd  up  in  my  mom. 

USAMDXa. 

Itmufrt 
Have  been  some  image  of  thy  phanla^i 
Such  melancholy  as  thou  ieedest,  is 
Skflfhl  in  ftming  sueh  hi  the  vam  air 
Out  of  the  motes  aod  atoim  of  the  day. 

LIVIA. 

My  master  1b  m  the  right 

JUtTINA. 

O,  WQuld  it 
Deluskm !  But  I  fear  some  greater  ilL 
I  feel  as  if  out  of  my  bleeding  bosom 
My  heart  Were  lorn  in  fragments ;  ay. 
Some  mortal  spell  is  wrought  against  my  ftame. 
So  potent  was  the  charm,  that  had  not  God 
Siielded  my  humble  innocence  from  wrong, 
I  should  have  sought  my  sorrow  and  my  shame 
With  willing  steps. — ^livia,  quick  bring  my  closlu 
For  I  most  seek  refbge  fiom  these  eztiemes 
Even  m  the  temple  of  the  highest  God 
Which  secretly  the  fiuthfiil  worship. 


Here. 


UYIA. 
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jumNA  tp^4ting  on  her  dooft). 
In  thii,  SB  in  a  shroud  of  snow,  may  I . 
Qaenoh  Ae  oonniming  ftie  in  which  I  bum. 
Wasting  away !        ^       ^ 

USANDBR. 

And  I  will  go  with  thee. 

LITIA. 

When  I  once  see  them  safe  out  of  the  houie, 
I  ihAil  breathe  freely. 

JVSTIlfA. 

So  do  I  confide 
En  thy  just  ftvor,  Jleoven  I 

UBANDUt. 

Let  08  go. 

JUVTINA. 

Thine  is  the  cause,  great  Godi  turn  for  my  sabe. 
And  ior  thine  own.  mercifully  to  me ! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  MOSCHUS. 

Pav  bved  his  neighbor  Echo—but  thlit  child 

Of  Earth  and  Air  pined  for  the  Satyr  lea|iing ; 
The  Satyr  loved  with  wasting  madness  wild 

The  bright  nymph  Lyda, — and  to  three  went 
weeping. 
As  Pftn  loved  E^ho,  Echo  loved  the  Satyr ; 

The  Satyr,  hyda. — and  thus  loVe  consumed  them.r- 
And  thus  to  each — which  was  a  woful  matter — 

To  bear  what  they  inflicted,  justice  doom*d  them ; 
For  inasmuch  as  each  might  hate  the  lover, 

(!ach  loving,  so  was  hated. — Ye  that  love  not 
Be  wam'd — ^ip  thought  turn  this  example  over, 

That  when  ye  love,  the  like  return  ye  prove  not 


SCENES 
ntoM  THB  FAVsrr  or  gojethk. 


rSOLOOUE  IN  HKAVEN. 

Tm  Lord  €md  Ike  Hott  of  Heanoen. 
EMtr  three  Arckangdt. 

KAPHAKJU 

Thk  sun  makes  music  as  of  old 

Amid  the  rival  spheres  of  Heaven, 
On  its  predestined  circle  roll'd 

With  thunder  speed :  the  Angels  even 
Draw  strength  froin  -gazing  on  its  glance, 

Though  none  its  meaning  fathom  may  >• 
The  world's  unwither*d  countenance 

Is  bright  as  at  creation's  day.' 

GABRIKL. 

And  swift  and  swift,  with  rapid  lightness. 

The  adorned  Earth  spins  silently, 
Alternating  Elysian  brightness 

With  deep  and  dreadful  night;  the  sea 
Foams  in  broad  billows  from  the  deep 

Up  to  the  rocks,  and  rocks  and  ocean, 
Onward,  with  spheres  which  never  sleep, 

Are  hurried  in  eternal  motion. 

MICHAEL. 

And  tempests  in  oontenticm  roar 
From  land  to  sea,  from  sea  to  land ; 

And,  raging,  weave  a  chain  of  power. 
Which  girds  the  earth,  as  with  a  band. 


A  flaahing  desohtioB  Iheie, 

Flames  before  Che  diundei's  tviy  v  * 

Bot  thy  servants,  Loid !  revere 
The  gentle  changes  of  .thy  day. 

CHORUS'  OF  t«R>THRBB. 

Tha  Angels  draw  strength  from  thy  glance^ 
Though  no  one  comprehend  thee  may ; — 

Thy  world's  unwitber'd  countenance 
iM  bright  ^  on  creation's  day.* 

Enter  MEPHnrrOFHRLia. 

mSPHiaTOPHRLKS. 

As  thou,  O  Lord !  onee  more  art  kind  enough 

To  interest  thyself  in  our  a&irs— 

And  ask,  **  How  goes  it  with  you  there  below!'* 

And  as  indulgently  at  other  times 

Thou  todkest  not  my  visits  in  ill  part 

Thou  seest  me  here  once  more  among  thy  hooseboid. 

Though  I  should  scandalize  this  company. 

You  will  excuse  me  if  T  do  not  talk 

In  the  high  style  which  they  think  ftshiqnable ; 

My  pathos  would  certainly  make  you  laugh  too. 

Had  you  not  long  since  given  aver  laughing. ' 

Nothing  know  I  to  say  of  suns  and  worids ; 

I  observe  only  how  men  plague  themselves ; — 

The  little  god  o'  the  worid  keeps  the  same  stamp. 

As  wonderful  as  on  creation's  tiay;— 

A  little  better  would  he  live,  hadst  thou 

Not  given  him  a  gliinpse  of  heaven's  light 

Which  he  calls  reason,  and  employs  it  only 

To  live  more  beastUly  than  any  beast 

With  reverence  to  your  Lordship  be  it  spoken. 

He's  like  one  of  those  long^legg'd  graashoppen. 

Who  ffils  and  jumps  about,  and  sings  for  ever 

*  RAraiJEL. 

The  sun  soands,  aeoording  to  aaeaent  castoaa. 

In  the  Bong  of  emulation  of  his  hrotber^iplieres. 

And  its  forewritien  circle 

Fulfils  with  a  step  of  thunder. 

lu  eountenanoe  gives  the  Angels  strength. 

Though  no  one  can  fkthom  it, 

The  incredible  high  works 

Are  excellent  as  at  the  first  day. 

OABRIRL. 

And  swift,  and  inconceivably  switt 

The  adornment  of  earth  winds  itself  round. 

And  exchanges  Paradise-clearness 

With  deep  dreadful  night. 

Hie  sea  foams  in  broad  waves 

From  its  deep  bott<Mii,  up  to  the  rocks. 

And  rocks  and  sea  are  torn  on  together 

la  the  eternal  swift  course  of  the  spheces. 

mCRAKk 

And  stoms  roar  in  emulation 
From  sea  to  land,  ftoin  land  to  sea. 
And  make,  raginff,  a  chain 
Of  deepest  operation  round  abouL 
There  flames  a  flashing  destruction 
Before  the  path  of  the  thunderbolt. 
But  thy  servants,  l»rd,  revere 
The  gentle  alternations  of  thy  day. 

cnoRos. 
Tliy  countenance  gives  the  Anfels  strengt* 
Though  none  can  comprehend  thee : 
iknd  all  thy  lofty  works 
Are  excellent  as  at  the  first  day. 

Such  is  a  literal  translation  of  thisastonishSinACbanzi: 
It  is  impossible  tofepresent  in  another  lanjruagi,  nemelody 
of  the  versification ;  evoo  the  volatile  strength  and  deli 
cacy  of  the  ideas  escape  in  the  crucible  of  translstioo. 
and  the  reader  is  surprised  to  find  a  caput  mottuunL— 
^fa<Aer'«  JVMs. 
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The  taiM  old  woog  i*die  gna.  .  There  let  him  lie, 
BiBr]riiig  hie  uom  in  ever^  heep  of  dupg. 

Obto  yon  iMvnora  to  Hi^^  ^^  7^*^  oone  hera 
Always  lo  ecold,  and  oevil,  and'  complain? 
8eeme  nothipg;  ever  ri^t  to  yoQ  on  earth? 


No.  Lord !  I  find  all  there,  as  even  had  at  hart. 
Even  I  am  eony  Ibr  man's  dayi  of  lorraw; 
I  eonld  myaelf  almost  give  op  the  pleasnre 
Of  piagving  the  poor  Aingik 


TmLomn. 

Kaowest  dioa  Faartf 


The  Doctor? 


THE  LORD. 

Ay;  my  tervant Fanrt? 


Ihtmlh 
He  Mnres  yoQ  in  a  fashion  quite  h|a  own ; 
And  iho  feol*s  meat  and  diink  are.  not  of  earth. 
His  aspirations  bear  him  on  so  iar 
That  lie  is  half  aware  of  his  own  folly. 
For  he  demands  from  Heaven  its  ftirest  star. 
And  fiom  the  earth  the  highest  joy  it  hears : 
Yet  all  things  frr,  and  all  things  near,  are  vain 
To  calm  the  deep  emotions  of  his  breast 

TBS  ZiORDw 

Though  ho  now  serves  me  in  a'clond  of  enor, 
I  will  soon  lead  him  Ibrth  to  the  clear  day. 
When  trees  look  green,  full  well  the  gardener  knows 
That  fruits  and  bfeoms  will  deck  the  coming  3rear. 

MEranrroPHKLia. 
What  win  yon  bet  T — now  \  am  sore  of  winning  • 
Only,  obeervo  yon  give  me  foil  permission' 
To  lead  him  softly  on  my  path. 

.•TBA  LORDw 

As  loii^ 
As  he  shall  live  upon  the  earth,  so  kmg 
Is  nothing  uhfo  thee  forbidden — Man 
Must  err  till  he  has  oeased  to  straggle. 

incniiffroPHSLxa. 

Thanks. 
And  that  is  all  ][  ask ;  for  willingly 
I  never  make  acquaintance  with  the  dead. 
The  foil  fresh  cheeks  of  youth  are  food  for  me ; 
And  if  a  corpse  knocks,  I  am  not  at  home. 
For  I  am  like  a  cat — t  like  to  play 
A  little  wiih  the  mouse  before  I  eat  it 

THK  LORIX 

Well,  well!  it  is  permitted  thee.    Draw  dioa 
His  spirit  from  its  springs ;  as  thou  find'st  power. 
Seise  him  and  lead  him  on  thy  downward  path; 
And  stand  ashamed  when  foilure  teaches  thee 
Hint  a  good  man,  even  in  his  darkest  longings. 
Is  well  aware  of  the  right  way. 


Wen  and  good. 
I  am  ttot  ip  much  doubt  about  my  bet; 
And  if  I  lose,  then  'tis  your  torn  to  crow : 
£njoy  your  triumph  then  with  a  fun  breast 
Ay !  dust  shaU  he  devour,  and  that  vrith  pkaaore, 
like  my  old  panmooiv  the  ftmoos  Snake. 

Tm  LORD. 

Pray  come  here  when  it  suits  yon ;  for  I  never 
Had  much  dislike  for  pecpie  of  your  sorr. 


And,  amcpg  all  the  Spirita  who  lebeU'd, 
The  knave  (Was  ever  the  least  tedious  to  me. 
The  active  spirit  of  man  soon  sleeps^  and  soon 
He  seeks  unbroken  quiet ;  therefore  I 
Have  given  him  the  Devil  for  a  companion. 
Who  may  provoke  him  to  some  sort  6f  work. 
And  must  create  for  Over^ — ^But  ye,  pure 
Children  of  God,  enjoy  etofnal  binnty ; — 
Not  that  which  ever  operates  and  Uves         ' 
Clasp  you  within  the  limits  of  its  love ; 
And  seize  with  sweet  and  melancholy  thoughts 
The  floating  phantoms  of  its  lovelin» 

[JEfaoom  closes  ,*  Iht  ArckangtU  eseant 

MXPHISTOPHKLia. 

From  time  lo  time  I  viut  the  old  foUow,  . 
And  I  take  care  to  keep  on  good  temv  wiA  him. 
Civil  enough  is  this  same  d«]  Almighty, 
To  taUL  80  freely  with  the  Devil  himselil 


MAT.DAT  NIG^. 


BoKim-^l^e  Bartg  Moumtain,  a  de9datB  Cewlry> 
Faust,  MiPRisTorHRLBa. 

MXPBISTOPBXLKS. 

Would  you  not*like  a  broomstick  ?  As  for  me,  ' 

I  wish  I  had  a  goojd  stout  ram  to  ride ; 

For  we  are  stUl  for  from  the  appointed  place. 

rAUST. 

This  knotted  staff  is  he^  enough  §br  me. 
Whilst  I  feel  fresh  upon  my  legs.    What  good 
Is  there  in  making  short  a  pleasant  way  ? 
To  creep  along  the  labyrinths  of  the  vales, 
AndT  climb  those  rooks,  where  ever-babbling  sptingiB 
Precipitate  themselves  in  waterftlls, ' 
Is  the  true  sport  that  seasons  such  a  path. 
Already  Spring  kindles  the  birchen  spray, 
And  the  hoar  pines  already  feel  her  brea^ : 
Shan  she  not  work  also  within  our  hmbs  t 

MBPHISTOniKLIS. 

Nodiing  of  such  an  influence  do  I  feel : 

My  body  is  all  wintry,  and  I  wish 

The  floweiB  upon  our  path  were  frost  snd  snow 

But  see,  how  melancholy  rises  now. 

Dimly  uplifting  her  belated  beam. 

The  blank  unwelcome  round  of  the  red  moon. 

And  gives  so  bad  a  light,  that  every  step 

One  stumbles  Against  some  crag.  With  yourpeimisBion 

1 11  call  an  Igtiis-fotuns  to  our  aid ; 

I  see  one  yonder  burning  jqllily. 

Halloo,  my  friend  f  may  I  request  that  you 

Would  fovor  us  with  your  bright  company? 

Why  should  yon  blaze  away  there  to  no  purpose? 

Ptay  be  so  good  as  light  lis  up  this  way. 

lOICIS-rATUUS. 

With  reverence  be  it  spoken,  I  vrill  try 
To  overcome  the  lighmoss  of  my  nature : 
Our  oouxse,  yon  know,  is  generally  sigiag^ 

MIPHISTOraEUES. 

Ha !  ha !  your  wonbip  thinks  you  have  to  deal 
Wi^  men.    Go  straight  on,  in  the  Devil's 
Or  I  shan  puff  your  flickering  life  out 


laiflS-PATUVS. 


Won, 


I  see  you  are  the  master  of  the  house ; 
I  will  accommodate  myself  to  you. 
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Only  oomidor,  that  tonight  thb  Mountain 

fa  aJl  enchanted,  and  if  Jack-tt-Lantem 

Slows  you  his  way,  though  yon  ihould  miss  yonr  own. 

You  ought  not  to  be  too  oxact  vnih  him. 


rAUBT,  MXrHIBTOrHKLlS,  and  lONHHTATUtll,  in  tUteT' 

'   note  Chorus. 

The  limits  of  the  sphere  of  dream. 
The  bounds  of  true  and  false,  are  past 

Lead  us  on,  thou  wandering  Gleam, 
Xicad  us  onward,  iar  and  fast, 
To  the  wide,  the  desert  waste. 

But  see,  how  swift  advance  aiid  shift, 

Trees'behind  trees,  it>w  by  row, — 
How  clift  by  cHft,  rocks  bend  and  lift 

Their  frowning  foreheads  as  we  go. 

The  giantFsnouted  crags,  ho !  ho ! 

How  they  snort,  and  how  they  blow ! 

Through  Che  mossy  sods  and  stones 
Stream  and  streamlet  hurty  down, 
A  rushing  throng !  A  sound  of  song 
Beneath  the  vault  of  Heayeq  is  blown! 
Sweet  notes  of  love,  the  upealdng  tooes 
Of  this  bright  day,  sent  down  toviy 
That  Paradise  on  Earth  is  known, 

^  Resound  around,  beneath,  above. 

'  AH  we  hope  and  aU  we  love 
Finds  a  voicejn  this  blithe  strain. 
Which  wakens  hill  ^md  wo^  and  riQ, 
And  vibrates  far  o'er  field  and  vale. 
And  which  Echo,  like  the  tale 

'  Of  old  times,  repeats  again. 

Tu*whoo !  tn-wboo !  near,  nearer  now- 
The  found  of  song,  the.  rushin|f  throng! 
Are  the  screech,  the  lapwing,  and  the  jay. 
All  awake  as  if  'twere  day! 

See,  with  k>ng  legs  and  belly  wide, 

A  saUmandor  in  the  brake ! 

Every  root  is  like  a  snake. 

And  along  the  loose  hill-side. 

With  strange  contortions  |hroogh  the  night, 

Curls,  to  seize  or  to  affright; 

And,  animated,  strong,. and  many. 

They  dart  forth  polypus-antenne. 

To  blister  with  their  poison  spume 

The  wanderer.    Through  the  dazzling  gloom 

The  many-oolor*d  mice,  that  thread 

The  dewy  turf  beneath  our  tread. 

In  troops  each  other's  motions  cross. 

Through  the  neaih  atid  through  the  moai ; 

And,  in  legions  intertangled. 

The  fire-flies  flit,  and  swarm,  and  throng. 

Till  all  the  mountain  depths  are  spengl^ 

Tell  me,  shall  we  go  or  stdy  t 
Bhall  we  onward  f  Come  along! 
Every  thing  around  is  swept 
Forward,  onward,  far  away ! 
Trees  and  masses  intercept 
The  sight,  and  wisps  on  every  tide 
Are  puflTd  up  and  auttipliod. 


MErmsropihCLtt.   ' 
Now  vigonrasly  seise  my  skirt,  and  gain 
This  pinnacle  of  isolated  cn^. 
One  may  observe  with  wonder  finn  tbk 
How  Mammon  glows  among  the  raonnittDa. 


VAUOT. 


Ay- 


And  atnqngiriy  thnmgh  the  solid  depHh  below 
A  melancholy  light,  like  the  red  dawn^ 
Shoots  from  the  lowest  goig«  of  the  abyaa 
Of  mountains,  lightening  hitherward:  fbev 
PillarB  of  smoke,  hare  clouds  float  gently  by ; 
Here  the  light  bums  soft  as  the  enkindled  air. 
Or  the  illumined  dust  of  golden  flowen ; 
And  now  it  glides  like  tend^  colon  spreading ; 
And  now  bunis  fbrUi  in  fbuptains  from  the  earth ; 
And  now  it  winds,  one  torrent  of  broad  light. 
Through  the  far  valley  with  a  hundred  veins ; 
And  now  once  more  within  that  narrow  ooiqer 
Maaaes  itself  into  intensive  splendor. 
And  near  ns,  see,  sparks  spring  out  of  the  gioimd. 
Like  golden  sand  scatter'd  upon  the  darkness ; 
The  pinnacles  of  that  black  wall  of  mountains 
That  hems  us  in,  are  kindled. 

MKPaiSTprHBLlS. 

,  Rare,  infailhl 
D09S  not  Sir  Mammon  glorioosly  illominata 
His  palace  for  this  festival— it  is 
A  pleasure  which  you  had  not  known  hefbie.  • 
I  spy  the  boisterous  guests  already. 

How 

The  children  of  the  wind  rage  in  the  air! 

With  what  fierce  strokes  they  &11  upon  mj  neck! 

lamiSTorjiiLBi. 
Cling  tightly  to  the  oM  ribs  of  the  esag. 
Beware !  for  if  with  them  thou  warrsst 
In  their  fierce  flieht  tov«;^s  the  wilderness, 
Their  breath  will  iweep  thee  into  dust,  and  drag 
Thy  body  to  a  grave  in  the  abyss.  . 

A  cloud  thickens  the  night. 
Hark!  how  the  tempest  crashes  through  the  fiireit 

The  owls  fly  out  in  strange  a^ghl ; 
The  columns  of  the  evergreen  palacea 
Are  split  and  shatter'd ; 
Tlie  roots  creak,  and  stretch,  and  groan ; 
And  ruinously  overthrown. 
The  trunks  are  crush'd  and  shatter'd 
By  the  fierce  blast's  unconquerable  stieiB. 
.  Over  each  other  crack  and  cnah  diey  all. 
In  terrible  and  intertangled  fidl ; 
And  through  tlie  ruins  of  the  shaken  imnmiaiE 

llie'airB  hiss  and  howl — 
It  is  not  the  voice  of  the  ibontain, 
Nor  the  wolf  in  his  midnight  prowL 
Dost  thou  qot  hearT 

Strange  accents  are  ringing 
Aloft,  afrr,  anear; 

The  witches  al«  singing! 
The  torrent  of  a  raging  9viiai€  soag 
Siraama  the  whole  mountain  akm^ 

CMOaOB  OF  WTfcm. 

The  atnbUe  is  yellow,  the  com  k  graen, 
'Now  to  the  hrocken  the  witches  go ; 
The  migfaiy  multitude  here  may^  be 
Gathering,  wixard  and  witch,  be]0#. 
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Sv  Uraan  it  attqig  akrft  in  the  air ; 
Hey  over  tlock!  and  hey  over  itone ! 
Twixt  witchei  and  inculn,  what  ihall  be  ione  ? 
Tell  it  who  dare!  tdl  it  who  dare ! 

▲  TOIGI. 

Upon  a  sofw-«\iriiie,  whoae  ianowa  were  nine. 
Old  Baubp  lidelh  alone, 

oHOftin. 
Honor  her,  to  whom  honor  ia  due, 
Old  mother  Baubo^  honor  to  yOa! 
An  able  aow,  with  old  Aaubo  upon  her, 
b  worthy  eC  glory,  abd  worthy  oC  hoiwr!        r 
The  legion  of  wilchea  ia  coming  behind. 
Darkening  th4  night,  and  outapeeding  the  wind^ 

A  yoiCK 
Wtaidi  way  oomeat  dioaf  • 

,  A  voict 

Over  liaenatein. 
Tlie  owl  waa  awake  in  the  white  moonahine : 
I  aaw  her' at  reat  in  her  downy  neat, 
And  ahe  stared  at  me  with  her  broad,  bngiit  eye. 

VOICES. 

And  yon  may  now  as  well  take  your  oonne  on  to  HeU, 
Since  you  ride  by  ao  fint  on  thie  headlong  UaaL 

A'VOICK. 

She  dropp'd  poison  upon  me  as  I  pasL 
Here  are  the 


CHOKua  or  witches. 

Come  away!  oome  along! 
The  way  ia  wide,  the  way  is  long, 
But  what  is  that  for  a  B^Iam  throng  t 
Stick  with  the  ^xong,  and  scratch  widi  the  broom. 
The  child  in  the  cradle  lies  strangled  at  home, 
And  the  mother  is  clapping  her  hands. 

BBM1-OBOKT7S  07  WIZAUM  1. 

We  glide  in 
like  snaib  when  the  women  are  all  away; ' 
And  from  a  houae  once  given  over  to  sin 
Woman  has  a  thousand  plepa  lo  stray. 

SEMI-CHORITB  IL 

A  thonwand  steps  must  a  woman  take. 
Where  a  man  but  a  single  spring  will  make. 

VOICES  ABOVE. 

Come  with  us,  oome  with  us,  from  Felonsee. 

VOICES  BELdW. 

With  what  j(^ 'Would  we  fly  through  the  upper  sky! 
We  are  wash'd,  we  are  *nointed,  stark  naked  are  we; 
But  our  tod  and  our  pain  are  for  ever  in  vain. 

BOTH  'CH0BU8SE& 

^e  wind  is  still,  the  stars  are  fled. 
The  melancholy  moon  is  dead ; 
The  magic  notes,  like  spark  on  sparii« 
Driole,  whistling  through  die  dairk. 
Come  away ! 

VOIOEB  BELOW. 

Stay,  oh  stay  f 

VOICES  ABOVE. 

Out  of  the  eraxmies  ofthe  rocka 
Whocallar 

VOICES  BtLOW. 

Oh,  let  me  join  your  flocks! 
I  three  hundred  years  have  striven 
To  catch  your  sldrt  and  mount  lo 
And  still  in  vain.  •  Oh,  might  I  he 
With  eompany  akin  to  me  1 


BOTH  OHORUSSES. 

Some  on  a  ram  and  sdme  on  a  proog. 

On  poles  and  on  broomstickfi  we  flutter  along ; 

Foriom  is  the  wight  who  can  rise  not  to-night 

A  ■ALP'WITCH  BELOW. 

I  have  been  tripping  this  many  an  hour: 
Are  the  aihem  already  ao  far  before  ? 
No  quiet  at  home,  and>  no  peace  abroad ! 
And  less  methinks  is  found  by  the  road. 

CHORUS  OP  WITCHES. 

Come  onward  away!  aroint  thee,  aroint' 

A  witch  to  be  strong  must  anoint — anoint  — 

Then  every  trough  win  be  boat  enough ; 

With  a  rag  for  a  sail  we  can  fweep  through  the  sk>'7- 

Who  flies  not  to-night,  when  roeana  he  to  fly  f 

BOTH  CnORQSSES. 

We  cling  to  die  skirt,^and  we  strike  on  the  ground , 
Witch-legions  thicken  around  and  around : 
Wisard-awaims  coyer  the  heath  all  over. 

MBPHISTOPBBLBB. 

What  dironging,  dashingt  raging,  rustling ; 
What  whispering,  babbling,  hissing,  bustlmg , 
What  glimmering,  epurdng,  stinking,  burning. 
As  Heaven  and  Earth  were  overturdtng. 
There  is  a  true  witch  element  about  us ! 
Take  hold  on  me,  or  we  shall  be  divided  • ..    .    . 
Where  are  you  X 

VAJJWT  (Jrom  m  iKsfoace) 
Here! 

MEPHISTOrmCLES. 

What? 
I  must  exert  my  autharity  in  tl^e  houae ! 
Place  for  young  Voland — Pmy  make  way,  good  ptople. 
Tako  hold  on  me.  Doctor,  and  with  one  atop 
I^t  us  escape  from  this  unpleasant  crowd : 
They, are  too  mad  for  people  of  n^  sort 
Just  there  shines  a  peculiar  kind  of  light — 
Something  attracts  me  in  those  bushes.  ^  Come 
This  way :  we  shall  slip  down  there  in  a  Bunnle 

VAUST. 

Spirit  of  Contmdiotion !  Well,  lead  on— 
Twere  a  wise  feat  indeed  to  wand«r  out 
Into  the  brocken  upon  May-day  night. 
And  then  to  isolate  oneaelf  in  soom,  ^ 

Disgusted  with  the  humors  of  the. time. 

MEFHlSTOFHELES. 

See  yonder,  round  a  |nany-color*d  flame 
A  meify  club  is  huddled  altogether  t 
Even  with  auch  litde  people  as  sit  there^ 
O&b  would  not  be  alane. 

yAOST. 

Would  dmt  I  were 
Up  yonder  in  the  glow  and  ^hiriing  smoke. 
Where  tfae'Uind  million  rush  impetuously 
To  meet  the  evil  ones ;  there  might  I  solve 
Many  a  riddle  that  tormenta  me ! 

MEPmSTOPHELES. 

Yet       , 
Many  a  riddle  there  is  tied  anew 
Inextricably.    Let  the  great  world  rage ! . 
We  will  stay  here  safe  in  the  quiet  dwellings. 
Tis  an  old  custom.    Men  have  ever  built 
Their  own  small  world  in  the  great  worid  of  alL 
I  see  youDg  witches  naked  there,  and  old  onea 
Wiaaly  attired  with  greater  decency. 
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Be  guided  now  by  me,  and  yoa  shall  buy 
A  pound  of  pleasure  with  a  dram  of  ti^uble. 
I  hear  them  ,tune  their  instruments — one  mXist 
Get  used  to  this  damn'd  scraping.  Come,  1 41  lead  j^oa 
Among  them ;  and  what  there  you  do  and  see. 
As  a  fresh  eompadt  'twixt  as  two  shall  be. 
How  say  you  now  7  this  spade  is  wide  enougli— 
Look  forth,  you  cannot  see  the  end  of  it^ 
A  hundred  bonfires  bum  in  rows,  and  they 
Who  throng  around  them  seem'  innumerable ; 
Dancing  and  drinking,  jabbering,  making  bve. 
And  co6kii^,  are  at  work.    Now  tell  me,  (Hend, 
What  is  there  better  in  the  world  than  thiat 

FAIIBT. 

In  introducing  us,  do  you  assume 
The  charsctei*  of  wiiard  or  of  <devil  t 

MBrHIBTOriIKLJ$. 

In  truth,  I  generally  go  about 

In  strict  incognito ;  and.  yet  one  likes 

To  wear  one's  orders  upon  gala-days. 

I  have  no  ribbon  at  my  knee ;  but  here 

At  bome,  the  cbveh  foot  is  honorable. 

See  you  that  snail  there?— -she  comes  creepingnp^ 

And  with  her  feeling  eyes  hath  smelt  oot  something: 

I  could  not,  if  I  would,  mask  myself  here. 

Come  now,  we'll  go  about  from  fire  to  fire : 

I  '11  be  the  pimp,  and  you  shall  be  the  lover. 

[7b  tome  (M  Women,  wko  an  sitting  rnmd  a 
heap  of  glimmering  coaU. 
Old  gentlewomen,  what  do  you  do  oot  here  f 
You  ought  to  be  with  the  young  rioters 
Right  in  the  thickest  of  the  revelry — 
But  every  one  is  best  content  at  home. 

GCNERAL. 

Who  dare  confide  in  rfght  or  a  just  claim  f 

So  much  as  I  had  dofte  for  them !  and  now— 
With  women  and  the  people  'tis  the  aame, 
Touth  will  stand  foremost  everr— age  may  go 
To  the  dark  gpive  unhonor'd. 

MINI8TGR. 

Now-a-days 
People  assert  their  rights :  they  go  too  far ; 

But  as  for  me,  the  good  old  times  I  praise ; 
Then  we  were  all  in  all,  't  was  something  worth 

One's  while  to  be  in  place  and  wear  a  star ; 
That  was  indeed  the  golden  age  on  earth. 

PAEVBND.* 

We  too  are  active,  and  we  did  and  do 
What  we  ought  not,  perimps ;  and  yet  we  now 
Will  seize,  whilst  all  things  are  whirl'd  round  and  fonnd, 
A  spc^e  of  Fortune's  wheel,  and  keep  our  ground. 

AtTTHOR. 

Who  now  cap  taste  a  treatise  of  deep  sense 
And  ponderous  volt^me  f  'tis  impertinence 
To  write  what  none  will  read,  therefore  will  I 
Td  please  the  young  and  thoughtless  people  try.  • 

kcBrHurroPHCLKS  {who  at  once  (tppeare  to  ham  grown 

very  otd). 
I  find  the  people  ripe  for  the  last  day, 
Since  I  last  came  up  to  die  wizard  mountain ;  i 
And  as  my  little  cask  runs  turbid  now 
So  is  the  world  drain'd  to  the  dregs. 


Gentlemen  ;  do  not  hurry  on  so  fast. 
And  lose  the  chance  of  a  good  pennyworth 
I  have. a  pack  fUll  of  the  choicest  wares 
Of  every  sort,  and  yet  in  all  my  bundle 
Is  nothing  like  what  may  be  found  on  earth ; 
Nothing  that  in  a  moment  will  toake  rich ' 
Men  and  the  worid  with  fine  malicioai  nusduol- 
There  is  no  dagger  drank  with  blood ;  no  bowl 
From  which  consuming  poison  may  be  droin'd 
By  innocent  and  healthy  lipa ;  no  jewel. 
The  price  of  an  abandon'd  maiden's  ahame; 
No  sword  which  cuts  the  bond  it  oannoc  looso 
Or  stafas  the  wearer'a  enemy  in  the  back; 


MKraiSTOPBELBS. 

Goarip,  you  know  httle  of  theai 
What  has  been,  has  been;  what  is  done,  is  par^ 
They  shapn  themselves  into  the  innovatioaa 
They  broed,  and  innovation  drags  us  witk  iL 
The  torrent  of  the  crowd  sweeps  over  as 
Ton  think  to  impel,  and  are  youmelf  impeU'd. 

FADST., 

Who  is  that  yonderf 

MBPvnronreLKS. 

Mark  her  weQ.    It  is 
liUth. 

FAOtr. 

Whot 

mPHlBTOraKLXS. 

liliih,  the  first  wife  of  Adam 
Beware  of  h^r  fair  hair,  for  she  excels 
All  women  in  the  magic  of  her  locks; 
And  when  she  winds  them  round  a  young  HianV 
She  will  not  ever  set  him  free^again. 

FAD8T. 

There  sit  a  giri  and  an  old  woman — (hey 
Seem  to  be  tired  with  pleasure  and  with  play. 


PEDLAR  wrrcBi 


Look  here. 


•  A  sort  of  ftmdholder. 


There  is  no  rest  to-night  for  any  one: 
When  one  dance  end*,  another  is  begun ; 
Come,  let  us  to  it ;  we  shall  have  nre  fan. 

[Faovt  dancet  and  eingt  with  a  OiHt  ani  Ms 
PHI8TOPHKLI9  wjA  on  (Md  Woman. 

BROCTO-PHANTAaillBT. 

What  is  diis  cursed  multitude  about? 

Have  we  not  long  since  proved  to  demonslrelioD 

That  ghosts  move  not  on  ordinary  feet  f 

But  these  are  dancing  just  like  men  and  women. 

THE  GIRL. 

What  doea  he  want  then  at  our  ball  T 

FAUST. 

Oh' he 

Is  far  above  us  all  in  hia  conceit: 

Whibt  we  enjoy,  he  reaaons  of  enjoyment; 

And  any  step  which  in  our  dance  we  tread. 

If  it  be  left  out  of  his  reckoning, 

Is  not  to  be  consider'd  as  a  step. 

There  are  few  things  that  scandalize  him  not : 

And  when  you  whirl  round  in  the  circle  now. 

As  he  went  round  the  wheel  in  his  old  mill. 

He  says  that  you  go  wrong  in  all  reapeela, 

EspecttUy  if  you  congratulate  him 

Upon  the  strength  of  the  resemblance. 


c  fly! 

Vanish !  Unheard-of  impudence !  What,  aiill  then 
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In  this  enlightfoo'd  age  too,  ance  you  have  been 
Proved  not  to  exisC! — Bat  this  infernal  turpod 
Will  hear  no  reaion  and  endure  no  rule.    * 
Ate  we  to  wiee,  and  if  the  j^ond  still  hawited  ? 
How  loi^  have  I  be^  sweeping  out  this  rubbish 
Of  supentition,  and  the  world  will  fM 
Come  clean  ynifh  all  my  pains  \ — it  is  a  case 
Uuheardofi 

THK  OflKI* 

^  Then  leave  off  teasing  as 'so.' 

BROCTO-PHANTAflMJBT. 

I  tell  you,  spirils,  to  your  faces  now. 
That  I  should  not  rcigret  this  despotism 
Of  spirits,  but  that  mine  can  wield  it  not  * 
To-flight  I  dull  make  poor  work  of  it ; 
Yet  I  will  take  a  round  with  you,  and  hope 
Bielbre  my  last  step  in  the  living  dance 
To  beat  the  poet  and  the  devil  together. 

MXPBIBTOPBKLES. 

At  last  he  win  sit  down  in  8om»-lbu]  puddle ! 
That  is  his  way  of  solacing  hiitiseli'; 
Until  some  leech,  diverted  with  bis  gravity'. 
Cures  him  of  spirits  and  the  spirit  together. 

[To  Faust,  vsho  hat  aecededfrom  the  dtmee. 
Why  do  you  let  that  &ir  girl  pass  from  you. 
Who  sung  se  sweetly  to  you  in  the  danoe  f 

rAOST. 

A  red  moose  in  the  middle  of  her  singing 
Sprang  from  her  moutlk 

■CraiBTOPHKUCS. ' 

That  was  all  right,  my  friend ; 
Be  it  enough  diat  the  mouse  was  not  gray. 
Do  not  dnturb  your  hour  of  hap[Mne88 
M^th  close  consideration  of  such  trifles.    . 


Then  saw  I- 


FAU0T. 

mephistOphklks. 
Whatr 

FAUST. 

Seest  thou  qoc  a  pale 
Fair  girl,  standing  alone,  ihr,  fiup  awayf 
She  drags  herself  now  forward  with  alow  steps. 
And  seems  as  if  she  moved  widi  shaekled  feet : 
[  cannot  -overcome  the  thought  that  iriie 
Is  like  poor  Margaret 


Let  it 

No  good  can  come  of  it--it  is  not  well 
To  meet  it — it  is  an  enchanted  phantom, 
A  lifeleas  idol ;  with  its  numbing  look. 
It  freezes  up  the  bjlood  of  man ;  and  they 
Who  meet  its  ghastly  atare  are  tum'd  to  stone, 
Like  those  who  saw  Medusa. 

FAUST. 

Oh,  too  true!    ^ 
Her  eyea  are  like  the  eyes  of  a  iiesh  corpse 
Which  no  beloved  hand  has  closed,  alas! 
That  is  the  heart  which  Margaret  yielded  to 
Thoee  are  the  lovely  limbs  which  I  eqjoy*d ! 

-     MEPmSTOPHKLES. 

It  is  an  magic,  poor  deluded  fool ! 

She  looks  to  every  one  like  his  firat  love. 

FAU9T. 

Oh,  what  delight!  what  woe!  Fcanhot  torn 
My  looks  from  her  sweet  piteous  oounlenance. 
How  strangely  does  a  single  blood-red  line, 

3P 


Not  broader  than  the  sharp  edgeef -a  biiie, 
Adorn  her  lovely  neck! 

MJEPHISTOPHBLn. 

Ay,  A»  can  easry 
Her  head  under  her  fum  upon  occaaion ; 
Peraeua  haa  cut  it  off  lor  her.    Theae  {Measures 
£nd  in  delusion^— Oain  this  rising  ground. 
It  is  as  airy  bora  as  in  a  [    -  ] ' 

And  if  I  am  not  mightily  deceived, 
I  see  a  theatre— What  may  this  mean? 

ATTENDANT. 

Quito  a  new  piece,  the  last  of  seven,  for  'tis 
The  custom  now  to  represent  that  number. 
Tis  written  by  h  bilettante,  and 
Tlie  actora  who  perform  are  Dilettaiiti ; 
Excuae  me,  gentlemen ;  but  I  most  vanish, 
I  am  a  Dilenudte  curtain-lifler. 


FRAGMENTa 


GINEVRA.* 

Wild,  pale,  and  wonderetricken,  even  as  one 
Wild  staggera  forth  into  the  air  and  sun 
Fran  the  dark  chamber  of  a  mortal  fever, 
Bewilder'd,  and  incapable,  and  ever 
Fancying  atrange  oommente  in  her  dizzy  brain 
Of  naual  ahapes,  till  the  £imiliar  tmin 
Of  objecta  and  of  perronii  paaa'd  like' thinp 
Strange  aa  a  dreamer*a  mad  imaginings, 
Ginevra  from  the  nuptial  altar  went ;  ■ 
The  vowa  to  which  her  lipa  had  awom  aaaent 
Rung  in  her  bmin  atill  with  a  jarring  din, 
Deafening  the  loat  intelligence  within. 

And  ao  ahe  moved  under  the  bridal  v^il. 
Which  made  the  paleneaa  of  her  cheek  more  pale, 
And  deepen'd  the  faint  crimson  of  her  mouth. 
And  darkened  her  dark  locks  as  moonlight  dothr— 
And  of  the  gold  and  jewela  glittering  there 
l^e  acarce  felt  conscious, — ^but  the  weary  glare 
Lay  like  a  chaos  of  unwelcome  light, 
Vexing  the  sense  with  gorgeous  undelighL 
A  moonbeam  in  the  shadow  of  a  cloud 
Was  less  heavenly  fair — her  face  was  bow*d. 
And  as  ahe  passM,  the  diamonds  in  her  hair 
Were  minor'd  in  the  polish'd  marble  stair 
Which  led  from  the  cadiedial  to  the  street ; 
And  ever  as  die  went,  her  light  fair  feet 
Erased  these  images. 

The  bride.«iaidens  who  round  her  thrcmging  came. 
Some  with  a  sense'  of  self^robuke  and  shame, 
Envying  the  unenviable ;  and  dthen 
Making  the  joy  which  should  have  been  another's 
Their-  own  by  gentle  sympathy ;  and  some 
Sighing  to  think  of  an  unhappy  home : 
Some  few  admiring  what  can  ever  lure 
Maidens  to  leave  the  heaven  serene  and  pure 
Of  parents*  smiles  for  life's  great  cheat;  a  thing 
Bitter  to  taste,  sweet  in  imagining. 

*  This  fhigment  is  part  of  a  poem  which  Mr.  Bhellej  la- 
tended  to  write,  founded  on  a  atory  to  be  fbund  in  the  Una 
volume  of  s  bookeotiiled  'fL*Osaervatore  Fioreatino.** 
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But  they  are  all  dispersed — and/lo !  she  sgtands 

Looking  in  idle  grief  on  her  white  hands, 

Alone  within  the  garden  now  her  own ; 

And  through  the  sunny  air«  with  jangling  tone, 

The  music  of  the  meny  marriage-beUs, 

Killing  the  azure  silence,  sinks  and  swells ; — 

Absorb'd  Uke  one  within  a  dream  who  dreams 

That  he  is  dreamingt  until  slumber  seems  , 

A  mockery  of  itself— when  suddenly 

Antonio  stood  before  her»  pale  as  she. 

With  agony,  with  Sorrow,  and  with  pride, 

tie  lifted  hi*  wan  eyes  upon  the  bride. 

And  said^^  Is  this  thy  faiih  7"  and  theii  as  one 

Whose  sleeping  face  is  stricken  by  the  sun 

With  light  like  a  harsh  voice,  which  bids  him  rise 

And  look  upon  his  day  of  life  with  eyes 

Which  weep  in  vain  that  they  can  dream  no  more, 

Ginevra  saw  her  lover,  and  forbore 

To  shriek  or  faint,  and  check'd  the  stifling  blood 

Rushing  upon  her  h^art,  and  unsubdued 

Said — **  Friend,  if  earthly  violence  or  ill. 

Suspicion,  doubt,  or  the  tyrannic  will 

Of  parents,  chance,  or  custom*  time  or  change, 

Or  circumstance,  or  terror,  or  revenge. 

Or  wilder'd  Iboks,  or  wdrds,  or  evil  speech. 

With  all  their  stings  [     :  ]  can  impeach 

Our  love, — w^  loye  noc : — if  the  grave  which  hides 

The  victim  fion^  the  tyrant,  and  divides 

Th^  cheek  that  whitens  from  the  eyes  that  dart 

Imperious  inquisition  to  the  heart 

That  is  another's,  could  dissever  oun, 

We  love  not."— ^  What,  do  not  the  silent  houm 

Beckon  thee  to  Gherardi's  bridaUbed  ? 

Is  not  that  ring" a  pledge,  he  would  have  said, 

Of  broken  vaws,  bul  she  Avith  patient  look 
The  golden  circle  from  her  finger  look. 
And  said — •"  Accept  this  token  ef  my  faith. 
The  pledge  of  vows  to  bo  absolved  by  death ; 
And  I  am  dead,  or  shall  be  soon — my  knell 
WiU  mix  ib  music  with  that  merry  bell : 
Does  it  not  sound  as  if  they  sweetly  said, 
*■  We  toll  a  corpse  out  of  the  marriago-bed  7* 
The  flbwett  upon  my  bridal-chamber  strewn 
Will  serve  unfaded  ibr  my  bier — so  soon 
That  even  the  -dying  violet  will  not  die 
Before  Ginevnu"    The  strong  phantasy 
Had  made  her  accents  weaker  and  more  weak. 
And  quench'd  the  crimson  life  upon  hor  cheek* 
And  glazed  her  eyes,  and  spread  an  atmosphere 
Round  her,  which  chill'd  the  burning  noon  with  ftar» 
Making  her  but  an  image  of  she  thought. 
Which,  like  a  prophet  or  a  shadow,  brought 
News  of  the  terrors  ef  the  ooming  time. 
Like  an  accuser  branded  with  the  crime 
He  would  have  cast  on  a  beloved  IneDd, 
Whose  dying  eyes  reproach  not  to  the  end 
The  pale  betrayer — ^he  then  with  vain  repentance 
Woiild  sharp,  he  cannot  now  avert,  the  sentence- 
Antonio  stood  and  would  have  spoken,  when 
The  compound  voice  of  women  and  of  men 
Was  heard  approaching ;  he  retired,  while  she 
Was  led  amid  the  admiring  company  • 
Back  tfi  the  palace, — and  her  maidens  soon 
Changed  her  attire  for  the  aftemoon. 
And  left  her  at  her  own  request  to  keep 
An  faimr  of  quiet  and  rest . — ^tike  one  asleep 


With  opien  eyes  and  folded  hands  she  hy. 
Pale  in  the  lighfof  the  declining  day. 

Meanwhile  the  day  sinks  fiisU^the  sun  is 
And  in  the  lighted  haXX  the  guests  are  met } 
The  beautiful  looked  lovelier  in  the  light 
Of  love,  and  admpnitioo,  and  deljgh( 
Reflected  from  a  thousand  hearts  and  eyeib 
Kindling  a  momentary  Paradise. 
This  crowd  is  sa£?r  than  the  silent  wood. 
Where  love's  own  doubts  disturb  the  soKtude , 
On  frozen  hearts  the  fiery  rain  of  wine 
Falls,  and  the  dew  of  music  more  divine 
Tempers  the  deep  emotions  of  the  time 
To  spirits  cradled  in  a  sunny  clime : — 
How  many  meet,  who  never  yet  have  ma^ 
To  part  loo  soon,  but  never  to  forget. 
How  many  saw  the  beauty,  po«ver  and  wit 
Of  looks  and  words  which  ne'er  enchanted  yet; 
But  life's  familiar  veil  was  now  withdrawn, 
Ai  the  world  leaps  before  an  earthqnake*»  dawn 
And  unprophetic  of  the  ctxning  hours. 
The  matin  winds  from  the  expanded  flowers 
Scatter  their  hoarded  incense,  and  awaken 
The  earth,  until  the  dewy,  sleep  is  diaken 
From  every  living  heart  which  it  possesses 
Through  Seas  and  winds,  citieft  and  wildgmMscs, 
As  if  the  future  «nd  the  past  were  all 
Treasured  i'  tl^e  instant;— so  Ghersidi's  hall 
LaugVd  in  the  mirth  of  its  lord's  AsiivaL 
Till  some  one  ask'd--**  Where  is  the  Bride  r  And  thea 
A  brideVmaul  .went,— ^nd  ere  she  came  again 
A  silence  fell  upon  the  guests — a  pause 
Of  expectation,  as  when  beauty  awes 
All  hearts  with  its  approach,  though  anbeheld : 
Then  wonder,  and  then  fear  that  wander  qbell'd  ;— 
For  whispers  paai'd  from  mouth'  lo  ear  which  drew 
The  color  from  the  hearer's  cheoki^  and  flew 
Louder  and  swifter  round  the  company ; 
And  then  Gherardi  enler'd  with  an  eye 
Of  ostentatious  trouble,  and  a  cr^wd . 
SufTdlnnded  hHn,  and  some  were  weeping  kiod. 

They  found  Ginevra  dead !  if  it  be  death. 
To  lie  withi^ut  motion,  or  pulse,  or  breath. 
With  waxen  cheeks,  and  limbs  cold,  stifi!  and  while. 
And  open  eyes,  whose  fix'd  and  glassy  light 
Mock'd  at  the  speculation  they  had  own'd. 
If  it  be  death,  when  there  is  folt  around 
A  smell  of  clay,  a  pale  and  icy  glare. 
And  silence,  and  a.  sense  that  lifts  the  hair 
From  the  scalp  to  the  ankles,  as  it  were 
Corruption  from  the  spirit  passing  forth. 
And  giving  all  it  shrouded  to  the  earth. 
And  leaving  as  swift  lightning  in  its  flight 
Ashes,  and  smoke,  and  darkness:  in  onr  night 
Of  thought  we  know  thus  much  of  death, — no  bms 
Than  the  unborn  dream  of  our  life  before 
Their  barks  are  wreck'd  on  its  inhospitable  shore. 
The  raarrioge^fetist  and  its  solemnity 
Was  tumV  *o  funeral  pomp— the  company 
With  heavy  hearts  and  lotjcs,  Inoke  up ;  nor  diey 
Who  loved  the  dead  went  weeping  on  their  way 
Alone,  but  sorrow  mix'd  with  sad  sorpriae 
Loosen'd  the  springs  of  pi^  in  all  ^ea. 
On  which  that  form,  whose  fote  they  weep  in  viia, 
WiU  never,  thought  they,  kiadk  BBibi 
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The  luqa  wliieli,.liall^ztmgqiih'd  in  their  hiurte» 

Gleaio'd  few  and  ikint  o*er  the  aUndon'd  feoit, 

Show'd  a  it  were  within  the  vaulted  ro<nn 

A  clond  flif  sorrow  hanging,  m  if  gloom 

Had  paa'd  out  of  men's  mlnda  into  the  air. 

Some  few  yet  stood  around  Gherardi  there. 

Friends  and  relations  of  theilead* — end  he»     * 

A  l9VeleBB  man,  accepted  torpidly 

The  consolation  that  he  wanted  not^ — 

Awe  in  the  place  of  grief  within  him  wrooght 

Their  whispers  made  the  solemn  silence  seem 

More  still— <eome  wept,  [  ] 

80019  melted  into  teaia  withoat  a  sob, 

And  some  with  hearts  that  might  be  heard  to  throb 

Leant  on  Aie  table,  and  at  iniervals 

Shndder'd  to  hear  through  the  deserted  halb 

And  corridors  the  thrilling  shrieks  which  came 

Upon  th4  breeze  of  tiight,  that  shook  the  flapie 

Of  every  torch  and  taper  as  it  swept 

Fmm  out  the  chamber  where  the  women  kept ;— 

Their  tears  fell  on  the  dear'vompanion  cold 

Of  pleasures  now  departed ;  then  was  kmA'd 

The  bell  of  death,  and  soon  the  priests  arrived. 

And  findLig  death  their  penitent  had  shrived, 

Retum*d  li^e  ravens  from  a  corpse  whereon 

A  vultiire  has  just  feasted  to  the  bone. 

And  then  the  mourning-  women  came^ — 

THB  MROS. 

Old  winter  was  gone 
In  hia  weakness  back  to  the  monntahu  hoar, 

^nd  the  spring  came  down 
From  the  planet  that  hovers  upon  the  shore 
Where  the  sea  of  sunlight  encroaches 
On  the  limits  of  wintry  night ;  . 
If  the  land,  and  the  air,  and  the  sea 
Rejoice  not  when  spring  approaches. 
We  did  not  rejoice  in  thee, 
Ginevra! 
She  is  still,  she  is  cold 

On  the  bridal  couch, 
One  step  to  the  white  death-bed. 

And  one  to  the  bier. 
And  one  to  the  chamel^-and  one,  O  where  t 

The  dark  arrow  fled 

In  the  noon. 
Cre  the  sun  through  Heaven  onoe  more  has  roird. 
The  rats  in  her  heart 
Will  have  made  their  nest. 
And  the  worms  be  alive  in  her  golden  hair  { 
While  the  spirit  that  guides  the  son. 
Sits  throned  in  his  flaming  clttir, 

She  shall  sleeps 

•   -     *        «        «        * 

Pi'ji^  1821. 


CHARLES  THE  FIRST. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

ACT  I. 

0CBMB  I« 

The  Pageem/t  2p  [cdebrate]  the  arrival  of  the  Queen. 

•    A   PURSUITAirr. 

n^iom,  Hvr  the  Marshiid  of  the  Maaqoe ! 


FiaST  ITKAKtlL 

What  thinkest  thou  of  this  quaint  masqu^,  whi^h  turns  v 
like  morning  from  the  shadow  of  the  night. 
The  night  to  day;  and  London^  to  a  place 
Of  peace  and  joy  ? 

8KCOND  SPBAKKR. 

And  Hell  to  Heaven. 
Eight  yeartf  are  gone. 

And  they  seem  hours,  since  in  this  populotli  street 
I  trod  on  grass  made  green  by  summer^  rain. 
For  the  red  plague' kept  state  within  that  palace 
Where  now  reigna  vanity — in  nine  yean  more 
The  roots  will  be  refireah'd  with  civil  blood ; 
And  thank  the  mercy  of  insulted  Heaven 
That  sin  and  wrongs  wound*  as  an  orphan's  cry, 
Tlie  patience  of  the  great  Avenger's  ear. 

Tmsn'  snAXER  (a  yoidA). 

Yet,  fether,  'tis  a  happy  sight  to  see. 

Beautiful,  innocent,  and  unihrbidden 

By  God  or  man; — ^'tii  like  the  bright  procession 

Of  skiey  vieions  in  a  solemn  dream 

From  which  men  wake  as  from  a  paradise. 

And  dmw  new  strength  to  tread  the'thoras  of  life. 

If  God  be  good,  wherefore  should  this  be  evil  T 

Aiid  if  this  be  not  evil,  dost  thou  not  draw 

Unseasonable  poison  from  the  flowers 

Which  bloom  so  rarely  in  this  barren  world  t     - 

O,  kill  these  bitter. thoughts,  which, make  die  prssent 

Dark  as  the  future! — 

When  avarice  and  tyranny,  vigilant  fear, 
And  open-eyed  conspiracy  lie  sleepmg,  ^ 

Aa  on  Hell's  threshold ;  and  all  gentle  thought^ 
Waken  to  wonhip  him  who  giv^h  joys 
With  his  own  giA. 

SECOND  SPEAEEIU 

Ho^  young  art  thou  in  this  old  age  of  time ! 
How  green  in  this  gray  world !  Canst  thou  not  think 
Of  ehiange  in  that  low  scenev  in  which  thou  ait 
Not  a  spectator  but  an  actor?  [  ] 

The  day  that  dawns  in  fire  will  die  in  storms^ 
Even  though  the  noon  be  calm.   My  travel's  done; 
Before  the  whiriwind  wakes,  I  shall  hate  feuod 
My  inn  of  lasting  rest,  but  thou  must  still 

Be  journeying  00  in  this  inclement  air. 

•        *        *        «        «'•        *        «• 


nUT  SPSAKIR. 


That 


lathe  Archbishop. 


SECOND  STEAKER. 

Raiher  say  the  Pope. 
London  will  be  soon  his  Rome :  he  walks 
As  if  he  trod  upon  the  heads  of  men. 
He  looka  elate,  drunken  with  blood  and  gold  ^^ 
Beside  him  moves  the  Babylonian  woman 
InvisiUy,  and  with  her  as  with  his  shadow. 
Mitred  adulterer !  he  is  jein'd  in  sin. 
Which  turns  Heaven's  milk  of  mercy  to  revenge   ' 

ANOTHER  CITIZEN  {UjUng  Up  kU  etftt). 

Good  Lord !  rain  it  down  upon  him.  [        ] 
Amid  her  ladies  walks  tl\e  papist  queen, 
Aa  if  her  nic^  feet  scom'd  our  English  earth. 
There 's  old  Sir  Henry  Vane,  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
Lord'  Essex,  and  Lord-Keeper  Coventry, 
And  others  who  make  oase  their  English  breed 
By  vile  ^rticipation  of  their  honors 
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With  papists,  atheuts,  tyraotB,  and  apottatea. 
Wben  lawyers  inask,  'tis  time  for  honest  men 
IV)  strip  the  visor  from  their  purposes.  . 

FOaRtU  8PKAKKR  (a  pltMIUVttnt^ 

Gire  place,  give  place ! — 
You  torcb-bearersk  advance  to  the  great  gate. 
And  then  attend  the  Marshal  of  the  Matf^ue 
Into  the  Rojral  presence. 

VIFTU  BrBAKXR  (a  ImD  itudmte^ 

What  thuikeat  thou 
Of  this  quaint  show  of  ours,  my  aged  friend? 

FIRBT  SPBAKUt. 

I  will  noC  think  hut  that  our  country's  wounds 
May  yet  be  heal'd — The  king  is  just  and  gracious, 
Though  wicked  counsels  now  pervert  his  will : 
These  once  caatoff^ 

MECOUD  gnAKKE. 

As  adders  cast  their  sUni 
And  keep  their  venom,  so  kings  often  change ; 
Councils  and  counsel  km  hang  on  one  another, 
fiBding  the  lotbeaome   {  ] 

like  the  base  patchwork  of  a  leper's  lagi. 

THIRD  BPKAKRR. 

(X  itill  those  dissonant  thoughts — List !  knid  music 
Grows  on  the  enchanted  air!  And  ^ee,  Che  torches 
Restlessly  flashing,  and  the  crowd  divided 
like  waves  befiH^  an  Admiral's  prow. 


^Dragg'd  for  a  day  ihmicallarf  and  low 
And  rotten  hiding-holes,  to  point  the  moral 
Of  this  presentiment,  and  bring  up  the  leai 
Of  painted  pomp  with  misery ! 

fPEAKER. 

Tbbut 
llie  anti-masque,  and  serves  as  discords  da 
In  sweetest  music.    MTho  would  love  Blaj 
If  they  succeeded  not  lo  Winter's  flaw ; 
Or  day  unehai^ged  by  night ;  or  joy  itself 
Without  the  touch  of  iorrowt     " 


Give  plai 


ANOTHER  BPKAKKR. 


To  the  Marshal  of  the  Masque  I 

TIHRO  BPBAJCKR. 

How  glorious !  See  those  thronging 

Rolling  Uke  painted  clouds  before  the  wind : 

Some  are 
like  curved  sheila  dyed  by  the  asuto  depths 
Of  Indian  seas ;  some  like  the  new-bom  moon; 
And  some  like  can  in  Which  the  Romans  elimb'd 
(Qmopied  by  Victory's  eagle  wings  outspread) 
The  Capitolian — See  how  gloriously 
The  mettled  horses  in  the  torchlight  stir 
Their  gallant  riders,  while  they  check  tli^  pride, 
like  shapes  of  some  diviner  element ! 


SECOND 

Ay,  there  they  are — 
NoUes,  and  sons  of  nobles,  patentees. 
Monopolists,  and  stewards  of  this  poor  larm. 
On  whose  lean  sheep  sit  the  prophetic  crows. 
Here  is  the  pomp  tlut  strips  the  houseless  orphan, 
Here  is  the  pride  that  breaks  the  desolate  heart 
These  are  the  lilies  glorious  as  Solomon, 
Who  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spinr— unless 
It  be  the  webs  thoy  catch  poor  rogues  withaL 
Here  is  the  surfeit  which  to  them  who  earn 
The  niggard  wages  of  the  earth,  scarce  leaves 
The  tithe  that  will  support  them  till  they  cmwl 
Back  to  its  coU  hard  bosom.    Here  is  health 
Follow'd  by  grim  diseasot  glory  by  shame, 
Waste  by  lame  famine,  wealth  by  squalid  want. 
And  England's  sin  by  England's  punishmont 
And,  as  the  efllect  pursues  the  cause  foregooa, 
Ia  giving  substance  to  my  words,  behold 
At  once  the  sign  and  the  thine  signified — 
A  troop  of  cripples,  beggars,  and  lean  outcasts. 
Honed  upon  stumbling  shapes,  cart^  with  dung,  - 


90KKM  XL 

A  Chmnberi*  WhilehalL 

Ae  Kino,  Qitebn,  Laitd,  WcnTvosn,  mi 
Archt. 

KIMO. 

Thanks,  gentlemen,  I  heartily  accept 

This  token  of  your  service:  your  gay  DBsqne 

Was  p^rfimned  gpiUantly. 

And,  gentlemen. 
Call  your  poor  Queen  your  debtor.  TourquainSpageaar 
Rose  on  me  lil^  the  figures  of  past  yeua, 
Treadii)g  their  still  path  back  to  inftncy, 
M<Mfe  beautiful  and  mild  as  they  draw  nearer 
The  quiet  cradle.    I  could  have  almost  wept 
To  think  1  was  in  Paris,  virhere  these  showa 
Are  well  devised — such  as  I  was  ere  yet 
My  young  heart  shared  with  [  J  the 

The  careful  weight  of  this  great  monarchy. 
There,  gentlemen,  between  the  sovereign*^ 
And  that  which  it  regards,  no  clamor  hfls 
Its  proud  interposition. 


My  kwd  of  Canterbury. 

ARCBT. 

The  ibol  is  here. 

LAUDb 

I  cnve  permission  of  your  Majesty 
To  order  that  this  insolent  fellow  be 
Chastised :  he  mocks  the  sacred  chaiadar, 
Scofls  at^the  stake,  and— 

KINO. 

What,  my  Ardhy ! 
He  mocks  and  mimics  all  he  sees  and  hears, 
Yet  with  a  quaint  and  graceful  license— Prithee 
For  this  once  do  not  as  Piynne  would,  were  he 
Primate  of  England. 

He  Uves  in  his  own  world ;  and,  like  a  pairol, 
Hnng  in  his  gilded  prison  from  the  window 
Of  a  queen's  bower  over  the  public  way. 
Blasphemes  with  a  bird's  mind  :~hiiworda,like  arrows 
Which  know  no  aim  beyond  the  archer's  mU 
Strike  sometimes  whal  eludfBS  philosophy. 

QUEEN. 

Go,  sirrah,  and  repent  of  your  oAence 

Ten  minutes  in  the  rain:  be  it  your  peimnce 

To  bring  news  how  the  world  goe?  there.  Poor  Arcfay! 

He  weaves  about  himself  a  worid  <^  mirth 

Out  of  this  wreck  of  oua. 
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LAOIK 


I  iiik*  wMi  patiMice,  m  my  tatmm  did, 
AH  Moft  pmaJtied  ftwn  «boT«; 

My  lord. 
PNqr  oreilook  these  papen.    Afchy's  woidf 
lU  wiDfii  but  Umm  have  t^lom 


Tlwl 
laeethe 

Ann'd  to 

« 


Qonif. 

Andlholioo 
mml  be  tamed.    My  deaieai  hud, 
oournge  in  your  eye 
itrikedaad  the  ipirit  oTthe  time. 


Do  fhoa  parMt:  ftr/taint  but  in  raoolTe, 

And  it  were  better  thou  had  etill  remain'd 

The  alave  of  thine  own  tlaveai  wiw  tear  like  ctm 

The  fa^ve,  and  Bee  fiom  the  fomaer! 

And  opportonityv  that  amply  woU; 

FUea  at  hia  thioat  who  &l]a.    Subdne  thy  aetkna 

Even  lo  the  diapontion  of  diy  parpoaa* 

And  be  that  tampei^d.ai  the  Ebro*^  ateel : 

And  baniih  weak-eyed  Mercy  to  the  weak. 

Whence  ■he  will  greet  thee  with  a' gift  of  peaoe^ 

And  not  betray  thee  with  a  triitor'a  Urn, 

Aa  V  hen  the  keepe  the  company  of  rebeb^ 

Who  think  that  the  ia  fear.    This  do,  last  fipe 

Should  ftil  aa  firom  a  gtorioua  pinnacle 

In  a  bright  dream,  and  waker  as  from  a  dream 

Out  of  our  woahipp'd  Hate. 

*  *  *  «  • 

LAUDi 

*  *    And  if  thisnifficenot,- 

Unleaah  the  aword  and  fire,  that  In  their  UbintL 

They  may  lick  up  Ihat  scum  of  acbiamatici. 

I  laugh  at  those  weak  rebeb  who,  desiring 

What  we  possess,  still  prate  of  Christian  peace. 

As  if  those  dreadful  messengen  of  wmth, 

%Vhich  phiy  the  part  of  God  'twixt  right  and  wrong. 

Should  be  let  loose  against  innocent  deep 

Of  templed  cities  and  the  smiling  fields, 

For  some  poor  argument  of  policy    . 

Which  tottchea  our  own  profit  or  our  pride. 

Where  indeed  it  were  Christian  charity 

To  turn  the  cheek  even  to  the  smiter's  hand : 

And  when  our  great  Redeemer,  when  our  God 

Is  scom'd  in  bis  immediate  ttunisten. 

They  talk  bf  peace : 

Such  ^peaee  as  Canaan  Ibund,  lot  Scotland  now. 

'  •  «  *  •  * 

My  beloved  lord, 

Have  you  not  noted  that  the  fool  of  late 
Haa  kitt  his  careless  mirth,  and  that  his  words 
Sound  like  die  echoes  of  our  saddest  fears  f 
What  can  it  mean  f  I  dionld  be  loth  to  thmk 
Some  fectioos  slave  had  tntor'd  hioL 

KiMO. 

Itpardyis, 
Thav  ^nr  minds  piece  the  vacant  intervals 
Of  his  ^Id  words  with  their  own  feshioning; 
As  in  the  imagery  of  summer  clouds. 
Or  coals  in  the  winter  fire,  idlers  find 
The  perfect  shadovi's  of  their  teeming  thongfati: 
And  portly,  that  the  terrors  of  the  time 
Are  sown  by  wandering  Rumor  in  all  spirili ; 


And  in  the  lightest  an!  die  least,  may  best 
Be  seen  the  eurrent  of  the  coming  -wind. 

QOBEN. 

Your  biain  is  overwiooght  with  these  deep  thonghli  j 

Come,  I  witt  suig  to  you ;  let  us  go  try 

These  airs  firnn  ltalyr-«id  you  shall  see 

A  cradled  miniature  ofryouiself  asleep. 

Stamped  on  the  heart  by  never«rring  kive; 

liker  than  any  Vandyke  ever  made, 

A  pattern  to  the  unborn  i^  of  thee,    - 

Over  whosb  sweet  beauty  I  have  wept  for  joy 

A  tboosiiid  times,  and  new  should  weep  for  aorrow, 

Did  I  not  think  that  after  we  were  dead 

Our  fortunes  would  spring  high  in  him,  and  diat 

The  cares  we  waste  upon  our  heavy  crown 

Would  make  it  light  and  glorious  aa  a  wreadi 

Of  haavan'a  beams  for  his  dear  imoceBt  bhm. 


Dear  Henrietta ! 


XlliO. 


SCENE  UL 


Hampduc,  Ptm,  CaoNvntLL,  and  ike  yamger  Vams. 


England,  ferewell !  thou,  who  hast  been  my  cridli^ 

Shalt  never  be  my  dungeon  or  my  gmve ! 

I  held  what  I  inherited  in  thee. 

As  pawn  for  that  inheritance  of  fi«edom 

Which  thou  hast  sold  for  tby  despoiler's  smile :~ 

How  can  I  call  thee  England,  or  my  country  f 

Doea  the  wind  hpld  ? 

VANS. 

The  vanes  rit  steady 
Upon  the  Abbey  towers;    The  silver  lightningB 
Of  die  evenfaig  star,  spite  of  the  city's  smoke, 
Tell  that  the  north  whid  reigna  in  the  upper  air. 
Mark  too  diat  flock  of  fleecy-winged  etoodp   . 
Sailing  athwart  Si.  Margaret's. 

HAHPDBir. 

Hail,  fleet  herald 
Of  tempest!  that  wild' pilot  who  shall  gnule 
Hearls-fiwe  as  hii^  to  realms  as  pure  as  thee. 
Beyond  the  shot  of  tyranny!   And  thou. 
Fair  star,  whose  beam  lies  on  the  wide  Atlantie, 
Athwart  its  aones  of  tempest  and  of  calm. 
Bright  aa  the  path  to  a  beloved  home, 
O  light  us  to  die  isles  of  tb*  evening  land  I 
Like  floating  Edens,  cradled  in  the 
Of  sunset,  through  the  distant  mist  of  yc 
Tinged  by  departing  Hope,  they  gleam.  Loneregioos^ 
Where  power^  poor  dupes  and.vicdma,  yet.lMnra 

never 
Pkopitialed  the  aavage  fear  of  kings 
With  purest  blood  of  noblest  hearts;  whoae  dew 
Is  jret  unstain'd  with  tears  of  those  who  wake 
To  weep  each  day  the  wrongs  on  which  it  dawns ; 
Whose  sacred  sOent  air  owns  yet  no  echa 
Of  formal  blasphemies ;  nor  impious  riles 
Wrest  man's  ffee  worship  from  the  God  who  loves. 
Towards  the  worm  who  envies  us  his  love ; 
Receive  thou  young  [  }  of.  Ffemdise, 

*niese  exiles  from  the  old  and  sinful  worid ! 
This  glorious  clime,  this  firmament  wjiose  lights 
Dart  mitigated  influence  through  the  veil 
Of  pale  Uue  atmosphew ;  whoae  tears  keep  grseu 
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The  paTement  of  tbia  mdiit  all^beding  earth ; 
This  voporoctt  heriaon,  whose  dinLraand    ' 
U  bostion'd  by  the  cireujiifluou9  sea, 
R^^peUing  invasioD  f>oio  the  saclred  towen, 
Prinnes  apon  me  like  a  dungeon's  grate, 
A  low  dark  roqi^  a  damp  and  q^now  vault : 
The  mi^ty  univense  becomes  a  jmH 
Too  narrow  for  the  soul  that  owns -no  master. 

.  While  the  lotheliest  apot_ 
Of  this  wide  prison,  England,  is  a  nest 
Of  cradled  peace  built  on.  the  mountaia-top8» 
To  which  the  eagle^pirils  of  the  free» 
Which  range  through  heaven  and  earth,  aad 

the  storm 
Of  time,  and  gaze  upon  Uie  light  of  truth. 
Return  to  brood  over  t|ie  [  ]  thoughts 

That  cannot  die,  and  may  not  be  repelled. 


scorn 


FRAGMENTS 

FROM  AN  UNFINISHED  DRAMA. 

Hs  came  like  a  dream  in  the  dawn  of  life, 

He  fled  like  a  shadow  before  its  noon ; 
He  is  gone,  and  my  peace-  is  tam*d  to  strife, 
And  I  wander  and  wane  like  the  I'vwrj 
0  sweel  Echo  wake. 
And  for  my  sake 
Make  answer  the  while  my  heart  shall  break ! 

But  the  heart  has  t  music  which  Edio*s  lips. 

Though  tender  and  true,  yet  can  answer  not; 
And  the  shadow  that  movep  in  the  soul's  eclipse 
Can  return  not  the  kiss  by  his  now  forgot ; 
Sweet  lips !  he  who  hath 
On  my  desolate  path 
Cast  the  darkneas  of  absence  worse  than  death ! 


INDIAN. 

And  if  my  gnef  should  still  be  dearer  to  me 
Thhn  all  the  [Measure  in  the  world  b^ide. 
Why  would  you  lighten  it  ? — 

LADT. 

lofibronly 
That  which  I  seek,  some  human  sympathy 
In  this  mysterious  island. 

THE  INDIAN. 

Oh !  ^y  firiend. 
My  sister,  my  beloved !   What  do  I  say  ? 
My  brain  is  dizzy,  and  L  scarce  know  whether 
I  spsak  to  thee  or  her.    PMce,  perturbed  heart! 
I  am  to  thee  only  as  thou  to  mine. 
The  passing  wind  which  heah  the  brow  at  noon. 
And  may  sttike  cold  into  the  breest  at  night, 
Yet  cannot  iinger  where  it  soothes  the  most, 
Or  kng  joocbe  could  it  linger.    But  yoa  said 
You  also  loved. 

LADT. 

Loved !  Oh,  I  love.    Meddnfai 
Thia  word  of  love  is  fit  for  all  the  worid, 
And  diat  for  gentle  hearts  another  name 
Would  speak  of  gentler  thooghls  than  the  world 

owns. 
I  have  loved. 

Tl»  INDIAN. 

And  thou  lovest  not?  if  so, 
Young  as  tfaim  art,  thou  canst  afibrd  to  weep. 


LADT. 

Oh !  would  ^t  I  cotdd  ckdm  exempttion 

From  all  the  bitterness  of  that  sweatname ! 

I  loved,  I  love,  afu)  when  I  love  no  more. 

Let  joys  and  grief  perish,  and  leave  despair 

To  ring  the  knell  of  youth.    He  stood  beside  me. 

The  embodied  ^vision  of  the  brightest  dream. 

Which  like  a  dawn  heralds  the  day  of  lift ; 

The  shadow  pf  his  presence  nada  my  woiM 

A  paradise.  •  All  fiimiliar  things  he  tooch'd. 

All  commoH  words  he  spoke;  became  to  no 

Like  forms  and  sounds  of  a  diviner  worliL 

He  was  as  is  the  sun  in  his  fierce  yputh. 

As  terrible  and  lovely  as  a  tempest ; 

He  came,  and  went,  and  left  me  what  I  am. 

Alas !   Why  must  I  think  bow  oft  we  two 

Have  sa(e  together  near  the  river  sptiogs. 

Under  the  green  pavilion  which  ihe  wiUovr 

Spreads  (m  the  floor  of  the  onbiokeB  fountain 

Strewn  by  the  nunlinga  that  linger  there. 

Over  that  islet  paved  with  flowem  and  moss. 

While  ^e  musk-tose  leaves,  Uke  flakes  of  crinson 

snow, 
Shower'd  on  us,  and  die  dove  raoum'd  in  the  pine. 
Sad  prophetess  of  soqpows  not  our  own. 

INDIAN. 

Your  breath  is  like  soft  music,  your  words  are 
The  echoes  of  a  voice  which  on  my  heart 
Sleeps  like  a  melody  of  early  dajrs. 
But  as  you  said — 

LADT. 

He  was  so  awful,  yet 
So  beautiful  in  mystery  and  terror. 
Calming  me  as  the  loveliness  of  heaven 
Soothes  the  unquiet  sea  .* — ^nd  yet  not  so. 
For  he  seem*d  stormy,  and  would  often  seem 
A  quenchless  sun  mask'd  in  portentous  clouds ; 
For  such  his  thoughts,  and  even  his  actions  were^ 
But  be  was  not  of  them,  nor  they  of  him. 
But  as  they  hid  his  splendor  from  the  earth. 
Some  said  he  was  a  man  of  blood  and  peril. 
And  steep'd  in  bitter  infamy  to  the  lips. 
More  need  was  there  I  should  be  mnoCent, 
More  need  that  I  should  be  most  true  and  kind. 
And  much  more  need  that  there  should  be  found  oos 
To  share  remorse,  and  scorn  and  solitude. 
And  all  the  ills  that  wai(  on  those  who  do 
The  tasks  of  ruin  in  the  world  of  life. 
He  fled,  and  I  have  foUow'd  hinb. 

Febnury,  1822. 


PRINCfe  ATHANASF., 
A  FRAGMENT. 
PART  I. 

Trerk  was  a  youth,  who,  as  with  toil  and  travel 
Had  grown  'quite  weak  and  grey  before  his  time ; 
Nor  any  could  the  restless  grieft  unravel 

Which  bum*d  within  him,  witfaeiing  np  his  |ttime 
And  goading  him,  like  fiends,  from  land  to  land 
Not  his  the  load  of  any  (Secret  crime, 

For  naught  of  iU  hb  heart  could  undentand. 
But  pity  and  wild  sorrow  for  the  same ; — 
Not  his  the  thirst  for  glory  or  eommand* 
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Baffled  with  blaat  of  hofw-eoofuming  thune; 
Nor  evil  joy*  which  fin  the  vulfBr  brasat, 
And  qiUBHBh  in  ^Mdy  Hodhe  ilB  ieeUa  ftuob. 

Had  laft  within  hja  aonl  dieif  daik  tninat: 
Nor  what  leligion  fiiblea  of  thie  grayo 
#ear*d  h0r-Phi1o0opbj'4i  accepted  gueat 

For  IWB9  than  he  » {lurer  heart  could  havB^ 

Or  that  loved  good  more  ibr  itaelf  alone; 

Of  naught  in  heaven  or  earth  waa  he  the  ilave. 

What  aorrow  deep*  miahadowy,  and  nnknown^ 
Sent  him,  a  hopeleaa  wanderer,  through  mankind ' 
If  with  a  hnnan  aadnees  he  did  groan. 

Be  had  a  gentle  y^t  aspiring  mind  { 
Jua^  innoceat,  with  Tailed  learning  Mi 
And  each  a  gjorioua  consolation  find 

In  others'  joy,  when  ^^\  their  own  is  dead « 
He  loved,  aiid  labor'd.fbr  his  kind  in  gria(  . 
And  yet,  unlike  all  others,  it  w  said. 

That  from  such  toil  he  never  found  relief: 
Although  a  child  of  fortuzie  and  of  power. 
Of  an  ancestral  name  the  orphan  chiet. 

His  soul  had  wedded  wisdom,  and  her  dower 
Ts  love  and  justice,  clothed  in  which,  he  aate' 
Apart  fioitl  men,  as  in  a  lonely  tower, 


Pitying  the  tumult  of  dieir  dark 

Yet  even  in  youth  did  he  not  e'er  abuse 

The  strength  of  wealth  or  thought,  to  oonaecratA 

Those  lalse  opinionB  which  the  harsh  rich  oae 
To  blind  the -world  they  tanush  Ibr  their  pride ; 
Nor  did  he  hold  fiom  any  man  his  dues,  ' 


But  like  a  steward  ih  honest  .dealii^  tried« 
With  those  who  toird  and  wept,  th4  poor  and 
His  liches  and  his  cares  he  did  divide. 


Fearless  he  was,  and  scommg  all  disguise, 

What  he  dared  do  or  think,  though  men  might  start, 

He  spoke  with  mild  yet  unaverted  eyes ; 

Liberal  he  was  of  soul,  and  fmnk  of  heart; 
And  to  his  many  fHends— all  loved  him  well — 
Whale'er  he  knew  or  felt,  he  would  impart. 

If  words  he  found  those  inmost  thoughts  to  tell  \ 
If  not,  he  smiled  or  wepit ;  and  his  weak  ibes 
He  neither  spum*d  nor  hated .  though  with  fell 

And  mortal  hate  Uieir  thousand  voices  rose. 
They  past  like  aimleos  arrows  fram  his 
Nor  did  his  heart  or  mind  its  portal  cloae 


To  those  or  them,  or  any  whom  life's  mphan 
May  comprehend  within  its  wide  array. 
What  sadness  made  that  vernal  spirit  sere? 

He  knew  nor.    Though  his  life,  day  afler  day, 
Was  failing  like  an  unrepleniah'd  stream. 
Though  in  his  eyes  a  cloud  and  burthen  lay. 


Through  whkh  hk  soid,  like  Vespisr^i  aeraoa 
Piercing  th6  lehasraB  of  eveiwrising  douda. 
Shone,  sofUy  buming;  though  his  Kpa did* 


like  reeds  which  qoiVer  in  impetuona  floods  { 
And  through  hit  sleep,  and  o^er  eadi  waking  hour, 
Thooghts  after  thoughts,  onrealiBg  maltitiidepi 

Were  driven  within  him,  by  aame  secret  power. 
Which  bade  them  blaze,  and  live,  and  roU  afar, 
like  lights  and  aminds,  from  haunted  tower  to  tower 

tyer  caaded  mountains  home,  when  tempest's  yrur 

Is  levied  by  Ae  night^ontending  winds. 

And  the  pale  dalesmen  watch  with  eager  ear  ;--*^ 

Though  such  were  in  his  spirit,  as  die  fiends 
Which  wake  atid  feed  on  ever-liVing  woe, — 
What  waa  this  grie^  which  ne'er  in  other  minds 

A  mirror  fbund,^ — ^he  l^ew  not — ^none  could  know ; 
But  on  whoe'er  might  question  him,  he  tum'd 
The  light  of  his  frank  eyes,  as  if  to  show 

He  knew  not  of  the  grief  within  that  bum'd. 
But  ask'd  fbrbterence  with  a  mournful  look; 
Or  spoke  in  words  from  which  none  ever  leam'd 

The  cauae  of  his  disquietude ;  or  shook 
With  spasms  of  silent  passion ;  or  tum'd  pale : 
So  that  his  friends  soon  rarely  undertoo)» 

To  stir  his  secret  pain  without  aviul  ;r— 

For  all  who  knew  and  loved  him  then,  perceived 

That  there  was  drawn  an  adamantine  veil      , 

Between  his  heart  and  mind, — ^both  unrelieved 
Wrought  in  his  brain  and  bosom  sepaiate  strife. 
Some  said  that  he  Was  mad,  others  believed 

That  memories  of  an  antenatal  life 

Made  this,  where  now  he  dwelt,  a  penal  hell ; 

And  otheiB  riaid  that  such  roysteripuB  grief 

From  God^  displeasure,'  like  a  darkness,  fell 
On  souls  like  his«  which  own'd  ix>  higher  law 
Than  love ;  love  calm,  sted&st,  invincibla 

By  mortal  fear  or  supernatural  awe ; 

And  others,-^"  'TIS  the  shadow  of  a  dream 

Which  the  veil'd  eye  of  memory  neveaaaw, 

"  But  through  the  soul's  ab^ss,  like  some  dark  straan 
Through  sh^tter'd  mines  and  caverns  undergroond 
Rolls,  shaking  its  foundations^;  arkl  no  beam 

'^  Of  J07  nu^  rise,  but  it  is  quench'd  and  6nmM 
In  the  dim  whirlpools  of  this  dream  obscure. 
Soon  its  exhauateid  waters  wiU  have  found 

**  A  lair  of  rest  beneath- thy  spirit  pure, 
0  Athanesef — ^in  one  so  good  and  great* 
Evil  or  tumult  cannot  long  endure." 

So  spake  they ;  idly  of  another's  state' 
Babbling  vain  words  and  fond  philosophy ; 
This  was  their  consolation;  such  debate 
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Men  keld  with  one  another ;  nor  did  he, 
like  one  who  labon  With  a  human  woe, 
DecUae  this  talk ;  aa  if  kt  theme  might  he 

Another,  not  himaelf,  he  to  and  (ro 

Qneation'd  and  canvaH*d  it  with  tnbtleit  wit, 

And  none  bat  thote  who  loved  him  beat  oould  know 

That  which  he  knew  not,  how  it  gall'd  ind  hit 
His  weary  mind,  this  convene  vain  and  eold ; 
For  like  an  eyeless  nightmare,  grief  did  sit 

Upon  his  being;  a  snake  which  Ibid  by  Ibid 
Press'd  out  the  life  of  life,  a  clinging  fiend 
Which  olench'd  him  if  ^e  stinr'd  wiih  deadlier  hold ; 
And  so  his  gnef  remain*d — let  it  remain— ontold.^ 


PA&TIL 


FBAOKKNT  p 

PuircB  Athanase  had  one  beloved  fiiend. 

An  old,  oM  man,  with  hair  of  silver  white. 

And  lips  where  heavenly  smiles  would  hang  and  bloid 

With  his  wise  words ;  and  eyes  whose  arrowy  light 
Shone  like  the  reflei  of  a  thousand  minds. 
He  was  Ihe  last  whom  superstition's  blight 

Bad  spared  in  Greece — ^t^e  blight  that  cramps  and 

blindsi— 
And  in  his  oli^e  Mwer  at  QBnoe 
Had  sate  from  earliest  youth.    Like  one  who  finds 

A  fertile  idand  in  the  bairen  sea, 

Om  mariner  who  has  survived  bis  mates 

Many  a  drear  month  in  a  great  ship— eo  he, 

With  soul-sustaining  songs,  and  sweet  debates 
Of  ancient  lore,  there  led  his  lonely  bmng  i— 
"The  mind  becomes  that  which  it  contemplates,** 

And  thus  Zonoras,  by  lor  ever  seeing 

Their  bright  creations,  grew  like  wisest  men ; 

And  when  he  heard  the  crash  of  nations  fleeiog 

A  bloodier  power  than  ruled  ftty  mins  then, 
O  sacrsd  Hellas!  many  weaiy  years 
He  wander'd  till  the  path  of  Laian'A  glen 

Was  grass-grown— and  the  unfemember^d  taan 

Were  dry  in  Laian  for  their  honored  chieC 

Who  fell  in  Byiant,  pierced  by  Modern  spears  :— 

And  aa  die  lady  kmk'd  with  fiuthfhl  grief 
From  her  high  lattice  o'er  the  ragged  path. 
Where  she  once  saw  that  horseman  ttrilj  witfi  brief 

And  blighting  hope,  who  with  the  news  of  deadi 
Strack  body  and  soul  as  with  a  mortal  blight, 
She  saw  beneath  the  chestnuts,  §u  beneath. 


*  The  Author  was  pursuing  a  fWler  developpMBt  of  the 
ideal  character  of  Athsnaw.  when  it  struck  him  that  in 
an  attempt  at  extreme  reflaement  and  analjrsis,  his  eon- 
eeptions  might  be  betrayed  iaio  the  assumiug  a  morhid 
sharacter.  The  leader  wiU  Judge  whether  be  is  a  loser 
sr  gainer  by  this  diiBdsnoe.— ^AilAerV  Mi$. 


An  old  man  toiling  up»  a  weaiy  wi||hl, 

And  soon  within  her  hospitable  hall 

She  saw  hia  white  haim  glitleriqg  in  the  liglil 


Of  the  wood  filn,  and  nmnd  his  shonlden  All; 
And  his  whn  visage  and  his  withered  mien 
Yet  calm  and  [  ]  and  m^eatioaL 


And  Adunase,  her  diihl,  who  mustlmve 
Hien  three  yean  old,  sate  opposite  and  gaaad. 


FRAomDrm. 


Sndi  was  25ono«M;  and  aa  daylight  finda 
An  amaianlh  glittering  on  tiie  path  of  fioaC» 
When  automn  nigiifti  have  nipt  all  weak«r 


Tims  had  his  age,  dark,  cold,  and  tempest-taSU 
Shone  tnith  upon  Zoootm;  and  he  fill'd 
From  Ibimtains  pare,  nigh  overgrown  and  kiU 

The  spirit  of  Prince  Adi^nase,  a  child. 
With  aoal-soslaining  songs  of  ancient  lora 
And  philosophic  wisdom,  dear  and  mild 

And  sweet  and  subtle  talk  they  evermonb 
The  pupil  and  master  shared ;  until. 
Sharing  the  imdiminishable  store, 

Tlie  yoath,  as  shadows  oa  a  grassy  hill 
Outrun  the  winds  that  chaae  them,  soon  outran 
His  teacher,  and  dki  teach  with  native  skill 

Strange^ truths  and  new  to  that  experienced  man; 
Still  &ey  were  fnenda,  as  lew  have  ever  been 
Who  muk  the  extremes  of  life's  dispoidant  span. 

And  in  the  caverns  of  the  forest  greui. 
Or  by  the  rocks  of  echoing  ocean  hoar, 
Zonoras  and  Prince  Athanase  were  aeen 

'By  summer  woodmen ;  and  when  winter's  roar 
Sounded  o'er  earth  and  sea  its  blast  of  war. 
The  Balearic  fisher,  driven  from  shore. 

Hanging  upon  the  peaked  wave  afiur. 
Then  saw  their  lamp  flom  Laian's  turret  gjleam, 
the  stormy  darknem  like  a 


Which  pours  beyond  the  sea  one  sledfoat  beam, 
Whilst  all  Ihe  coiMteUationa  of  the  sky 
Seem'd  wrecked.  They  did  bat 


For,  lo!  the  wintry  clouds  are  all  gone  by. 

And  bright  Aroturua  through  yoa  pines  is  gtowing 

And  for  o'er  soathem  waves,  immovably 

Belted  Orion  hangs — ^warm  Itght  is  flowing 
From  the  young  moon  into  the  sunset's  chaaob— 
«  0^  summer  night !  with  power  divine,  beelowii^ 

**  On  thine  own  bird  the  sweet  enthusiasm 
Which  overflows  in  notes  of  liquid  gladness^ 
Filling  the  sky  like  light !  How  many  a  spaam 
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«  Of  lever'd  hraiiii,  oppraH'd  with  nief  and , 
Were  lulled  by  ifaee,  delighcM  nightingale ! 
And  thpw  loH  wave*,  muTnnring  a  gentle 


"And  the  far  agfaingi  of  yoQ  pinjr  «l«W 

Made  Tocal  by  aoRie  wind,  we  fiiel  not  hera^— ^' 

I  bear  alone  what  nothing  may  aTail 

•*  To  Ughien-«  strange  load!"— No  human  ear 
Heard  thia  lament;  but  o'er  the  visage  wan 
Of  Athanawe,  a  ruffling  atmosphere 

Of  daik  eitnocioQ,  a  swift  shadow  mn. 
Like  wind  upon  some  forest-bosom'd  lake* 
Glassy  and  darfc.— And  that  divine  old  man 

I 

Beheld  hi*  mysim  fidemfs  whole  bemg  shaken 
£ven  where  its  inmost  depths  were  glnomissi 
And  with  a  calm  and  measured  voice  he  apake^ 

And  with  a  soft  and  equal  pressure,  p««at 

That  cold  lean  hand  >-^  Dost  thou  remember  yet 

When  the  curved  moon,  then  lingering  hi  the  weat, 

*  Paused  in  yoo  waves  her  mighty  boras  to  wet, 
How  in  thdseibeams  we  walk'd,  half  lestiiig  oo  the 

sea? 
"Tie  just  one  yeai^-sure  thou  dost  not  Ibiget— 

*  Then  Plato's  words  of  light  in  thee  and  me 
Lingered  like  moonlight  in  the  moonless  e 
For  we  had  just  then  rsikd — ^thy  mempiy 

*  Is  laidiful  now^the  stoiy  of  the  least ; 
And  Agathoq  and  Diotima  seem'd 
From  death  andX  .  ]  released. 


T  was  at  this  season  that  Prince. Atfaanase 

Fist  the  white  Alps— those  eagle-baffling  ikiountaini 

Slept  m  their  shrouds  of  snow  f^beside  thei  ways 

The  waterfalls  ^ere  voicelssB--liif  their  IbnntaiiM 
Were  changed  to  mines  of  sunless  crystal  now, 
Chr  by  the  curdling  winds— like  biaaen  wmgs 

Which  dang'd  alone  the  mountam*s  marble  brow* 
Warp'd  into  adamantine  fretwork,  hupg 
And  fill*d  with  fioien  light  the  chasm  bekvm 


FBAOMDIT- ItL 

'FwAS  at  the  season  when  the  Earth  npsprings 
From  shimber,  as  a  sphered  angel's  child. 
Shadowing  its  eyes  with  green  and  golden  wings. 

Stands  up  before  its  mother  bright  and  mild. 
Of  whose  soft  voice  the  air  expectant  seeme— 
So  stood  before  the  sun,  which  shone  and  smiled 

To  see  it  rise  thus  joyous  from  its  dreanw, 
The  fresh  and  radiant  Earth.    The  hoary  grove 
Wax*d  green— «nd  flowers  burst  ibnh  like  itany 
beamsj— 

Hie  gnas  in  the  wairo  sbn  did  start  and  move. 
And  sea-buds  burst  under  ^e  ^vaves  serene : — 
How  many  a  one,  though  none  be  near  to  love. 

Loves  then  the  shade  of  his  own  soul,  half  seen 
In  any  minor—or  the  spring's  young  minions, 
The  winged  leaves  amid  the  copses  green;-- 

How  many  a  spirit  then  puts  oik  the  {nnioos 
Of  ftncy,  and  outstrips  the  lagging  bhut. 
And  his  own  steps    and  over  wide  dominions 

Sweeps  in  his  dream-drawn  chariot,  &r  and  ftst, 
More  fleet  than  storms — the  wide  world  shrinks  bebw 
When  winter  and  despondency  are  past 

3Q 


FBAOMBirV  IV. 

* 

Thpo  art  the  wine  whose  druokenness  ia  9U 
We  can  desire,  O  LovOi!  and  happy  souls. 
Ere  fium  thy  vine  the  leaves  of  autumn  fiUl, 

Catch  thee,  and  feed  fitm  their  overflowing  bowb 
Thousands  who  thirst  lor  thy  ambrosial  dew  j— 
Tbou  art  the  radiance  which  where  ocean  rolls 

Invests  it ;  and  when  heaveiM  are  blue 
Thou  fillest  them.;  and  when  the  earth  is  laix 
The  shadow  of  thy  moving  wings  imbue 

Its  deserts  and  Its  mountams,  till  they  w4ar 
Beauty  like  some  bright  robe  9— thou  ever  suareal 
Among  the  towen  of  men,  and  as  soft  air 

In  spring,  which  moves  the  unawaken'd  Ibrest, 
aothing  with  leaves  its  branches  bare  and  bleak, 
Hkhi  floatest  among  men ;  and  aye  implbraai 

That  which  fiomthee  they  should  iniplore>--theweafc 

Ak»e  kneel  to  the*,  oflfering  up  the  hearts 

The  strong  have  broken— yet  where  shall  any  soak 

A  garment  whom  thou  ckMhest  noct 
AfarJow,  1817. 


MAZENGHI.* 

(>a !  Ibster-nuFM,  of  man's  abandon'd  gtosy, 
Sinoe  Athens,  its  great  mother,  sunk  in  splendor  1 
ThoQ  sbadowest  forth  that  migh^  shape  in  stoiy. 
As  ocean  its  wrecked  fimes,  severe  yet  tender: 
Tbe  light-invested  angel  P^esy 
Was  drawn  IVom  the  dim  world  to  welcome  thee^ 

And  thou  m  pauiting  didst  transcrihe  all  taught 

By  loftiest  meditations,*  marble  knew 

The  sculptor's  fearlees  soul— 4md  as  he  vnuughl^ 

The  grace  of  his  own  powar^nd  fteedom  grew* 

And  more  than  all,  heroic,  just,  sublime 

Thou  wert  among  the  ftke— was  this  thy  crimef 

Yes;  and  on  Pisa's  marble  walls  Ihe  twine 
Of  direst  weeds  hangs  garlanded— the  snpke  ' 
Inhabits  its  wreck'd  palaces  ^-in  thine  r 
A  beast  of  subtler  venom  now  doth  make 
Its  lair,  add  sils  anud  their  glories  overthrown. 
And  thus  thy  victim's  fate  is  as  thine  own. 


*  This  ftagment  refer*  to  an  event,  told  in  Biimondi  s 
Histoiie  des  EepaMlqoes  Italiennes,  which  ooenrred  du- 
ring the  war  when  Flnreaee  flnaHy  subdued  Piss,  and  re- 
dnoed  it  to  s  province.  The  opening  staasas  are  addmiaed 
to  tbe  eonqueriag  city. 
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The  swe«ftMt  fkmen  we  ever  fiail  mod  nre, 
And  love  and  freed<tin  bloMom  but  to  widier ; 
And  godd  and  ill  like  vinee  entangled  are. 
So  that  their  grapee  may  oft  be  pluck'd  together ; — 
Dftide  the  irintage  ere  thou  diink,  then  nmke 
Thy  heart  rejoice  ibr  dead  Mazenghi*a  sake. 

No  record  of  his  crime  remains  in  story, 
Btit  if  the  morning  bright  as  evening  shone, 
It  was  some  hi^  and  holy  deed,  by  glory 
Piusaed  into  ibrgetfufaiBSB,  which  won 
From  the  blind  crowd  he  made  secure  and  free 
The  patriot's  meed,  toil,  death,  and  infiuny. 

For  when  by  sound  of  trumpet  was  declared 
A  price  upon  bis  life,  and  (here  was  set 
A  penalty  of  blood  on  all  who  shared 
So  much  of  water  with  him  as  might  wet 
His  lips,  which  speech  divided  not — ^he  went 
Alone  as  you  may  guess,  to  banishment 

Amid  the  mountains,  like  a  hunted  beast. 
He  hid  himself^  and  hunger,  cold,  and  toil, 
Month  after  month  endured ;  it  was  a  feast 
Whene'er  he  found  those  globes  of  deep-red  gold 
Which  in  the  woods  the  stnwbeny-tree  doth  bear, 
Suspended  in  their  emerald  atmosphere. 

And  m  the  roofless  huts  of  vast  morapes,  - 
Deserted  by  the  feveretricken  serf) 
All  oveigrowQ  with  reeds  and  long  rsak  grasses^ 
And  hillocks  heap'd  of  moswwoven  tuiC 
And  where  the  huge  and  speckled  aloe  made 
Rooted  in  stones,  a  broad  and  pointed  shade, 

He  housed  himself    There  is  a  point  of  stiand 
Near  Vada*s  tower  and  town;  and  on  one  side 
The  treacherous  marsh  divides  it  from  the  land, 
Shadow'd  by  phie  and  ilex  ftsests  wide. 
And  on  the  other  creeps  eternally. 
Through  muddy  weeds,  the  shallow,  sullen 
i^^^Ief,  1818. 


THE  WOODMAN  AND  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

A  woonHAN  whose  rough  heart  was  outtif  tine 
(I  think  soch  hearts  yet  never  came  lo  good) 
Hated  to  hear,  under  the  stars  or  mooa* 

One  nightingale  in  an  interfluoos  wood 
Satiate  the  hungry  dark  with  melody  ^» 
And  as  a  vale  i  waierM  by  a  Hoed, 

Or  as'tfae  moonlight  fills  the  open  sky 
Struggling  with  darkncsi    as  a  tuberose 
Peopies  some  Indian  dell  with  seenls  which  lie 


like  clouds  above  the  flower  from,  whicb  they  nae, 
The  nnging  of  that  happy  nightingale 
la  this  sweet  fbresl^  from-  the  golden  dose 

Of  evening,  till  the  star  of  dawn  may  fill. 
Was  interfttsed  upon  the  silentnea ; 
The  folded  roses  and  the  violets  pale 

Heard  her  witdin  th^  slumbers,  the  abyss 
Of  heaven  with  all  its  planeli ;  the  dull  car 
Of  the  night-cradled  earth ;  the  loneliness 


Of  die  drcumflboos  waten,-- eveiy  sphere 
And  every  flower  and  beam  and  ck>od  cn^  wave 
And  every  wind  of  the  mute  atmosphere,  > 

And  eveiy  beaat  stroAih'd  in' its  rugged  cave. 
And  every  bitd  lull'd  on  its  mossy  bough, 
And  eveiy  silver  moth  fresh  from  the  grave, 

Whldi  Is  Iti  cradle— ever  from  below 
Aspiring  Dke  one  vAio  loves  too  ftir,  too  fitf* 
To  be  consumed  'within  the  purest  glow 

Of  one  serene  and  unapproached  star, 
As  if  it  were  a  lamp  of  earthly  light, 
Unoonsdous,  as  some  human  loven  are. 

Itself  hnw  low,  how  high  beyond  all  height 

The  heaven  where  it  would  perish ! — and  eveiy  faj 

That  wotshllpp'd  in  the  temple  of  the 


Was  awed  into  delight,  and  by  die  charm 
Girt  as  with  an  intenninable  noe, 

Ihat  sweet  bird,  whoae  muric  was  a 


Of  somd,  shook  fbrdi  ^e  duU  oblivion 
Out  of  their  dieams ;  hamionj  became  love 
In  every  soul  but 


And  so  this  man  retum*d  with  axe  and  saw 
At  evening  close  from  killing  the  tall  treeiv 
The  soul  of  whom  by  nature's  gentle  law 

Was  each  a  wood-nymph,  and  kept  ever  green 
The  pavement  and  the  roof  of  ttie  wild  copse. 
Chequering  the  simligfat  of  the  blue  serene 

Whh  jagged  leaves,  and  from  the  forest  tope 
Sii^ging  the  winds  to  sleep— or  weeping  oft 
Fast  showen  of  aerial  waterdrops 

Into  their  mother's  bosom,  sweet  and  soft. 
Natures  pure  tean  which  have  no  bitterness  }- 
Aroond  the  cradles  of  the  birds  aloft 


They  spread  themselves  into  the  lovelifaeH 
Of  fan-like  leaves,  and  over  pallid  flowen 
Hang  like  moist  clouds :— <ir,  where  high 
kiss. 


Make  a  green  space  among  the  sjleot  bowenb 
like  a  vast  fine  in  &  metropolis. 
Surrounded  by  the  oolimms  and  the  towers 

All  overwrought  with  branch-like  traceries 
In  which  there  is  religion— end  the  mute 
Penuasion  of  unkindled  melodies. 

Odors  and  gleams  and  uumnin,  which  tfie  Inle 
Of  the  bUnd  pilot^pirit  ef  the  blast 
Stin  as  it  sails,  now  grave  and  now  acute. 

Wakening  the  leaves  and  waves  ere  it  has  past 
To  such  brief  unison  as  on  the  biain 
One  tone,  which  never  can  recur,  has  cast, 

Oa»  aceent  never  to  retnm  again. 
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TO  THE  MOON. 

AftT  thou  pale-  for  wearinaw 
Of  dimbiiig  heaven,  and  gaiing  en  die  earth. 

Wandering  oempanionleeB 
AiAong  the  stan  that  have  a  difierent  hirdir* 
And  ever  changing,  like  a  joyle«  eye 
That  finds  no  olgect  worth  iti  conMancy  t 


SONG  FOR  TASSa 

!  our  lift  ia  love ; 
But  when  we  ceaae  to  breathe  and  move 
I  do  auppoae  love  ceaaes  toe. 
I  thought,  but  not  aa  row  I  do, 
Keen  ihoughii  and  bright  of  linked  km, 
XX  all  that  men  had  thought  before. 
And  all  that  nature  showfc,  and  more. 

And  itill  I  love,  and  still  I  diink. 
But  strangely,  for  my  heart  dan  drink 
The  dre^  of  such  despair,  and  live, 
And  love ;  [  ] 

And  if  Ithink,  my  thoughts  oome  fiut, 
I  mix  the  present  with  the  past, 
And  each  seems  uglier  than  the  last. 


Sometimes  I  see  be&re  me  flee 

A  silver  spirit's  form,  like  thee, 

0  Leonora,  and  I  sit 

[  ]  still  watching  it. 

Till  by  the  grated  casement's  ledge 

It  fodes,  with  such  a  sigh,  as  sedge 

Breathes  o'er  the  breezy  streamlet's  edge. 


EFITAPEL 

Tflsn  are  two  friends  whose  lives  were  undivided 
So  let  their  memory  be,  now  they  have  glided 
Under  the  grave ;  let  not  their  bones  be  parted. 
For  their  two  hearts  in  life  were  single-hearted. 


THE  WANING  MOON. 

And  like  a  dying  lady,  l^an  and  pale, 
Who  totten  forth,  wrapt  in  a  gau^  veil. 
Out  of  her  chamber,  led  by  the  insane 
And  feeble  wanderings  of  her  fading 
The  moon  arose  up  in  the  murky  earth, 
A  white  and  shapeless  man. 
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Thb  ihort  career  of  Janff  Kxati  wm  marked  by 
the  derelopment  of  powers  which  have  been  rarely 
exhibited  in  one  at  ao  immatored  an  age.  He  had 
bat  juet  completed  his  twenty-fourth  year  when 
he  was  snatched  away  from  the  world,  and  an  end 
put  fixT  ever  to  a  genius  of  a  lofty  and  novel  order. 
Certain  party  criticsi  who  made  it  their  object  to 
lacencte  the  feelings,  and  endeavor  to  pot  down  by 
▼itoperation  and  misplaoed  ridicule  every  eflRurt 
which  emanated  not  from  their  own  servile  de- 
pendants or  followers,  furioiuly  attacked  the  wri^ 
tings  of  Keats  on  their  appearance.  Their  promise 
of  greater  excellence  was  nhquestionabte,  their 
beauties  were  obvious, — but  so  also  were  defects, 
which  might  easily  be  made  availaUe-fbr  an  attack 
apoQ  the  author ;  and  which  eertain  writers  of  the 
Quarterly  Review  instantly  seized  upon  to  gratify 
party  malice, — not  against  the  author  A>  much  as 
against  his  friends.  The  unmerited  abuse  poured 
upon  Keats  by  this  periodical  work  is  supposed  to 
have  hastened  his  end,  which  was  slowly  ap^ 
proaching  when  the  criticism  before-mentioned 
appeared.    - 

This  original  and  singular  example  of  poetical 
genius  was  of  humble  descent,  and  was  born  in 
Moorfields,  London,  October  29, 1796,  at  a  livery, 
stables  which  had  belonged  to  his  grandfather. 
lie  received  a  classical  education  at  Enfield,  under 
a  Mr.  Clarke,  and  ^as  apprenticed  to  Mr.  Ham- 
mond, a  surgeon  at  Edmonton.  The  son  of  his 
schoolmaster  Clarke  encouraged  the  first  germs  of 
the  poetical  fiiculty  which  he  early  observed  in  the 
young  poet,  and  introduced  him  to  Mr.  Leigh 
Hunt,  who  is  reported  to  have  been  the  means  of 
his  introduction  to  the  public. '  Keats  was  an  indi- 
vidual of- extreme  sensitiveness,  so  that  he  would 
betray  emotion  even  to  tears  on  hearing  a  noble 
action  recited,  or  at  the  mention  of  a  glowing 
thought  or  one  of  deep  pathos :  yet  both  his  moral 
and  personal  courage  were  above  all  suspicion. 
His  health  vras  always  delicate*  for  he  had  been 
a  seven  months*  child;  and  it  appears  that  the 
symptoms  of  premature  decay,  or  rather  of  fragile 
vitality,  were  long  indicated  by  his  organization, 
before  consumption  decidedly  displayed  itself; 

The  jvvenile  productions  of  Keats  were  pub- 
Ushed  in  1817,  the  author  being  at  that  time  in 
his  twenty-first  year.  His  &vorite  sojourn  appeara 
to  haye  been  Hampstead,  tho  localitioi  of  which 


village  were  the  soeoes  of  his  earfieat  afaatradk)iia» 
and:  the  prompten  of  many  of  his  best  poetical 
produetions :  most  of  his  personal  friends,  too,  re* 
sided  m  the  neighborhood.  His  first  published 
volume,  though  the  greater  part  of  it  was  not 
above  mediocrity,  contained  passages  and  fines  of 
rare  beauty.  His  political  sentiments  difiering 
fitun  those  of  the  Quarterly  Review,  bemg  manly 
and  independent,  were  sins  never  to  be  forgiven; 
and  as  in  that  party  work  literary  judgment  wis 
always  dealt  out  according  to  pditical  congeniali- 
ty of  feeling,  with  the  known  servflity  of  its  wri. 
tors,  an  authiv  like  Keats  had  n6  chance  of  bcfng 
judged  fairly.  He  was  firiendless  and  unknowiiv 
and  could  not  even  attract  notice  to  a  just  oom- 
plaint  if  he  appealed  to  the  public,  from  his  being 
yet  obscure  as  an  author.  This  Gifibrd,  the  editor 
of  the  Quarterly,  well  kliew,  and  poured  hu  ma- 
lignity upon  his  unoffending  victim  in  proportiim 
as  he  was  conscious  of  the  vrant  of  power  in  the 
object  of  his  attack  to  resist  it  A  scion  of  nobility 
might  have  scribbled  nonsense  and  been  certain 
of  applause;  but  a  singular  genius  springing  up 
by  its  own  vitality  in  an  obscure  comer,  was  by 
all  means  to  be  crushed. — Gifibrd  had  been  a  cob- 
bler, and  the  son  of  the  livery-stable-keeper  wis 
not  worthy  of  his  critical  toleration !  Thus  it  al- 
ways is  with  those  narrow-minded  persons  who 
rise  by  the  force  of  accident  from  vulgar  obsca- 
rhy :  they  cannot  tolerate  a  brother,  much  less  su^ 
perior  power  or  genius  in  that  brother.  On  the 
publication  of  Keals*s  next  work,  ^  Endjrmion,** 
GifFord  attacked  it  with  all  the  bitterness  of  which 
his  pen  was  capable,  and  did  npt  hesitate,  befbre 
he  saw  the  work,  to  announce  his  intention  of 
doing  80  to  the  publisher,  Keats  had  endeavored, 
as  much  as  was  consistent  with  independent  feel- 
ing, to  concUiate  the  critics  at  large,  as  may  be 
observed  in  his  preface  to  that  poem.  He  merited 
to  be  treated  with  indulgence,  not  wounded  by  the 
envenomed  shafts  of  politica]  animosity  for  literal^ 
errors.  His  book  abounded  in  passages  of  trae 
poetry,  which  were  of  course  passed  over ;  and  U 
is  difficult  to  decide  whether  the  cowardice  or  the 
cruelty  of  the  attack  upon  it,  most  deserve  exeerap 
tion.  Of  great  sensitiveness,  as  already  observed, 
and  ids  frame  already  touched  by  a  mortal  dis- 
temper, he  feH  his  hopes  withered,  and  his  at- 
tempts to  obtain  hoDorahfe  publio  notice  in  Ha 
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own  icaiitilj  allotted  days*  fniatrated.  He  was 
never  to  me  hk  honorable  fame :  this  prejed  upoh 
his  spirit  and  hastened  his  end,  as  has  been  alrea^ 
dj  noticed.  The  third  and  last  of  his  works  was 
the  little  volume  (his  best  woric)  oontaimng  **lAr 
mia,"  "Isabella,"  "The  Eve  of  St.  Agnes,"  an^ 
^  Hyperion." — ^That  he  was  not  a  finished  writer, 
most  be  conceded ;  that,  like  Koemcr  in  Germany, 
he  gave  rich  promise  rather  than  matured  fhiit, 
BUtj  be  f ranted;  but  they  murt  indeed  be  ill 
iodges  of  genius  who  are  not  deUghted  with  what 
he  left,  and  do  not  see  that,  had  he  lived,  he  might 
^uMre  worn -a  wreKtfa  of  renown  which  time  would 
HMt  easily  have  withered.  His  was  ind^  an  "  un- 
toward fiUe,"  as-  Byron  observes  of  him  in  Ihe 
>«]aiveiilh  canto  of  "  Don  Jkian." 

For  several  years  before  his  death,  K^ts  had 
.  Halt  that  the  disease  which  preyed  upon  him  was 
-mortal^ — that  the  agents  of  <kcay  were  at  wrark 
WgoKk  a  body  too.  imperfectly  orgmnixedf  or  too 
iiiAj  oonstrufitod  to  sustain  long  the  fire  of  ezist> 
-CBoe.    He  had  n^gleoted  his  own  health  to  attend 
«  brother  on  his  death-bed,  when  it  would  have 
bean  &r  more  prudent  that  he  had  zeeollected  it 
>waa  necessary  he  should  take  oace  of  himself. 
Under  the  bereavement  <^  this  brother  he  was 
•ombating  his  keei^  feelings,  when  the  2oilus  of 
-the  QuarUHy  .so  ferociously  attaoked  him.    The 
ooccitement  of  spirit  was  too  much  fer  his  frame  to 
■QBtain  'f  and  a  blow  feom  another  quarter,  coming 
-about  the  same  time,  shook  him  so  much,  that  he 
teld  a  friend  with  tears  "  his  heart  was  breaking." 
-«-He  was  now  persuaded  to  try  the  olimate  of 
Italy,  the  refuge  of  those  who  have  no  more  to 
hope  fer  in  their  own ;  but  which  is  commonly  de- 
layed until  the  removal  onlv  leads  the  traveller  to 
the  tomb.    Thither  he  went  to  die.    He  was  ac- 
companied oy  Mr.  Severn,  an  artist  of  considerable 
talent,  well  known  since  in  Rome.'  Mr.  Severn 
was  a  valuable  and  attached  friend  of  the  poiet; 
'  and  they  went  first  to  Naples,  and  thence  journey- 
ed to  Some, — ^where  Keats  dosed  his  eyes  on  the 
world  on  the  34th  of  February,  1821.   He  wished 
ardently  fer  death  before  it  came.    The  springs  of 
vitality  were  left  nearly  dry  long  befere ;  his  lin- 
gering as  he  did  astonished  his  medical  attendants. 
His  sufferings  were  great,  but  he  wa>  ^  resigna- 
tion.   He  said,  not  long  before  he  died,  that  he 
**  felt  the  flowers  growing  over  him." 

On  the  oxaminatbn  of  his  body,  post  morffm, 
by  his  physicians,  they  found  that  life  rarely  so 
kog  tenanted  a  body  shattered  as  his  was :  his 
hmgs  were  well-nigh  annihilated. — ^His  remains 
were  deposited  in  the  cemetery  of  the  Frotestanto 
at  Rome,  at  the  feot  of  the  "pyramid  of  Gaius  Ces- 
tius,  near  the  Porta  San  Paolo,  where  a  white 
marble  tombstone,  bearing  the  feUowing  inscrip- 
lion,  surmounted  by  a  lyre  in  ha$99  nUevo^  has 
been  erected  to  his  memory :— 


Tliii  Grave 
oontaina  all  that  wa 

ofa 
TOUNG  ENGLISH  POET, 
Who, 
'  6n  iiSs  death-bed, 

in  the  bttre^eea  of  hie  heart 

at  the  malicioue  power  of  hie  enemies, 

deeired 

theee  wwds  to  be  enfraved  on  hie^tomtatone^ 

Hsas  uea  oia 

WBoea  SAXB  was  wmt  m  wAtrsa. 

IWk  Mth,  18U. 

The  physiognomy  of  the  young  poet  indicated 
his  character. .  SensibiUty  was  predominant,  but 
there  was  no  deficiency  of  power.  His  ^eatnres 
were  well-defined,  and  delicately  susceptible  « 
every  impression.  His  eyes  were  large  and  dark, 
but  hia  cheeks  were  sunk,  and  his  face  pale  when 
he  was  tranquiL  His  bur  was  of  a  brown  color, 
and  curled  naturally.  His  head  was  small,  apd 
•el  upon  broad  high  shoulders,  and  a  body  dispro- 
pofftionately  large  to  his  lower  limbs,  which,  ham- 
ever,  were  well-made.  Hu  stature  was  kw ;  and 
his  hands,  .^saya  a  friend  (Mr.  L.  Hunt),  were 
feded,  having  prominent  veins — ^which  he  wcpuM 
look  upon,  and  pronounce  to  belovg  to  one  who 
had  seen  fiffy  years.  His  temper  was  of  the  gen- 
tlest description,  and  he.  felt  deeply  all  favors  oqd- 
ferred  upon  him :  in  fact,  he  wu  one  of  those 
marked  and  rare  characters  whioh  genius  stamps 
firom  their  birth  in  her  own  mould ;  and  whose 
oarly  oonsignment  to  the  tomb  has,  it  is  most 
probable,  deprived  the  world  of  works  calculated 
to  delist,  if  not  to  astonidi  mankind— of  produc- 
tions to  which  every  oongenial  spirit  and  kind 
quality  of  the  human  heart  would  have  done 
homage,  and  confessed  the  power.  It  is  to  be  la- 
mented  that  such 'promise  should  have  been  so 
prematurely  blightfML 

Scattered  through  the  writings  of  Keais  vriH 
be^feund  passages ,  which  oome  home  to  eveiy 
bosom  alive  to  each  nobler  and  kindlier  feeling  of 
the  human  heart.  There  b  much  in  them  to  bo 
corrected,  much  to  be  altered  fer  the  better ;  but 
there  are  sparkliag  gems  of  \he  first  lustre  eveiy- 
where  to  be  feund.  It  is  strange,  that  in  civiUaed 
societies  writings  should  be  judged  of,  not  by  their 
merits,  but  by  the  faction  to  whiolji  their  author 
belongs,. though  their  productions  may  be  solely 
confined  to  subjects  the  most  remote  from  contro 
versy.  In  Bngbbiid,'a  party-man  must  yield  up 
every  thing  to  the  opinions  and  dogmatism  of  his 
caste.  He  must  reject  truths,  pervert  reason,  mis- 
represent all  things  coming  fi'om  an  opponent  of 
another  creed  in  religion  or  politics.  Such  a  stat^ 
of  virulent  and  lamentaUe  narrow-mindedness,  b 
the  most  certain  that  can  exist  for  blighting  the 
tender  Uossoms  of  genius,  and  blasting  the  ixmo- 
cent  and  virtuous  hopes  of  the  young  aspirant  af. 
ter  honest  feme.   It  is  not  necessary  that  a  yoong 
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and  ardent  mind  avow  principlai  lioatile  to  thoae 
who  nt  op  ibr  its  enemiea— 4f  be  be  but  the  friend 
of  a  friend  opetdy  opposed  to  them,  it  is  enough ; 
and  the  wont  is,  that  the  hostility  displayed  is 
neither  limited  by  truth  and  candor,  sound  princi- 
ples^if  eriticism,  humanity,  or  honorable  fbeling : 
it  fights  with  all  weapons,  in  the  dark  or  in  the 
light,  by  erafi,  or  in  any  mode  to  obtain  itfe  bitter 
objects.  The  critics  who  hastened  the  end  of 
Kfeat8»had  his  worlcs  been  set  before  them  as  being 
those  of  an  mk^awn  writer,  would  have  acknow- 
ledged their  talent,  and  applauded  where  it  Was 
due,  fqn  their  attaclcs  upon  him  were  not  made 
from  lack  of  judgment,  but  fix>m  wilful  hostility. 
One  knows  not  how  to  characteriie  such  demooia- 


cal  insincerity.  Keats  bekmged  to  a  school  of 
politics  which  they  from  their  ambush  ■"■*i»*Trw- 
tiled : — Whence,  and  hence  alono,  their  malice  to- 
wards him. 

Keats  was,  as  a  po^  like  a  rich  fruit-tree  which 
the  gardener  bias  not  pruned  of  its  loznrianoe; 
time,  had  it  been  allotted  him  by  HeaTen,  would 
have  seen  it  as  trim  and  rich  as  any  brother  otitm 
garden.  It  is  and  will  ever  be  regretted  by  the 
readers  ci  his  works,  that  he  lingered  no  kcger 
among  living  men,  to  brmg  to  perfection  what  he 
meditated,  to  contribute  to  British  literature  a 
greater  name,  and  to  delight  the  lovers  df  true 
poetry  with  the  rich  melody  of  his  musically  em- 
bodied thoughts. 
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^(Oit:^  s^ifiiiv^ 


A  POETIC  ROMANCE. 


INSCRIBED  TO  THB  BGBMOET  OF  THOMAS  CHATTERTON, 


The  ftretdied  matra  of  an  Antlqnt  Boof . 


PREFACE. 


myMelf  the.iiMiiiier  in  wliicli 
Totm  hat  been  prodqced,  it  it  not  without  •  fasling 
of  ngnt  that  I  make  it  pubjic. 

What  manner  I  mean,  will  be  qnite  clear  tp  the 
reader,  who  miut  ioon  perceive  great  inerperienoe, 
immatority,  and  every  error  denoting  a  feverish  at- 
tempt, rather  than  a  deed  aGcompliahed.  The  two 
first  booka,  and  indeed  the  two  last,  I  feel  seosible 
we  not  of  such  completion  as  to  wvrant  their  passing 
the  press ;  nor  shonld  they,  if  I  thought  a  year's  cas- 
tigation  would  do  them  any  good ; — ^it  will  not :  the 
fenadations  are  too  sandy.  It  is  just  that  this  youngster 
should  die  away :  a  sa4  thought  fi>r  me*  if  I  had  not 
some  hope  that  while  it  is  dwindling  I  may  be  plot' 
ting,  and  fitting  myself  for  verses  fit  to  live. 

This  may  be  speaking  too  presumptuously,  and 
may  deserve  a  punishment :  but  no  feeling  man  will 
?je  ferwud  to- inflict  it :  he  will  leave  me  alone,  wiih 
t|ie  conviction  that  there  is  not  a  fiercer  hell  than  the 
feilure  in  a  great  object  This  is  not  written  with 
the  least  atom  of  purpose  to  ibrestall  criticisms  of 
fxmne,  but  from  (he  desire  I  have  to  conciliate  men 
who  are  competent  to  look,  and  who  do  look  with  a 
jealous  eye,  to  the  honor  of  English  Kteniture. 

The  imagmation  of  a  boy  is  healthy,  and  the  ma- 
ture imagination  of  a  man  is  healthy ;  but  there  is  a 
space  of  life  between,  in  which  the  soul  is  in  a  fer- 
ment, the  character  undecided,  the  way  of  life  un- 
certain, the  ataibitioa  thick-sighted:  thence  proceed 
mawkishness,  and  ell  the  thousand  bitten  which 
those  men  1  speak  of,  must  necessarily  mste  in  going 
over  the  ibllowing  pages. 

I  hope  I  have  not  in  loo  late  a  day  touched  the 
beautiful  mythology  of  Greece,  and  dulled  its  bright- 
ness; for  I  wish  to  try  onoe  mors^  before  I  bid  it 
ferewell. 

TnoiiMODTB,  April  10, 1818. 


ENDYMION. 


BOOKL 

A  THino  of  beauty  is  a  joy  fer  everj 

Its  loveliness  increases  {  it  will  never 

Pass  into  nothingness ;  but  still  will  keep 

A  bower  quiet  for  us,  and  a  sleep 

Full  of  sweet  dreams,  and  health,  and  quiet  hrnalil^ 

Therefore,  on  every  morrow,  are  we  wreathi|)g     v 

A  flowery  band  to  bind  us  to.  the  e«rth, 

Spite  of  despondence,  of  tb^  inhuman  dearth  . 

df  noble  natures,  of  the  gloomy  days. 

Of  all  the  unhealthy  and  o*er-darken'd  ways 

Made  for  our  searching :  yes,  in  spite  of  aU, 

Some  shape  of  beauty  moves  away  the  pall 

From  our  dark  spirits.    Such  the  sun,  the  moon. 

Trees  old  and  young,  sprouting  a  shady  boon 

For  simple  sheep ;  and  such  are  daflfodils 

With  the  green  world  they  live  in ;  and  clear  rills 

That  for  themselves  a  cooling  covert  make 

'Gainst  the  hot  season ;  the  mid-forest  brake, 

Rich  with  a  sprinkling  of  fajr  musk-rose  bloouM  - 

And  such  too  is  the  grandeur  of  the  dooms 

We  have  imagined  for  the  mighty  dead ; 

All  lovely  tales  that  we  have  heard  or  read : 

An  endless  fountain  of  immortal  drink,  V 

Pburing  unto  us  from  the  heaven's  britak\ 

Nor  do  we  merely  feel  these  essences 
For  <me  short  hour;  no,  even  as  the  trees 
That' whisper  round  a  temple  become  soon 
Dear  as  the  temple's  self^  so  does  the  moon. 
The  pBSskm  poesy,  glories  infinite. 
Haunt  us  till  they  become  a  cheering  light 
Unto  our  souls,  and  bound  to  us  so  fast. 
That,  whether  there  be  shine,  or  gloom  o*( 
Thev  always  must  be  with  us,  or  we  die. 
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Tl|erefoie»  'tis  with  full  happinen  that  I  . 
Will  trace  the  story  of  Knflyniion. 
The  very  luumc  of  the  name  has  gone 
Into  my  being,  and  each  pleasant  aeeoe 
Is  growing  fresh  before  me  as  the  gteen 
Of  our  own  valleys :  so  I  will  begin 
Now  while  I  cannot  hear  the  city's  dm ) 
Now  while  the  early^budden  are  ji:Mit  new> 
And  run  in  luazes  of' the  youngest  hue 
About  old  forests;  while  th^  willow  tfiuls 
Its  delicate  amber ;  and  the  dairy  pails 
Bring  home  increase  of  milk.    And,  as  the  3re«r 
Oiwi's  Itnrii  10  Juicy  staikSt  I  U  smooMHy  sioov 
My  little  boat,  for  many  quiet  hours, 
With  streams  that  deepen  freshly  into  bowan. 
Many  and  many  a  verse  I  hope  to  write, 
BeloK  the  daisies,  vermeil  rimm'd  and  white, 
Hide  in  deep  herbage ;  and  ere  yet  1b0  beet 
Hum  about  globes  bf  clover  and  swaet  peas, 
I  must  be  near  the  middle  of  my  story. 
O  may  no  wioCry  seison,  base  and 'botty. 
See  it  half  finished:  but  let  Autumn  bold» 
With  univenal  tinge  of  sober  gold. 
Be  all  about  me  when  I  make  an  end. 
And  now  at  once,  adventuresome,  I  SAtd 
Hf  herald  thought  into  a  wiMerhess: 
There  let  its  trumpet  blow,  and  quickly  dnii 
My  uncertain  path  with  green,  that  I  may  speed 
Cavly  onward;  thorough  Qft^N^n  and  weed. 


Of  brightness  so  uMuUied.  that  theram 

^A  melancholy  spirit  well  might  win 

Oblivion,  and  melt  out  his  easence  fine 

Inia  Ihe-winds  t  raiu'scenled  egkntiiie 

'Gvfe  temperate-sweeiB  to  that  well-wooiQ^  ■«», 

The  lark  was  kist  in  him;  cold  springs  had  ran 

To  warm  their  chilliest  bubbles  in  the  gnas; 

Man's  vok»  was  on  the  mountains;  and  the  raasi 

Of  nature's  lives  and  wondeis  puked  tenlold. 

To  feie^  this  sonriae  and  Ha  glories  ohL 

Now  while  the  silent  workings  of  (ihe  dawn 
Were  busiest,  into  that  selfsame  lawn 
^AU  suddenly,  with  joyful  cries,  there  sped 
A  tioop  of  little  children  garlanded ; 
Who,  gathering  round  the  altar,  seem*d  lo  pry 
Eame^y  roui^  as  wishing  to  espy 
Some  Mk  of  httiday :  nor  had  th«y  waited 
For  many  moments,  ere  their  ears  were  sated 
With  a  faint  breath  of  music,  which  ev'n  dun 
Fiird  out  iti>  voice,  and 'died  sfway  again. 
Within  a  little  space  again  it  gave 
Ifiv  airy  swellings,  with  a  gentle  wave. 
To  light-hung  leaves,  in  smoothest  echoes  breaking 
Through  copse-clad  volleysr-«re  their  death,  o'er 

.    r     taking 
The  surgy  murmurs  of  the  hmely 


Upon  the  sides  of  Latmos  was  outspread 
A  mighty  forest ;  for  the  B^oist  earth  fed 
So  plenteously  all  weed-hidden  roots 
Into  o'erhanging  boughs,  and  precraus  fiNuls. 
And  it  had  gloomy  shades,  sequester'd  debp» 
Where  no  man  went ;  and  if  from  shephefd's  keep 
A  lamb  stray'd  &r  adown^hose  inmost  glens. 
Never  again  saw  he  the  happy  pens 
Whither  hut  brethren,  bleating  with  content, 
Over  the  hills  «t  every  nightikll  went 
Among  the  shepherds  't  was  believed  ev«r, 
lliat  not  one  fleecy  lamb  which  thus  did  sever 
From  the  white  fkx'k,  but  pass'd  unwovried 
By  any  wolf,  or  paid  with  prying  head. 
Until  it  came  to  some  unfooted  plahis 
Where  fbd  the  herds  of  Pan ;  ky,  great  his  gains 
Who  thus  one  lamb  dki  kise.  Paths  diere  were  many, 
Winding  through  palmy  iem,  and  rushes  fenny. 
And  ivy  banks ;  all  leading  pleasantly ' 
To  a  wide  lawn,  whence  one  could  only  see 
Stems  thronging- all  around  between  the  swell 
Of  torf  and  slanting  branches:  who  oonM  telV 
The  freshness  of  the  space  of  heaven  above,  ' 
Edged  round  with  dark  tree'leps  t  through  which  a 

dove 
Would  oflen  beat  its  wings,  and  oAen  too 
A  little  cloud  would  move  acnm  the  bloa. 


And  now,  as  deep  into  tfie  wood  as  we 
Might  mark  a  lynx's  eye,  there  glimmered  light 
Fair  faces  and  a  rush«f  garrtienia  white 
Plainer  and  plainer  sfaoyping,  till  at  last 
Into  the  widest  aUey  they  dl  past. 
Making  directly  ^r  the  woodland  altar. 
O  kindly  muse !  let  not  my  weak  tongue  fklffer 
In  telling  of  &is  goodly  company. 
Of  their  old  piety,  and  of  their  glee : 
But  let  a  portion  of  ethereal  dew 
Fail  on  my  head,  ^d  presently  vnm^w 
My  soul ;  that  I  may  dare,  in  weyfkrin& 
To  stammer  where  oM  Chauoer  used  to  shig 


Full  In  the  middle  of  this  pleasantness 
There  stood  a  marble  altar,  with  a  tress 
Of  flowers  budded  newly ;  and  the  dew  . 
Had  taken  fairy  fantasies  to  strew 
Daisies  upon  the  sacred  sward  last  eve. 
And  so  the  dawned  light  in  pomp  receive. 
For  'twas  the  mom:  ApoUo's  upward  fire 
Made  every  eastern  cloud  a  silveiy  pyre 


Leading  the  way,  Toung  damsels  danoed  al 
Bearing  Ihe  burden  of  a  shepherd's  song ; 
£ach  having  a  white  wicker  over>brimBi*d 
With  April's  tender  younglings^  bmU,  well 
A  crowd  of  shepherds  with  as  snnbunt  kaha 
.As  may  be  road  of  in  Arcadian  books; 
Such  as  sat  hatening  round  ApoUoV  pipa» 
WJien  the  great  deity,  for  earth  too  npe. 
Let  his  divinity  o'ei6owing  die 
In  music,  through  the  vales  of  Thesialy ; 
Some  idly  tnil'd  their  dMeprhooks  on  the  gVMBli 
And  some  kepi  «p  a  ahriUy  melkiw  sound 
With  dbon-tipped  flutes :  olese  after  these. 
Now  eoming  from  beneath  the  ibiest  tieasr 
A  venemble  piioat  full  soberly, 
Begki  with  minisiering  kroks:  alway  his  eyn 
Siedfast  npon  the  BMMed  turf  he  kept. 
And  «Aer  him  his  aaerod  veatmenls  swept 
From  his  right  hand  there  swung  a  vaae,  ■ 
Of  mingled  whM^  out^eparkUtig  genereoa  light ; 
And  in  his  leA  he.heki  a  basket  fiiU 
Of  all  sweet  herbs  that  aaarehing  eye  could  cnB 
Wild  thyme,  and  valley-lilies  whiter  still 
Han  Leda's  love^'aod  cresses  fium  the  rilL 
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Hit  aged  head^  oown'd  with  beeelieo  wraodv 

Seem'd  likoA  poll  oC  ivy  ia  liie  teeth 

Of  winter  boar.  'Then "Ceme-flnoiher  crowd 

Of  ihepherdW  Uftiag  in  due  time  aloud 

Tiieir  share  of  the  ditty^   After  tb^pi  appeared, 

Up-ibllow'd  by^  a  mullitode  that  rear'd 

Ttieir  voiCM  to  the  clouds,  a  fair  wrought  car 

Easily  roiling  k>  aa  scarce  to  'mu 

The  freedoo^  of  three  ■teeds  of  dapple  btown  r 

Who  itood  therein  did  aeen  of  great  renown 

Among  the  throng.   Hi*  yoQth  was  fuUy  blown* 

Showing  like  Ganymedet  to  manhood  grown ; 

And,  for  tborib  simple  time^  his  garmenla  were 

A  chieOain  king's  v'beoeath  his  braait,  half  bare, 

Was  hung  a  silver  bugle,  and  between 

Uii  nervy  knees  ihere  lay  a  boeAapear  keen.  • 

A  smile  was  .on  his  countenance  {  he  seera*d. 

To  common  laokemH>n,>Uke  one  who  dream'd 

Of  idleness  in  grQvea  Elysian :       ^ 

But  there  were  some  who  fbelii^ly  could  toan 

A  lurking  toouble  ia  bis  nether  k^ 

And  see  ihat  ofiendroes  the  reins  ^vould  slip 

rhiongh  his  fixgotten  hands:  then  would  they  agfa. 

And  think  of  yellow  leayes,  of  ewlets'  ciy. 

Of  logs  piled  Bofemnly* — Ah,  well<a^ay* 

Why  shottklour  young  Endymaon  pine  away !   • 

Soon  the  assembly,  in  a  circle  ranged. 
Stood  silent  round  the  shrine:  each  look  was  changed 
To  sudden  veneration :  women  meek 
Beckon'd  their  sons  to  silencO';  while  each  cheek 
3f  virgin  bloom  poled  gently  for  slight  fear. 
Eladymion  too,  without  a  forest  peer, 
Stood,  wan,  and  pale,  and  with  on  awed  face, 
\iiiong  his  brothers  of  the  mountain  chase^ 
n  midst  of  all,  the  venerable  priest 
Cyed  them  with  joy  from  greatest  to  the  least, 
\nd,  after  lifting  up  his  aged  hand«, 
Thus  spake  he :  **  Men  of  iAtrnfls!  shepherd  hmds! 
rVhoie  rare  it  Is  to  ^uard  a  thousand  flocks : 
iVhether  descended  from  beneath  the  rocks 
rhat  overtop  your  ifoountains ;  whether  come 
•"rora  mlleys  where  the  pipe  is  never  dumb ; 
)r  from  your  swelling  downs,  where  sweet  air  stin 
Slue  harebells  lightly,  and  where  prickly  furze 
{ods  lavish  gold;  or  ye,  whose. precious  charge 
Nibble  Hieir  ft\l  at  ocean's  very  marge, 
Vhoee  mellow  reeds  are  tooch'd  with  sounds  forlorn 
)y  tne  ditii  echoes  of  old  Triton's  horn : 
if otheie  and  wives !  who  day  by  day  prepare 
?he  scrip,  with  needments*  for  the  mountain  air; 
knd  all  ye  gentle  girls  who  foster  up 
JJderleas  lambs,  and  in  a  little  cup 
Vill  put  choice  honey  for  a  fovor^d  youth: 
'ea,  every  one  attend !  for  in  good  truth 
hxr  vows  are  wanting  to  our  great  god  Fan; 
Lre  no(  our  lowing  heifen  sleeker  than 
^ght-swoU'en  mushrooms  ?   Are  not  our  wide  pbins. 
peckled  with  coutktless  fleeces  7  Have  neC  raiiia 
rreen*d  over  Aprirs  lap  f  No  howling  sod 
ickens  oar  foarfol  ewes;  and  we  have  hluS 
Ireat  bounty  from  Endytnion  oar  lord. 
'he  earth  is  giad :  the  merry  lark  has  ponr'd 
lis  early  song  agatesr  yon  t^eezy  sky, 
'hat  spreads  so  clear  o'er  our  solemi^.'' 

Thus  ending,  on  the  shrined  h«ap^  a  spfato . 
f  teeming  sweets,  enkindling  sacred  fire ; 
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Anon  he  stain'dthe  thick  and  spongy  attd 
With  wine,  in  honor  of  the  shephefd^jod. 
Now  while  the  eanh  was  dhnktng  it,. and  whfc 
Bay  leaves  were  civekling  in  the  ftiagrant  pile. 
And  gunmy  frankincense  was  sparkling  brighl' 
'Neath  sniothering  parsley,  and  a  haay  Hght 
Spread  gmyly  eastward,  thoa  a  chorus  sang: 


"  0  thou,  whose  mighty  palace  roof  doth  hang 
From  Jagged  trunks,  iomI  overshadoweth 
Eternal  whispen,  glooms,  the  birth,  life,  death 
Of  unseen  liowera  in  heavy  peauefulness; 
Who  lovest-  to  see  the  hamadryads  drsts 
Their  ruffled  locks  where  meeting  hazels  darken ; 
And  through  whole  soleimi  hours  dost  sit,  and  hearkei 
The  dreary  melody  of  bedded  reed»-^ 
In  desolate  places,  where  dank  moistare  breeds 
The  pipy  hemlock  to  strange  oveig|tywth. 
Bethinking  thee,  how  meUmcholy  loth 
Thou  wast  to  (ose  fiiir  Syrinx«-4io  thou  now. 
By  thy  love's  milky  brow! 
By  all  the  trembling  maaes  that  she  ran. 
Hear  us.  greial  I^  I 


"  O  thou,  for  whose  soul<eoothing  quiet,  tortlaa 
their  voices  co6ingly  'mong  myrtles. 
What  time  thou  wanderest  at  eventide 
Through  sunny  meadows,  that  outskirt  the  side 
Of  thine  enmossed  realms :  O  thou,  to  whom 
Broad-leaved  flg-trees  even  now  foredoom 
Their  lipen'd  fruitage ;  ]reUoW-girted  bees  ' 
Their  golden  honeycombs ;  our  villoge  leas 
Their  foirest  blossom'd  beans  and  poppied  com; 
The  chuckling  linnet  its  five  young  unboni, 
To  sing  for  thee ;  low  qreeping  strawberries 
Their  summer  coolness;  pent  up  butterflies 
'Their  freckled  wings;  yea,  the  fresh  budding  year 
All  its  completions — be  quickly  near, 
By  every  wind  that  nods  the  meontaan  pine, 
O  forester  divine ! 


'*Thoa,  to  whohk  every  fliun  and  satyr  flieo. 
For  willing  service ;  •  VRhether  to  surprise 
The  squatted  hate  while  in  hrifsleeping  fit ; 
Or  upward  ragged  precipices  flit 
To  save  poor  lambkins  frotn  the  eagle's  mavv ; 
Or  by  myfeterioar  enticement  draw 
Bewilder'd  shepherds  lo  their  path  again ; 
Or  to  tread  breatMess  round  the  frothy  main, 
And  gather  up  all  foncifullest  Aells 
Fpr  thee  to  tumble  into  Naiads'  cells, 
And,  being  hidden,  laUgb  at  their  out-peeping , 
Or  to  delight  thee  with  iantastie  leaping. 
The  while  they  pelt  each  other  on  tfa«i  crowii 
With  silvery  oak-apples,  and  fir-cones  broww-* 
By  all  the  echoes  that  about  thee  ring. 
Hear  us,  O  satyr  king ! 


"O  HearfceneMo  the  laud^lapping  shears, 
While  ever  and  anon  to  his  dhom  peeii 
A  ram  goes  bleating :  Winder  of  the  hom. 
When  snouted  wikKboars  rooting  tender  com 
Anger  our'huAianMm :  Breather  round  oor  fiurmi 
To  keep  off  mildews^  and  all  weather  hanaa : 
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Stnoge  ndoistTsat  of  undescribed  toimda, 
That  eome  amwoouing  over  lioUow  giomidi. 
And  wither  drearily  on  barren  moon : 
Dread  opene*  of  the  inytterioui  doom 
Leading  to  univer»l.  knowledge    iee. 
Great  son  of  Dryope, 

The  many  Ihat  are  come  to  pay  their  vowa 
With  lea\tet  about  their  hrowa ! 

**  Be  suU  the  miimaginable  lodge 
For  solitary  thinkings ;  sutih  as  dodge 
Conception  to  the  veiy  bourn  of  Heaven, 
Then  leave  the  naked  brain :  b^  stiU  the.Ieaven, 
That  spreading  in  this  dull  and  clodded  earth, ' 
Gives  ira  teach  ethereal — a  new  birth: 
Be  still  a  symbol  of  immensity ; 
A  firmament  refledled  in  a  sea ; 
An  element  filling  the  space  between ; 
'  An  unknown — ^but  no  more :  we  humbly  screen 
With  upliil  hands  our  foreheads,  lowly  bending. 
And  giving  out  a  shout  most  heaTen-rending,' 
Coi^ure  thee  to  receive  our  humble  I^ean, 
Upon  thy  Maunt  Lycean ! " 

Even  while  they  brought  the  burden  to  a  close, 
A  idKHit  from  the  whol6  multitude  arose, 
That  linger'd  in  the  ai^  like  dying  rolls 
Of  abrupt  thunder,  when  Ionian  shoals 
Of  dolphins  bob  their  looses  through  the  brine. 
Meantime,  on  shady  levels,  mossy  fine, 
Young  companies  nimbly  began  dancing 
To  tne  swift  treble  pipe,  and  humming  string. 
Aye,  those  fiiir  living  fi>rras  swam  heavenly 
.  To  tunes  Ibrgotten — out  of  memory : 
Fair  creatures!  Whose  young  ohildrens*  children  bred 
ThermopylsB  its  heroes — not  yet  dead. 
But  in  old  marbles  ever  beautiful. 
High  genitora,  unconscious  did  they  cull 
Timers  sweet  fin^f^uii8 — they  danced  to  weariness, 
Anu  then  in  quiet  circles  did  they  press 
The  hillock  turi^  and  caught  the  latter  end 
Of  some  strange  history,  potent  to  send 
A  young  mind  from  its  bodily  tenement 
Or  they  mig^t  watch  the  quoit^tchers,  intent 
On  either  side ;  pitying  the  sad  death 
Of  Hyacinlhus,  when  the  cruel  breath 
Of  Zephyr  slew  him, — ^Zephyr  penitent, 
Who  now,  ere  PhcDbus^ipounti  the  firmament. 
Fondles  the  flower  amid  the  sobbing  rain. 
The  archers  loo,  upon  a  wider  plain. 
Beside  the  feathery  whizzing  of  the  shaft, 
And  the  dull  twanging  bowsiring.  and  the  raft 
Branch  down  sweeping  from  a  t^l  ash  top^ 
Caird  up  a  thousand  thoughts,  to  envelop 
Those  who  would  watch.  Perhaps,  the  trembling  knee 
And  frantic  gape  of  lonely  Niobe,  ^ 
Poor,  lonely  Niobe !  when  her  lovely  young 
Were  dead  and  gone,  and  her  caressing  tongue    . 
Lay  a  lost  thing  upon  her  paly  lip. 
And  veiy,  very  deadliness  did  nip 
Her  motherly  cheeks.    Aroused  from  this  aid  mood 
By  one,  who  at  a  distance  loud  halloo'd. 
Uplifting  his  sHong  bow  into  the  air. 
Many  might  after  brighter  visions  stare : 
After  the  Argonauts,  in  blind  amaza 

about  on  Neptune's  roitlBii  wiiy^ 


Until,  firom  the  horiam's  vanllad  ada. 

There  shot  a  goMen  iplendor  far  and  wide^ 

Spangling  dioae  milUon  pontingB  of  the  brin* 

With  quivering  ore :  't>was  even  an  awful 

From  the  exaltation  of  ApoUo's  bow ; 

A  heavenly  beacon  in  their  dreaiy  woe. 

Who  thus  were  ripe  for  higb'oootenipbiiiii^v 

Might  torn  their  steps  towards  the  aobar  riag 

Where  sat  Eodymion.  and  the  aged  priest 

*Mong  shepherds  gone  in  eld.  Whose  looks  u 

The  silyery  setting  of  their  moital  staY. 

Then  they  discouned  upon  the  fiagile  bar 

That  keepa  ua  from  our  homes  ethereal ; 

And  what  our  duties  there:  lo  nightly  call 

Vesper,  the  beauty-ci'est  of  sommer  weadiar  ; 

To  summon  all  the  downiest  cloiids  togetbor 

For  the  sun's  purple  couch ;  to  emnlale    - 

In  ministering  the  potent  rule  of  &te 

With  speed  of  fire>iaird  e^alatiooq ; 

To  tint  her  pallid  cheek  with  bloom,  who  ooni 

Sweet  poesy  by  moonlight :  beaides  theoe, 

A  world  of  other  unguessM  ofiicea. 

Anon  they  wander'd,  by  divine  convene. 

Into  Elysium ;  vying  to  rehearse 

Each  one  his  own  anticipated  bliss. 

One  felt  hearircertain  that  he  could  not  nua 

His  quick-gone  love,  ainong  fiur  blossom'd 

Where  every  zephyr-sigh  pouts,  add  endowa 

Her  lips  with  music  for  the  welcoming 

Another  wish'd,  'mid  that  eternal  spring. 

To  meet  h|s  rosy  child,  with  ieatheiy  niK 

Sweeping,  ey«-eamest]y,  through  almond 

Who,  suddenly,  shoo  Id  stoop  through  the  i 

And  with  the  balmiest  leaves  his  templsB  bind ; 

And,  ever  after,  through  those  regions  be 

His  messenger,  his  little  Mercury. 

Some  were  athirst  in  soul  lo  see  again 

Their  fellow-huntsmen  o*er  the  wide  champaign 

In  tiroes  long  past  ;'io  iit  with  them,  and  talk 

Of  all  the  chances  in  their  earthly  walk ; 

Comparing,  joyAilly,  their  plenteous  stores  . 

Of  happiness,  to  when  upon  the  moon,    * 

Benighted,  close  they  huddled  from  the  cold. 

And  shared  their  famibh'd  fcripsb^  Thus  all  oaMaU 

Their  fond  imaginations, — saving  him 

Whose  eyelids  curtain'd  up  their  jewels  dim, 

Endymion :  yet  hourly  had  he  striven 

To  hide  the  cankering  venom,  that  had  riven 

His  fainting  recollections.    Now  indeed 

His  senses  had  swoon'd  off:  he  did  not  heed 

The  stidden  silence,  or  this  whispers  low. 

Or  the  old  eyes  dissolving  at  his  woe. 

Or  anxious  caHs,  or  close  of  trembling  palna. 

Or  maiden's  sigh,  that  grief  itself  embalma: 

But  in  the  self^me  fixed  trance  he  kept; 

like  one  who  on  the  earth  had  never  slept 

Aye,  even  as  dead'Still  as  a  marble  man, 

FiDzen  in  that  old  tale  Arabian. 

Who  whispers  him  so  pantingly  and  doaa  t 
Peona,  his  sweet  sister;  of  all  those,       ' 
His  friends,  the  dearest   Hoahing  signs  aha  asada 
And  breathed  a  sister's  sorrow  to  pefaonia 
A  yielding  up,  a  cradling  on  bar  oara. 
Her  eloquence  did  breathe  away  the 
She  led  him,  like  aoma  midoight  apiril 
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Of  happy  changw  in  emphatic  dreamsk 
Akiog  a  path  between  two  little  itieeini^— 
Guarding  hii  foraheed,  with  her.ioond  elbow; 
From  low-grown  branches,  and  hie  feotstepi  alow 
From  ftumbling  over  ttumpi  and  hillocka  nnall ; 
Until  they  came  lo- where  these  itreamleti  &11. 
With  mingled  babblingt  and  a  gentle  raabt  ^ 

Into  a  riyer«  clear,  brimful,  and  fluah 
With  crystal  mocking  of  the  trees  and  sky. ' 
A  little  shaUop  floating  there  hard  by. 
Pointed  its  beak  over  the  fiinged  bank; 
And  aoon  it  lightly  dipt,  and  rose,  and  sank. 
And  dipt  again,  with  the  yoong  couple's  weight*— 
Peona  guidingt  through  the  water  straight^ 
Towards  a  boweiy  idand  opposite ; 
Which  gidning  presently,  she  steered  light 
Into  a  shady,  findsh,  and  ripply  cove. 
Where  nested  was  an  arbor,  ovei^nroTe 
By  many  a  summer's  silent  fingering; 
To  wlMse  cod  bosom  she  was' used  lo  bring 
Her  playmates,  with  their  needle  broidery, 
And  minstrel  memories  of  times  gone  byi 


So  she  Iras  gently  glad  to  see  him  laid 
Under  her  frvorite  bower's  quiet  shade. 
On  her  own  eouch,  new  made  of  flower  leaTes, 
Dried  careflUly  on  the  cooler  side  of  sheaTCS 
M^en  last  the  sun  his  autumn  trasses  shook. 
And  the  tann'd  harvesteis  rich  a^mfuls  took. 
Soon  was  he  quieted  to  slumbrous  rest : 
But,  ere  it  cnupi  upon  hun,  he  had  prest 
Peona*s  busy  hand  against  his  lips, 
And  still,  a-sleeping,  held  her  ^^er-tips 
In  tender  pnsnure.    And  as  a  willow  keeps 
A  patient  watoh  over  the  stream  that  creeps 
Windingly  by  it,  so  the  quiet  maid  - 
Held  her  ii^  peac^ :  so  that  a  whispering  blade 
Of  gFBSB,  a  wailful  gna^  a  bee  bustling 
Down  in  the  Mueslis,  or  a  wrsn  light  rustling 
Among  sere  leaves  and  twigs,  might  all  be.  heard. 


O  magic  sleep !  O  comlbrtable  bird. 
That  broodest  o*ertfae  troubled  sea  of  the  mind 
Till  it  is  hush*d  and  smooth !  0  unoonfined 
Restraint !  imprison'd  liberty !  greet  key 
To  gplden  palaces,  strange  minstrelsy. 
Fountains  grotesque,  new  trees,  bespangled  caves^ 
fichoing  grottoes,  ftdl  of  tumbling  waves 
And  moonlight;  aye,  to  dl  the  maxy  worid 
Of  silveiy  enchantment !— who,  nplliri'd 
Beneath  thy  drowsy  wing  a  triple  hour. 
But  renovates  and  lives  f — ^Thus,  in  the  bower, 
Endymion  was  calm'd  to  life  agaiiv 
Opening  his  eyelids  with  a  healthier  brain. 
He  said :  "  I  feel  this  thin^  endearing  love 
AU  through  my  Insom :  thou  art  as  a  dove 
Trembling  its  closed  eyes  and  sleeked  wings 
About  me ;  and  .the  pearliest  dew  not  brings 
Such  morning  inceow  irom  the  fields  of  May. 
As  do  those  brighter  drops  that  twinkling  stray 
From  those  kind  eyesr— the  very  home  and  haunt, 
Of  sisterly  afiection.    Can  I  want 
Aught  else,  aught  nearer  heaven,  than  such  tean  ? 
Yet  dry  them  np^  in  bidding  hence  all  iean 
That,  any  kmger,  I  will  pass  my  days 
Akme  and  sad%    No,  I  will  once  more 


My  voice  upon  the  mountain-heights;  once  mora 
Make  n^  horn  parley  from  their  foreheads  hoar: 
Again  my  trooping  hounds  their  tongues  shall  bll 
Around  the  breathed  boar:  again  rU<polI    . 
The  fidr-grown  ^ew-tree,  for  a  chosen  bow : 
And,  when  the  pleasant  ton  ia  getting  low, 
Again  1*11  linger  In  a  sloping  mead 
To  hear  the  speckled  thrashes,  and  see  feed 
Our  idle  sheep^    So  be  thou  cheered,  sweet! 
And*  if  thy  lute  is  here,  softly  entreat 
My  soul  to  keep  in  its  resolved  coone.*' 

Hereat  Peona,  in  their  silver  source, 
Shut  her  pure  soirow-drops  with  glad  exclaim, ' 
And  took  a  lute,  from  which  there  pulsing  came 
A  lively  prelude,  fitthiooing  the  Way 
In  which  her  vdoe  diould  waiider.    T  was  a  lay 
More  subtle  cadenced,  more  fbrest  wild 
Than  Diyope's  lone  lulling  of  her  child ; 
And  nothing  since  has  floated  in  the  air 
So  mournful  strange.    Surely  some  influence  rare 
Went,  spiritual,  through  the  damseVs  haiid ; 
For  still,  with  Delphic  emphasis,  she  spann'd 
The  quick  invisible  strings,  even  though  she  saw 
EIndymion*s  spirit  melt  away  and  thaw 
Befim  the  deep  intoxication. 
But  soon  she  came,  with  sudden  bunt,  upon 
Her  selfpossction — swung  die  lute  aside. 
And  earnestly  said :  **  Brother,  *tb  vafn  to  hide 
That  thou  dost  know  of  things  mysterious, 
Immortal,  stany;  such  atone  could  thus 
Weigh  down  thy  nature.    Hast  thou  sinn*d  in  aught 
Oflensive  to  the  heavenly  pdwenrf  Caught 
A  Paphian  dove  upon  a  message  sent  f 
Thy  deathful  bow  against  some  deer-herd  bent. 
Sacred  \o  Dianf  Haply,  thoo  hast  seen    . 
Her  naked  limbs  among  the  alders  green ; 
And  that,  alas !  is  death.    Na  I  can  trace 
Something  more  high  perplexing  In  thy  face ! " 

Endymion  look*d  at  her,  and  presB*d  her  hand. 
And  said,  **  Art  thou  so  pale,  who  ^vast  so  bland 
And  merty  in  our  meadows  ?  How  is  this  t   . 
Tell  me  thine  ailment :  fell  me  all  amiss  \^^ 
Ah !  thou  hast  been  unhappy  at  the  change 
Wrought  suddenly  in  me.  What  indeed  more  stranget 
Or  more  complete  to  overwhelm  surmise  ? 
Ambition  is  no  sluggard :  'tis  no  prize,. 
That  toiling  y6an  would  pot  within  my  grasp, 
That  I  have  sigh'd  for :  ^vith  so  deadly  gasp 
No  man  e'er  panted  for  a  mortal  love. 
So  all  have  set  my  heavier  grief  abov^ 
Theae  things  whidi  happen.  Rightly  have  they  duoa  • 
I,  who  still  saw  the  horizontal  sun 
Heave  his.  broad  shouldei  o*er  the  edge  of  the  worl^ 
OutF&cing  Lucifer,  and  then  had  hurl'd 
My  spear  aloft,  as  signal  for  the  chase— 
I,  who,  for  very  sport  of  heart,  would  race 
With  my  own  steed  from  Araby ;  pluck  down 
A  vulture  from  his  towery  perching ;  frown 
A  lion  into  growling,  loth  redre — 
To  lose,  at  oqce,  all  my  toil-breeding  fire. 
And  sink  thus  low !  but  I  will  ease  my  breast 
Of  secret  grie^  here  in  this  bowery  nest 

"This  river  does  not  see  the  naked  sky, 
Till  it  beguM  to  progress  silverly 
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Aroand  the  western  border  of  the  wood,. 

Whence,'  from-  a  certain  spot,  'm  winding  flood 

fleema  ai  the  distance  like  a  crescent  mbon : 

And  in  that  neok,  the  very  pride  of  June, 

Had  I  been  used  to  pass  ray  weaiy  eves  $ 

The  rather  ier  the  s^  unwilling  leaves 

So  dear  a  picture  of  his  sovereign  powei*, 

And  I  could  witness  his  most  kii^[ly  hour, 

When  he  doth  IT^^ton  up  the  golden  reins, 

And  paces  leisursly  down  -anber  plaips 

fiOsL  snorting  four. .  Now  whett  his  cfaaiioC  laat 

Its  beams  agfdnst  the  aediae*lion  cast. 

There  bloaMm'd  suddenly  a  magic  hed 

Of  sacred  ditamy.  and  poppies  red : 

At  which  I  wonder'd  giM|tly»  knowing  well 

That  but  one  night  had  wrought  this  flowery  spalls 

And,  sitting  4own  close  by,  began  to  muse 

What  jt  might  mean.    Perhaps,  thought  I,  Morpheoib 

In  passing  here,  his  owlet  piidims  ahook; 

Or,  it  may  be,  ere  matron  Night  aptook 

Her  ebon  um,  young  Mercury,  by  stealth,. 

Had  dipt  hjs  rod  in  it:  su(;h  garland  wealfli    , 

Came  not  by  common  growth    Thus  on  I  (hooght. 

Until  my  head  was  di^  and  distraught. 

Moreover,  through  the  dancing  poppies  stole 

A  breese,  most  softly  luHing  to  my  soul;. 

And  shaping  vidians  all  about  ray  sight 

Of  cok>n,  wings,  and  bursts  of  spangly  light; 

The  whieh  became  more  strtnge,  and  stnage^  wfi, 

diija. 
And  then  were  gulTd  in  a  tumultuous -swim; 
And  then  I  fell  asleep.    Ah,  can  I  tell   , 
This  enchantment  that  aAerwards  befell  T 
Yet  it  was  but  a  dream :  yet  such  a  dream 
That  never  iongue,  although  i(  overteem 
With  mellow  utterance,  like  a  cavern  sprin|^ 
Could  figure  out  and  to  conception  bring 
All  I  beheld  and  felt    Methoughtl  lay 
Watching  the  zenith,  where  the  milky;  way 
Among  the  stari  in  virgin  splendor  poun; 
And  travelling  my  eye,  until  the  doors 
Of  heaven  appeared  to  open  fbr  my  flight, 
I  became  bth  and  fearful  to  alight 
Flora  such  high  soaring  by  a.  downward  glanoe : 
So  kept  me  stedfast  in  that  aiiy  trance, 
Spraading  imaginary  pinions  wide. 
Wfceh,  presently,  the  stars  began  to  glide, 
And  iaint  away,  before  my  eager  view : 
At  which  I  sigh'd  that  I  could  not  pursue. 
And  dropt  my  vision  to  the  horizon's  verge ; 
And  lo !  ftom  opening  clouds,  I  saw  emerge 
The  loveliest  moon,  that  ever  silver'd  o*er 
A  shell  for  Neptune's  goblet ;  she  did  soar 
8»-  passionately  bright,  my  ilaizled  soul 
Commuigling  with  her  argent  spheres  did  rod 
Through  cle^r  and  cloudy,  even  when  she  went 
At  last  into  a  dark  and  vapory  tent — 
Whereat,  methought,  the  lid)ess-eyed  trahi 
Of  planets  all  were  in  the  blue  again. 
To  commune  with  those  orbs,  once  more'  I  raiaed 
My  sight  right  upward :  but  it  was  quite  daasd 
Bf  a  bright  somethhig,  sailing  down  apaee. 
Making  pie  quickly  veil  my  eyes  and  fiice : 
Again  I  kmk'd,  and,  O  ye  deities. 
Who  from  Olympus  watch  our  desthiiea! 
Whence  that  completed  fonn  of  all  com{detenesa  f 
Whence  came  that  high  periactKm  of  all  swoetpass? 


Speak,  stubborn  earth,  and  tell  iM  wbava,  O 

Hast  thou  a  eymbol  of  her  golden  hair? 

Nor  oat«heaves  drooping  in  the  western  san* 

Not^-thy  soft  hand,  fiar  iuMt !  let  ra^  riion*' 

Such  follying  beibs^  thee^-yet  she  had, 

Indeedf  looks  bright  enoagfa  lo  maks  me  m^  | 

And  they'weie  simply  gordiaa'd  u>  and  Wsidad, 

Leaving,  in  naked  oomeliaess,  unshaded. 

Her  pearl  KMmd  eaia,  .while  neck,  and  eihad 

The  which  were  blended  in*  I  know  W  haw. 

With  such  a  paradise  of  lipa  and  ejpes, 

BlcMh-tintad  <^heeki,  Jhalf  sii|ils^'«nd  ftintesl 

Tfaal»  when  1  think  thereon,  my  spirit  eliiqpi 

.And  plays  about  its  lancy,  till  the  siiq^i 

Of  human  neighborhood  envenom  aU. 

Unto  what  awful  power  ehall  I  caH  t 

To  what  high  fenef— Ah!  see  her  hoveling 

More  blu6ly  vein'd,  mors  soft,  mere  whiiely  v\ 

Than,  thooe  of  sexton  Venus,  when  she  rose 

From  out  her  cradle  shelL    The  wind  oot-UaiiB 

Her  scarf  iiilo  a  flattering  pavilioB ; 

Tis  blue,  and  overepangled  with :a  milliaa 

Of  little  eyes,  as  though  thou  wert  to  shed*. 

Over  the  darkest,  lushest  Uuebell  bed, 

Handfiils  of  daisies.''—^  Endynnqn,  howr  stiai^m! 

Dream  within  draaa!" — ^  She  took  an  aiiy  meow 

And  then,  towtuds  me,  iike  a  very  maid; 

Came  bhahhigr  waning,  willing,  and  afiaidi 

And  presi*d  me  by  the  hand :  Ah!  *iwaf  too nmek 

Methought  I  ftinied  at  the  chained  touch. 

Yet  held, my  reodUeoiion,  even  as  one 

Who  divei  ebree  fathoms  wh«re  the  waMsjim 

Ouigling  in  beds  of  coral  .■  for  anoo^ 

I  feu  upmounted'  in  that  rsgion 

Where  foiling  stars  dart  Aeir  aitilleiy  forth. 

And  eagles  struggle  with  the  boflfeting  noith 

That  balances  the  heavy  meteoii  sioue  ^-^    - 

Felt  too,  I  was  not  fearful,  nor' alone, 

But  lapp'd'  and  iulFd  along  the  daagenNsi  akyu 

Soon,  as  it  seem*d,  we  left  our  joomeyuig  high* 

And  straightway  into  fHghtful  eddias  awoop*d  ; 

Such  as  aye  muster  whl^re  gray  time  has  aooop'd 

Huge  dpns  and  caverns  ill  a  mountain's  side : 

There  hollow  sounds  aroused  him,  aii4  I  ^IflM 

To  feint  once  more  by  looking  on  my  blisa 

I  was  distracted ;  niadly  did  I  kiss 

The  wooing  aiti^  which  held  me,  and  did  givn 

My  eyes  at  once  to  death ;  hot  t was  to  hve. 

To  tahe  in  drtiughts  of  life  fipom  the  goU  Ibaat 

Of  kind,  and  passionate  looks ;  to  count,  and 

l*he  momeols,  by  some  greedy  help  that 

A  second  sell)  that  each  might  be  sedaeni'd 

And  plunder'd  of  ita  load  of  bhwsodness 

Ah,  desperate  mortal !  I  ev*n  dared  lo  prsaa 

Her  very  cheek  against  my  crowned  lip^ 

And,  at  tltft  moraenl«  felt  my  body  dip 

Into  a  wanner  air :  a  moment  more, 

Our  feet  were  soft  in  flowferk    There 

Of  newest  joys  upon  that  alp^    Sometimsa  - 

A  scent  of  violets,  and  blossoming  limes, 

Loiler'd  around  u/i ;  then  of  ^honey  eells. 

Made  delieafia  ftmn  all  whiie^wer  bella; 

And  oooe,  above  the  edgea  of  our  nea^ 

Ai^  arch  feoe  peep'dfan  Oread  aa  I  giiiam*d« 

"  Why.  did  I  dream  that  sleep  o'erpowor'd  «% 
Iniudstof  allthiahnavant  Why  not 
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Far  oflC  tte  ■h«dp«»  of  bitiiinioiM  dark, 

And  itart  ikemfnm  me  ? .  Bot  no,  liko  a  ifMUik 

That  neada  moat  dia,  althangh  iu  little  bmi 

Reflecta  upon  a  diamood,  mf  «»waat  diaam 

Fell  into  nqlliinffv-iiilo  ttiiiNd  daag^  - 

And  10  it  waa^  uniil  a  gentle  cvee|v     • 

A  eaiafiil  moving  caoghlny  wakii^  e«ii« 

And  op  I  started :  Ah!  n^  agbii  o^  taani 

My  <;l0Bcfaed  handa^ftr  lo!  the  poj»piea hang 

Dem  dablded  on  thc^  ■mlki,  the  oumI  wmg 

A  heavy  dit^,  end  ihe  auUen  day 

Had  chkUta  herald  Heiperoa  away* 

With  kadea  lookax  the  ealilaty  biaeie 

Bloater'd,  apd  dept,  and  iis  wild  mlf  did  taaaa 

With  way  waid  melancholy ;  and  I  thooght* 

Mark  me,.  Peona  I  that  sometimef  it  brooght 

Faint  &rb-thee-wellB»  and  ttgh-ahrilled  odieua  2*- 

A^ay  I  wander'd-rall  the  pleamnt  haei 

Of  he^iVen  and  earth  had  fiuled:  deepest  ihadet 

Were  deepest  dongeona;  heaths  and  sunny  shades 

Were  foil  of  pestilent  light ;  our  taintless  riUr 

Seem'd  sooty,  and  o'eiHipread  with  uptum'd  gilla 

Of  dying  fi^  i  the  vermeil  rose  had  Uo^ 

In  frightful  scarlet,  and  its  thorns  out-grown 

like  spiked  #]k)e«    If  an  innocent  bi|d 

Before  my  heedlew  footsteps  stiifd,  and  atio^d 

In  litde  journeys,  I  beheld  in  it        ' 

A  diaguited  demon,  missioned  to  kiiit 

My  aoul  with  under  darkness;  to  entice - 

My  siumblings-  down  some  monvtrmis  precipice : 

Therelbre  I  eager  ibUoW*d,  and  did  curse 

The  disappomtmenL    Time,  that  aged  none, 

Rook'd  me  to  patience.  Now,  thank  gentle  heaven ! 

Thaaa  things,  with  all  their  eom&iiingB,  are  given 

Tb  my  down«mken  hours,  and  with  thee. 

Sweet  sistor,  help  to.  stem  the  ebbteg  sea    ' 

Of  weary  life.' 
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Thus  isndM  he,  and  b6th 
Sat  eilent:  .fiir  the  maid  Was  very*  loth 
To  answer  i  feeling  well  that  breathed  woids  • 
Would  aH  be  lost,  unheard,  and  vain  as  swoids 
Agaimtt  the  enchased  crocodile,  or  leaps 
Of  gramhoppen  i^aioet  the  son.    She  weeps. 
And  wonders ;  strnggleo  todeyise  some  blame ; 
To  pot  on  such  a  look  as  would  myt  Shamt 
On  CAi*  jKMP  fseoibiess/ but,  for  all  her  tfrife. 
She  ooidd  as  seon  have  crush'd  away  the  life 
From  a  sick  dove     At  length,  to  break  the  paiiae. 
She  said  with  trembling  chance :  "  Is  this  the  cause? 
Hus  all?  Yet  it  is  stm^ge,  and  sad,  alas !  - 
T^t  one  who  through  this  middle  eai:ith  should 
Moat  like  a  sofooming  demi-god,  and  leave 
Hm  name  upon  the  harp^timg.  should  achieve 
No  hi|^r  baid^than  simple  maidenhood,  - 
Singing  alone,  and  fearfully, — ^how  the  blood    '  ^ 
Left  has  young  cheek ;  and  how  he  used  to  stray 
He  knew  not  where  (  and  how  he  would  ny,  jwy, 
If  any  said  'twas  love :  and  yet  'twas  love ; 
What  could  it  be  but  love  f  How  a  ring-dove 
Let  fell  a  sprig  of  yew-tree  in  his  path ; 
And  how  bis  died :  and  thaki»  that  love  doth  scathe^ 
The  gentle  heart,^as  northern  blasts  do  rases; 
And  then  the  baUad  of  his  sad  life  closes 
With  sighsu  and  an  alas !— JEMymion ! 
Be  rather  in  the  trumpet's  mondi,    anon 
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Among  the  winds  at  1a|ge-4h«t  all  may  haarkan'! 

Although,  bafera  tfie  crystal  heavens  darken, 

I  watch  and  doto  upon  the  silver  lakes 

PIctuied  in  western  ebudtneai^  that  takes 

The  semblance  of  geU  rocks  end  bright  goMsands^ 

Islands,  and  craabi;  aid  ambet^fksttad  stnads 

With  horssa  pfandoa  o'er  them,  palacea 

And  towers  of  amethyatr— would  I  so  tease 

My  pleasant  .days,  because  I  could  mt  laoont 

Into  dwie  rsgienst  The  Morpbeen fount , 

Of  that  feie  element  that  visions,  dreams. 

And  £tful  whims  of  sleep  aie  made  oC  striama  . 

Into  its  airy  channels  widi  s<r  sabde^ 

So  thin  a  hreathiag,  that  the  spid^'vi|iutde^ 

Circled  a  mfllion  timea  within  the  space  > 

Of  a  swallow's  nestdoor,  could  delay  a  tmeok 

A  tinting  of  ita  quality :  how  light  - 

Must  dreams  themselves  be;  seeing  they're  mwe 

slight 
Than  the  mere  itothing  that  eogendem  them ! 
Then  wherefore  sully  the  intniitfed  gem 
Of  high  and  noble  life  vrith  thoughts  so  sick  l 
Why  pierae  high-foontod  honOr  to  the  quick 
For  noihing.bot  a  dream?"  Hereat  the  youth  ^ 
Lbok'd  up :  a  omdictiag  of  shame  ahd  ruth     r    . 
Was  in  his  plaited  brow  2  yet,  his  eyelids 
Widen'd  a  little,  as  when  Zephyr  bids  , 
A  little  braeie  to  creep  between  the  fena 
Of  caialesn  butterflies :  aoiid  his  pains 
He  seem'd  to  taste  a  drop  of  mattM-dew^ 
Full  palatable ;  and  a  color  grew 
Upon  hia  chea|i,  while  thuahe  lifefid  spake. 


« Poena!  ever  have  I  long'd  to  slake 
My  thint  for  the  world's  praises :  m>lhii|g  base. 
No  merely  shmiberoos  phantasm,  conM  iuilaea> 
The  stabbom  canvas- for  my  voyalfe  prepared— 
Though  now  'tis  tetter'd ;  leaving  my  bark  bared 
And  sullenly  drifting  {  yet  my  higher  hope 
Is  (rf*  too  vride,  too  ninbow-lerge  a  scope, 
To  firet  at  myriads  of  earthly  wrecks. 
Wherein  lies  happinem?  In  that  which  becks. 
Our  ready  minds  to  feUowship^  divine. 
A  fellowship  with  essence ;  till  we  shinev 
Full  alchemiBsd,  and  free  of  apace.'    Behold 
The  clear  religion  of  heaven !  Fold 
A  rose-leaf  round  thy  finger's  tapemess. 
And  soothe  thy  lipri:  h^t !  when  the  airy  stroM 
Of  music's  kiss  impregnates  the  free  wi^ds. 
And  with  a' sympathetic  touch  unbmda 
£olian  magic  from  their  lucid  wombs : 
Then  old  songs  waken  from  endooded  tombs; 
Old  ditties  aigh  above  their  fether's  grave ; 
Ghosts  of  >melodio|ie  prophecyings  raye 
Round  evtoyepot  where  trod  Apollb^s  foot; 
Bronae  clarions  awake,  and  ftuntly  bruit. 
Where  long  ago  a  giant  battle  v^as ; 
And,  fiom  the  turf,  a  lullaby  doth  pam 
In  every  place  where  infant  Orpheus  slept 
Feel  we  these  things ! — that  moment  have  we  stout 
Into  a  aott  of  oneness,  and  our  state 
Is  like  a  floating  spirit's.    But  there  are 
Richer  eniangleraents,  enthralments  for 
More  lelf^estroying,  leading,  by  degrees. 
To  the  chief  intensity :  the  crowii  dt  theee 
b  made  of  love  and  friendship,  juid  sila  high 
Upon  the  forehead  of  humanity. 
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AH  iti  more  fionderoiu  and  balky  wt>rth 

It  firiendflhip,  whence  there  ever  iaraee  fiirth 

A  ileady  splendor;  bat  at  the  tip-top, 

There  hangs  by  dnee«n  fifan,  an  orbed  drop  . 

Of  light,  and  that  is  love :  its  influence 

Tluown  ih  trar  eyes,  gendeis  a  novel  sens*. 

At  which  we  start  and  fret ;  till  in  the  end, 

Melting  into  its  radiance,  we  blend. 

Mingle,  and  so  beoomb  a  part  of  it, — 

Nor  with  aught  else  can  our  souls  intetfarit 

So  wingedly :  when  we  oobibine  therewith, 

life's  self  is  nourish*d  by  its  proper  pith, 

And  we  are  nurtured  like  a  pelican  brood. 

Aye,  sd  delicious  »  the  unsating  fiwd. 

That  men,  who  might  have  tower'd  in  the  van 

Of  all  the  congregated  world,  to  fiun 

And  winnow  from  the  coming  step  of  time 

All  chaff  of  custom,  wipe  AWay  all  slime 

Left'  by  men-slugs  and  human  serpentry, 

Have  been  content  to  let  occasion  die, 

WUlst  they  did  sleep  in  love's  elysinm. 

And,  truly,!  would  ivther  be  struck  dumb, 

Than  sprak  against  this  ardent  Ustlessnea : 

Fw  I  have  ever  thought  that  it  might  blass 

Hm  world  with  benefits  unknowingly ; 

As  does  the  nightingale,  up-perchM  high,  • 

And  doister'd  among  cool  and  bunched  lea' 

She  sings  but  to  her  love,  nor  e'er  oonoeivea 

How  tiploe  Night  holds  back  her  dark-gnnr  hood. 

Just  so  may  love,  although  'tis  understood 

The  mere  commingling  oif  pMsionate  breadi« 

Piroduce  more  thta  our  searching  witnesseth :    > 

What  I  know  not:  but  who,  of  men,  can  tell 

That  flowen  would  Uoom,'  or  that  green  fhula  would 

sweH 
To  melting  ptflp,  diat  6sh  woald^  have  bright 
The  earth  its-dower  of  river,  wood,  and  yiXe, 
The  meadows  runnels,  runnels  pebblestones^ 
The  seed  its  harvest,  ot  the  lute  its  tonet. 
Tones  ravishment,  or  ravishment  its  sweet. 
If  human  souls  did  never  Jtiss  and  grtfet  ? 

«  Now,  if  this  earthly  love  has  power  to  make 
Men's  being  mortal,  immortal ;  1o  shake 
Ambidon  from  their  memories,  and  brim 
Their  measure  «f  content ;  what  merest  whim, 
Seems  all  this  poor  endeavor  afler  fame. 
To  one,  who  keeps  within  his  stedint  aim 
A  love  immortal,  an  immortal  toa 
Look  not  so  wilder'd ;  for  these  things  are  true, 
And  never  can  be  bom  of  atomiek 
That  buaz  about  our  slumbers,  like  bnun-fliea, 
Leaving  us  &ncy-sick.    No,  no,  Tm  sure, 
My  resdesB  spirit  never  could  mdure 
To  brood  so  lon^  upon  one  luxury, 
Unlea  it  did.  though  fearfully,  espy 
A  hope  beyond  the  shadow  of  a  dream. 
My  sayings  will  the  less  ofascurM  seeih 
When  I  have  told  thee  how  my  waking  sight 
Hm  made  me  scruple  Whether  diat  same  hight 
Was  pass'd  in  dreaming.    Hearken,  tweet  Peona ! 
Beyond  the  matron4emple  of  Latona,  ' 
Which  we  should  see  but  for  these  darkening  bonghs. 
Lies  a  deep  hollow, '^from  whose  ragged  bmwn 
Bushes  and  trees  do  lean  all  round  athwart, 
Knd  meet  so  nearly,  that  with  wings  outraiijght, 


And  spreaded  tail,  a  vultare  eonlil  not  glUa 

PMst  them,  but  he  mutt  brush  on  every  aid«  • 

Some  BKwlder'd  steps  lead  into  this  eool  oeO,' 

Far  as  the  slabbed  margin  of -fe^wett, 

Whose  patient  level  peept  iti  ccysial  eye 

Right  upward,  through  the  huhhefe,  to  the  sky. 

Oft  have  I  brought  thee  flowsn,  oh  their  tialht  atl 

Like  vestal  primrotet,  but^rfc  velvet 

(klget  them  round,  and  they  have  golden  pits : 

Twat  there  I  got  them,  fiom  ihegaps  and  sUis 

In  a  mossy  stone,  <hat  sontetiaies  wps  niy  ten^ 

When  idl  above  was  &int  with  midday  heaC 

And  there  in  strife  ncAmming  thonghti  le  heed, 

I'd  bubble  up  the  water  through  a  reed ; 

So  reaching  back  to  boyhood :  make  me  thipt 

Of  moulted  feathers,  touch  weed,  alderchipt. 

With  leaves  stuck  m  them;  and  the  Nepcone  be 

Of  their  petty  ocean.  '  Oftener, 'heavily. 

When  Ipvelom  hours  had  lefl  me  lest  a  dald, 

1  tat  contempla^ng  the  flguret  wild 

Of  o*er-head  clouds  melting  the  minor  thnrogk 

Upon  a  day,  while  thus  I  ^ratch'd,  by  flew 

A  cloudy  Cupid,  widi  his  bow  and  quiver; 

jSo  plainly  character'd.  no  breeae  woilld  shiv»* 

The  happy  chance  r  so  happy,  I  vvas  lain 

llo  follow  it  upon  die  open  plam. 

And,  thereibre,  was  just  going ;  when,'  behold ! 

A  wonder,  ftir  as  any  I  have  Ibid — 

The  same  bright  filoe  I  tasted  in  my  sleep. 

Smiling  m  the  clear  well.    My  heart  did  leap 

Through  the  cool  depth.— It  moved  at  if  to  flee— 

I  started  up,vWhen  lo!  refreshfolly, 

There  came  upon  my  face,  in  plenteous  riiowers, 

Dew-drops,  and  dewy  buds,  and  leaves,  ind  flowen 

Wrapping  all  oluects  ihrni  my  smodier'd  eight, 

Bathing  my  spirit  in  a  new  delight ' 

Aye,  such  a  breathlets  honey-feel  of  Uhs 

Akme  preserved  me  from  the  drear  afaysa 

Of  death,  for  the  ftir  form  had  gone  agaui. 

PleaAire  is  bfl  a  visitant ;  but  paih 

Clings  cruelly  to  ut,  like  the  gnawing  doih. 

On  £e  deer's  tender  haunches :  late,  and  lodi 

•Tie  acared  away  by  slow-reluming  pleetine. 

How  sickenhig,  how  daric  the  dreadful  leisure 

Of  weary  daytj  made  deeper  exquisite 

By  a  forekiMwledge  of  uinlumbroos  night! 

like  sorrow  came  up^  mo,  heavier  atiil. 

Than  when  I  tvander'd  from  the  popt^r^hiU : 

And  a  whole  age  of  lingering  momenta  erept 

Sloggidily  by,  ere  more  contentment  ewept 

Away  at  once  the  deadly  yoltewepleeo. 

Yes.  thrice  hhve  I  this  fair  enchantment  oeen 

Once  more  been  lortnred  with  renewed  life- 

When  last  the  wintry  gusts  gAve  over  rtrift 

With  the  conquering  sun  of  spring*  and  left  Aa  ^am 

Warm  and  serene,  but  yet  vriih  nsoi^ea'd  eyes 

In  pity  of  the  shattered  infant  buds^— 

That  tilne  thou  didst  i^dom.  with  amber  ttoda. 

My  hummg-cap,  becaiite  I  laughed  and  tmOed, 

Chatted  with  thee,  and  many  da^  enled 

All  tdrment  from  my  breast  ,•— 'twat  even  then. 

Straying  about,  yet,  ooop'd  up  Hi  the  den 

Of  helplett  ditoontent,— 4iurling  my  lance 

From  place  to  place,  and  following  at  rf>anc»     ^ 

At  iMt,  by  hap,  through  tome  yoong  trttt  it«iiA 

And,  pladung  amon^  bedded  ^bblea,  etnek 
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n  die  middla  of  a  fanokdr-whiMe  alTer  nmUe 

town  iwMttsr  litde  ftUs.  diraagb  raedi  and  bnmble^ 

^rmaaag  along,  H  brought  ma^to  a  oave, 

(Thence  it  nD-farigfatly  finrchi  and  white  did  lave 

^e  nether  adea  ci  nwy  MHiei  and  iDck,r-^ 

ilong  whieh  it  gmgled  Uithe  adieoa,  to  meek 

ba  own  sweet  grief  at  parting.   Oreihead, 

lung  a  loah  ■creen  of  drodiang  weeds,  and  ipiead 

*hick,  aa  to  eaiiaia«p  naoe  woed-njrmph'i  home. 

All*  impioiHi^artal,  whither  do  I  roam f 

•aid  I,  low-voioed :  'Ah»  whither!  Tis  the  giet 

KT  Proaerpine,  when  Hell,  obsoare  and  hot» 

loth  her  rengjk}  and  whwa  her  tanker  haiKb 

ihe  dabblei,  on  the  oool  and  ilnioy  nndi : 

»r  'tis  the  eeU  of  £cbo»  where  she  Mis, 

Lnd  babbles  thpraogh  silence,  till  her  wils 

Lre  gone  jn  tender  msdnsii,  and  amm, 

'ainti  into  sleeps  with  many  a  djping  tone 

>f  aiMliMSi    O  that  she  would  tske  my  vvin, 

knd  besatfae  them  sighiagiy  among  the  boaghs» 

7o  sue  her  gentle  eais  lor  whose  fiur  head* 

>aily,  I  plnek  sweet  flowerelb  fiom  their  bed, 

i.nd  wesYe  them  dyingly — send'honey-whispemr  \ 

iound  eveiy  lea^  that  all  those  gentle  lispem 

hfay  BJ^'my,  lore  mii»  her  pitjring ! 

>  charitable  echoi  hear,  and  sing 

rhis  ditty  m her!— 4611  her'— so  I  •tay'd 

dy  foolidk  tongue,  and  listsning,  half  afhu4 

»tood  stupefied  with  my  own  emp^  iblly, 

Vnd  blushing  ibr  the  lieaks  sf  mehmehol^. 

salt  tean  were  ooming>  when  I  heard  my  nmoe 

Vloat  fondly  lipp*d,  and  then  these  accent!  came : 

Endymioo !  the  cave  is  seCfoter 

Than  the  ido  of  Delos»   £cho  hence  shall  stir 

Vo  aighs  but  sigh-warm  kisses,  or  light  noise. 

>f  thy  coniifaing  hand,  the  while  it  travelling  doys 

\nd  trembles  through  my  labyrinthine  hain* 

\t  that  opprem'd,  I  hurried  in. — Ahl  where 

\te  those  swift  momenisf  l¥hither  are  they  fled  f 

I'll  smile  00  tnors;  Peona;  nor  will  wed. 

Sorrow,  the  way  to  death ;  but  patiently 

Bear  up  agsinst  it «  so  ftiewell,  sad  sigh; 

\nd  tx>me  instead  demurest  meditation, 

Fo  occupy  me  wholly,  and  to  fashion 

My  pilgiimoge  for  the  world's  dusky  brink. 

No  more  will  1  connl  over,  link  by  link, 

My  chain  of  gri^:  no  longer  strive  to  find 

A  hal^foigetftilnem  in  mountain  wind 

Blustering  about  my  ean :  ay,  thou  shalt  see. 

Dearest  of  aisten,  what  my  life  shall  be; 

^Vhat  a  ealm  round  of  boon  shall  make  my  days. 

rhere  ia  a  paly  flame  of  hope  that  plays 

^Vhere'er  I  look :  but  yet,  I  *11-  say  *tii  naught^ 

And  here  I  bid  it  die.    Have  not  I  caught. 

Already,  a  moro  healthy  countenance  ? 

By  thia  the  sun  is  setting';  we  may  chance 

Meet  some  of  our  nsar^lwellerB  with  my  car." 

This  said,  he  row,  foint^miling  like  a  star 
I^uough  autuqm  mists,  and  took  Peona's  hand : 
They  ctept  into  the  boat,  and  laonch*d  fiom  land. 


BOOK  1L 

O  aovxEBNN  pov^er  of  love !  0  grief!  O  balm ! 

All  reconl^  saving  thine,  come  cool,'a]Mi  calm, . 

And  shadowy,  throogh  the  mist  of  psmod  jrearss 

For  othen,  good  or  had,,  hatre<l  and  team 

Have  become  iodoleat;  butlouching  thine. 

One  sigh  doth  echok  one  poor  sob  doth  pine, . 

One  kks  brings  honey-dew  fivm/buried  days. . 

The  woes  of  Tray,  loweis  nnoihenBg  o'er  their  blaaa 

Stiffholden  shields,  fti^piertring  spears,  keen  blades,' 

Struggling,  and  blood,  and  shriek»-^U  dimly  iades 

Into  some  backward  comer  of  the  brain ;  • 

Yet,  in  our  very  souls,  we  feel  amain 

Hie  close  of  IVoilos  and  Cressid  sweet 

Hence,  pageant  history !  hence,  gilded  cheat  J  ' 

Swait  {Janet  in  the  untvetse  of  deeds ! 

Wide  ssa,  that  one  continuous  murmur  breeds 

Along  the  pebbled  shore  of  memory !. 

Blany  old  rotten-timber'd  boats  there  be 

Upqn  thy  vaporous  bopom,  magnified 

To  goodly  vemels ;  many  a  soil  of  pride. 

And  golden-keel'd,  is  left  unlaunch'd  and  diy. 

But  wherefore  this?  What  carOr  though  owldiq  dy  , 

About  the  great  Athenian  admiral's  mast  7 

What  care,  though  striding  Alesander  past 

The  Indus  with  his  Macedonian  numbeis-? 

Though  old  Ulysses  tortured  from  his  slumbers 

The  glutted  Cyclops,  wbot  care  7-^uliet  leaning 

Amid  her  window-floweni,—sighing/— weaning 

Tenderly  her  fancy  i/om  its  maiden  snow, 

Doth  more  avail  than  these:  the  silver  flow 

Of  Hero's  tears,  the  swoon  of  Imogen,    ' 

Fair  Pasiorella  in  the  bandit's -den« 

Are  things  to  brood  on  with  more  ardency 

Than. the  death-day  of  empiite.    Fearfully 

Must  such  conviction  come  upon  his  head, 

Who,  thus  fiir,  discontent,  has  dared  to  tread. 

Without  one  muse's  smile,  or  kind  behest. 

The  path  of  love  and  poeiy.   But  rest. 

In  chafing  restlessness,  is  yet  more  drrar 

Than  to  be  crosh'd,  in  striving  to  uprear 

Love's  standard  on  the  battlements  of  song. 

Soi  once  more  days  and  nig)Us  aid  me  akmg, 

like  legion'd  soldiers.  , 

» 

'fimia-sick  8hepherd>priBe« 
What  promise  hast-thoa  faithful  guarded  since 
The  day  of  sacrifice  t  Or,  have  new  sorrows 
Come  with  the  constant  dawn  upon  thy  nuirrowsl 
Alas!  'tis  his  old  grief   For  many  days. 
Has  he  b^en  wandering  in  uncertain  ways : 
Through  wilderness,  and  woods  of  mossed  «aks, 
Counting  his  wbe-wom  minutes,  by  this  strokes 
Of  the  lone  wood-cutter ;  and  listening  still. 
Hour  afler  hour,  to  each  Itishrleaved  rilL 
Now  he  is  sitting  by  a  shady  spriog, 
And  elbow-deep  with  leveroufc  fingering 
Stems  the  upbursting  cold  r  a  wild  rose-uee 
Pavilions  him  in  bloom,  and  he  doth  see 
A  bod  which  snares  his  fancy."  lo !  but  nun 
He  i^ucks  it,  dips  its  stalk  in  the  water:  how 
It  swells,  ic  buds,  it  fk>wers  beneath  his  sight 
And.  In  the  middle,  then  is  softly  pight 
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A  golden  butterfly;  upon  whose  wings 

There  must  be  surely  charactet'd  strange  things. 

For  with  wide  eye  he  wonders,  and  smiles  oft 

Lightly  this  iittle  herald  flew  aloft, 
Folk>w'd  by  glad  Endyraion's  clasped  hands : 
Onward  it  flies.    From  languor's  sullen  bands 
fiis  limbs  4ire  ioosed,  and  eager,  on  he  hies 
Dazzled  to  trace  it  in  the«unny  skies. 
It  seem'd  b&  flew,  the  way  so  easy  was ; 
And  like  a  new-born  spiat  did  he  pass 
Through  the  green  evening  quiet  in  the  .sun, 
0*er  maay  a  heath,  through  many  a  weodlaiMi  dun, 
Through  buried  paths,  where  sleepy  twilight  drean&s 
The  summer-time  away.    One  track  unseams 
A  wooded  cled,  and,  far  away,  the  blue 
Of  oceaa'iades  upon  him;  then,  anew. 
He  sinks  adown  a  solitary  glen, 
W\\ere.4hiSre  was  never  sound  of 'mortal  men, 
Saving,  perhaps,  some  snow-like  -cadences 
Melting  to  silence,  ihrben  upon  the  breeze 
Some  holy  .bark  let  forth  an  anthem  sweet, 
To  cheer  itself  to  I>elphi.    Bull  his  feet 
Went  swift  beneath  the  merry-winged  guide. 
Until  it  reach'd  a  spkshing  fountain's  side 
That,  near  .a  cavern's  mouth,  for  ever  |K>ur'd 
Unto  the  temperate^air:  then  high  it  soared. 
And,  dowBwardi  suddenly  began  to  dip. 
As  if,  athirst  with  so  much  toil,  'twould  np 
The  crystal  sffout-head :  so  it  did,  with  touch 
Most  dblicate,  as  though  airaid  to  smutoh 
Even  with  .mealy  gold  the  waters  clear. 
Buti^at  that  very  touch,  td  disappear 
So  fairy-quick,  was  strange .'  Bewildered, 
Endymion  sought  around, ^nd  shook  each  bed 
Of  covert  flowers  in  vain ;  and  then  he  flung 
Himself  along  the  grass.    Wnat  gentle  tongue. 
What  whisperer  disturbed  his  gloomy  rest  ? 
It  was  a  j:»ymph  uprisen  te  the  breast 
In  the  fountain's  pebbly  margin,  and  she  stood 
'Mong  lilies,  like  the  youngest  of  the  brood. 
To  him  her  dripping  hand  she  softly  kist^ 
And  anxiously  b^gan  to  plait  and  twist 
Her  ringlets  round  her  finge^rs,  saying :  **  Youth ! 
Too  long,  alas,  hast  thou  starved  on  the  ruth,    * 
The  bitterness  of  love :  too  long.indeed,  ^ 
Seeing  thou  art  so  gentle.    Could  I  weed  . 
Thy  soul  of  care,  by  Heavens,  I  would  ofller 
All  the  bright  rich^  of  .ray  crystal  cofler 
To  Amphiirite;  all  myclear<eyed  flsh. 
Golden,  or  rainbow-sided,  or  purplish, 
Vermilion-tail'd,  or  flnn'd  with  silvery  gauze ; 
Tea,  or  my  veined  pebble-floor,  that  draws 
A  yiigin  light  to  the  deep ;  my  grotto-sands 
Tawny  and  gold,  oozed  slowly  from  for  lands 
By  my  diligent  springs ;  my  level  lilies,  shells. 
My  charming  rod,  n\y  potent  river -speUs; 
Yes,  every  thing,  even  to  the  pisarly  £up 
Meander  gave  me,-<-fbr  I  bubbled  up 
To  fainting  creatures  in  a  desert  wild. 
But  woe  is  me,  I  am  but  as  a  child 
To  gladden  thee ;  and  all  I  dare  to  tAy, 
Is,  that  I  pity  thee ;  that  on  this  day 
I've  been  thy  guide ;  that  thou  must  wander  &i 
f n  other  regions,  ^nst  the  scanQr  bar 


To  mortal  steps,  befitte  tboa/cvut  be  ta'en 
From  eveiy  wasting  sigh,  liom  every  pain. 
Into  the  gentle  bosom  oC  thy  loVe. 
Why  It  it  thus,  oae.knowa  in  Heaven  above . 
But,  a  poor  I^iaiad,  I  guess  nou    Fasewell ! 
I  have,  a  ditty  for  my  hollow  pelL" 


Hereat,  she  vanish!d  from  Endymioii'e 
Who  brooded  o*er  the  water  in  amaze : 
The  dashing  fount  povr'd.  on,  and  where  iM  pool 
Lay,  half  asleep,  in  gra^s  and  rashes  cool** 
Quick  -waterflies  and  gnau  were  sporting  adU« 
And  flsh  were  dimpling,  as  if  good  oat  HI 
Had  fallen  out  that  boor.    The  wanderer, 
-Holding  his  fiire^ead,  to  keep  oflf  the  bur 
Of  smothering  fiindee,  patiently  sat  down ; 
And,  while  beneath  the  eveniog's -sleepy  frown 
Glow-worms  bisgan  io  trim  their  stasry  laoapa. 
Thus  breathed  ihe  to  himself:  *"  Whoao  eacamps 
To  take  a  fiincied  city  of  delight, 

0  what  a  wretch  is  hel  and  when  'tis  his, 
Afle^  long  toil  and  travelling,  to  miss 

The  kernel  of  his  hopes,  how -more 'than  vile! 
Yet,  for  him  there's  refreshment  even  ia  toil : 
Another  city  doth  he  set  about. 
Free  from  the  smallest,  pebble-head  of  deubc 
That  he^ill  seice  on  trickling  hooeyooml|B: 
Alas,  he  finds  them  dry ;  .and  then  he  foams. 
And  onward  to  another  city  speeds.  " 
But  this  is  human  life.:  tbe'war,  the  deeds. 
The  disappointment,  the  anxiety, 
Imagination's  struggles,  far  and  nigh. 
All  hutnan  ;  bearing  in  themselves  this  good. 
That  they  are  still  the  air,  the  subtle  food. 
To  make  ua  feet  existence,  and  to  show 
How  quiet  death  is.    Where  soil  is -men  graw. 
Whether  to  weeds  er  flowers ,  but  lor  me. 
There  ia  no  dej^th  to  strike  in:  I  can  see 
•Naught  earthly  worth  my  oompassilig;  se  stand 
Upon  a  rais^y,  jutting  headef  land — 
Alone  ?  No,  no ;  and  by  the  Orpiiean  lute. 
When  road  Euiydiee Is  listening  to't, 

1  'd  rather  stand  upon  this  misty  peak, 
With  not  a  thing  to  sigh  for,  or  to  seek^ 
But  the  soft  shadow  of  my  thrioe*eeen  love. 
Than  be-^I  care  not  what.    0  meekest  deve 

Of  Heaven !  O  Cynthia,  ten-limes  -bright  and  ftir 
From  thy  bhie  throne,  now'  filh'ng  all  the  eir. 
Glance  but  one  tittle  beam  of  tempered  light 
Into  my  bosoms,  that  the  dreadful  might 
And  tyranny  of  love  be  somewhat  scared ! 
Yet  do  not  so,  sweet  queen ;  one  torment  spned. 
Would  give  a  pang  ts  jealous  misery. 
Worse  than  the  torment's  self?  but  rather  tie 
Large  wings  upon  my  shoulders,  and  p(Hnt'<)fat 
My  love's  far  dwelling.    Though  the  pli^ol 
Of  Cupids  shun,  thee,  too  divine  art  ihou. 
Too  keen  in  beauty,  for  thy  silver  prow 
Not  to  htfve  dipp'd  in  love's  most  gentle 
O  be  propitious,  nor  severely  deem 
My  madness  impious ;  for,  by  all  the  stan 
That  tend  thy  bidding,  I  do  think  the  bars 
That  kept  my  spirit  in  axe  burst — thsit  I 
^m  sailing  with  thee  through  the  dizzy  akyi 
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How  beautiful  thoa  art !   Th6  world  how  deep ! 

How  tremulbus-dflzzlingly  the  wheels  sweep 

Around  their  axle !   Then  these  gleaming  reins» 

How  iithe !   When  this  thy  chariot  attains 

Its  airy  goal^  haply  some  bower  veils 

Those  twilight  eyes  t  TKose  eyes  !--^my  spirit  faila— 

Dear  godden,  help !  or  t^e  wide-gaping  air 

Will  gulf  me — help!** — At  this,  with  miiddenM  stare. 

Aim]  Ufted  hands,  and  trembling  lips,  he  stood; 

Like  old  Deucalion  mountain'd  o'er  the  flood. 

Or  btind  Orion  hungry  ibr  the  mom. 

And,  but  from  the  (feep  cavern  there  was  borne 

A  voice,  he  had  been  froz^  to  senseless  stone ; 

Nor  sigh  of  his,  nor. plaint,  nor  possiloo'd  moan 

Had  more  been  heard.    Thus  sweird  it  Ibrih :  "  D»> 

scend, 
Toung  ikiountaineer!  descend  where  aDeya  bend 
Into  the  sparry  hollows  of  the  world ! 
OA  hast  thou  seen  bolts  of  the  thunder  hurlM 
As  fiom  thy  threshold  ;  day  by  day  hast  been 
A  little  lower  than  the  chilly 'sheen 
Of  icy  pinnac1e9,.and  dipp'dst  thine  arms 
IntQ  the  deadening  ether  that  still  charms 
Their  marble  being :  now,  as  deep  profound 
As  those  9re  htgh» descend!  He  ne'er  is  crown*d 
With  immortality,  who  fears  to  follow 
Where  airy  voums  lead :  so  through  th»  hollow, 
The  silent  mysteries  of  ealth,  descend!" 

He  heard  but  the  last  words,  nor  could  ooDtend 
One  moment  m  reflection :  fqr  he  fled 
Into  the  fearful  deep,  to  hide  hia  boad 
From  .the  clearnKwn,  the  tr^es,  and  coming  madness. 

T  was  &r  too  qtrange,  and  wonderful  fbr  aadneea ; 
Sharpening,  by  degrees,  his  appetite 
To  dive  into  the  deepest.    Dark,  nor  light. 
The  region ;  nor  bright,  nor  sombre  wholly, 
But  mingled  up ;  a  gieatning  melancholy ; 
A  dusky  empire  and  its  diadems ; 
One  faint  eternal  eventide  of  gems. 
Ay,  millions  sparkled  on  a  vein  of  gold. 
Along  whose  track  the  princo^nick  footsteps  told. 
With  all  iia  lines  abrupt  and  angular : 
Ouc-shooiing  sometimes,  like  a  meteor-star. 
Through  a  vast  antre  i  then  the  metal  woof, 
like  Vulcan's  rainbow,  with  some  inonstroua  roof 
Curves  hugely :  now,  far  in  the  deep  abyss, 
It  aeems  an  angry  li^tning,  and  doih  hiss 
Fancy  inio1>elief:  anon  it  leads     • 
Through  winding  passages,  where  sameness  brveda 
Vexing  conceptions  of  some  sudden^ change ; 
Whether  to'ailver  grots,  or  giant  range 
Of  sapphire  columns,  or  fantMtic  bridge 
Athwart  a  flood  of  crystal.    On  a  ridge 
Now  fareth  he,  that  o'er  the  vast  beneath 
Towera  like  an  ocean-cUflf*.  and  whence  he  seeth  • 
A  hundred  waterfalls,  whose  voices  come 
But  as  the  fnurqiuring  surge.     Chilly  and  numb 
His  boaom  grew,  when  first  he,  far  away,  ^ 
Descried  an  orbed  diamond,  set  to  fray 
CMd  Darkness  frOm  his  throne :  'twas  like  the  sun 
Uprisen  o'er  chaos  r  and  with  such  a  stun 
Came  the  amazement,  that,  absorl)*d  in  it. 
He  saw  not  fiercer  wonders — past  the  wit 
Of  any  spirit  to  tell,  but  one  of  those 
WhOb  when  this  planet's  sphering  time  doth  dose^ 
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Will  be  its  high  remembrancers :  who  they  f 

The  mighty  ones  who  have  made  eternal  day 

For  Greece  and  England.'    WhiW  astonishment 

With  deep-dr&wn  sigh^  was  quieting,  he  went 

Into  a  marble  gallery,  passing  through 

A  mimic  temple,  m  complete  and  true  * 

In  sacred  custom,  that  he  well-nigh'  feared 

To  search  it  inwards ;  whence  far  <^  appeared. 

Through  a  long  pillar'd  vista,  a  {an  ahrine, 

And,  just  beyond,  on  light  tiptoe  divine, 

A  quiver'd  Dian.     Stepping  awfully, 

The  youth  approach'd ;  ofl  tumiifg  his  veiTd  eje 

Down  sidelong  aisles,  and  into  niches  old : 

And,  when  moH9  near  against  th«  marble  cold 

He  had  touch'd  his  forehead,  he  began  to  thread 

All  courts  and  passages,  where  silence  dead. 

Roused  by  hia  whispering  footsteps,  murmur'd  faint: 

And  long  he  tm versed  to  and  fro,  to  acquaint 

Himself  with  every  mystery,  and  awe ; 

THl,  wtery,  he  sat  down  before  the  maw 

Of  a  wide  outlet,  fathomless  and  dim. 

To  wild  uncertainty  and  shadows  grim. 

There,  when  new  wonders  ceased  to  float  T»efow, 

And  thoughts  of  self  came  on,  how  erude  and  sore 

The  journey  homeward  to  habitual  self! 

A  mad-pursuing  of  the  fbg-bom  elf^ 

Whose  flitting  lantern,  through  rude  nettle-hiter. 

Cheats  us  into  a  swamp,  into  a  fire, 

bito  the  bosom  of  a  hated  thing* 


What  misery^  roost  diowningly  doth  sing 
In  lone  Endymion's  ear,  now  he  has  caught 
The  goal  of  consciousness  ?  Ah,  'tis  the  thought 
The  deadly  feel  of  solitude :  fbr,  lo ! 
He  cannot  see  the  heavens,  nor  the-  flew 
Of  riverff.  nor  hill-flowers  running  wild 
In  pink  and  purple  ehequer,  nor  up^piled, 
The  cloudy  rack  slow  journeying  in  the  west. 
Like  herded  elephants ;  nor  felt,  nor  prest  • 
Cool  grass,  not:  tasted  the  fresh  ^lumberoos  air ; 
But  far  from  such  companionship  to  wear 
An  unknown  time,  surcharged  with  gridf,  away. 
Was  ix>w  his  lot.     And  must  he  pitiei^  stay. 
Tracing  fantastic  flares  with  his  spear?  * 
"  No  r  esclainted  he,  •*  Why  should  I  tarry  herel  ' 
No !  loudly  echoed  tidies  innumerable. 
At  whidt  he  straightway  started,  and  'gan  tell 
His  paces  back  Into  the  temple's  bhief ; 
Warming  and  glowing  strong  in  the  belief 
Of  Help  from  Dian :  so  that  when  again 
He  caught  her  airy  form,  thus  did  he  plain. 
Moving  mofe  near  the  while.   "O  Haunter  chaale 
Of  river  sides,  and  woods,  and  heathy  waste. 
Where  with  thy  silver  bow  and  arrows  keen 
Art  thou  now  forested  ?  O  woodland  Qoeen, 
What  smoothest  air  thy  smoother  forehead  wooes  f 
Where  dost  thou  listen  to  the  wide  halloos 
Of  thy  disparted  nymphs  ?  Through  what  daik  tr&t 
Glimmers  thy  crescent  7  Wheresoe'er  it  be, 
Tis  in  the  breath  of  heaven:  thou  dost  taste 
Freedom  ab  none  can  tastd  it,  nor  dbst  waste 
Thy  loveliness  in  dismal  eleYnents ; 
But,  finding  in  our  green  earth  sweet  coBtenlB» 
There  Kvest  blissfully.     Ah,  if  to  Ihee 
It  feeb  Elysian,  how  rich  to  me, 
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An  exiled  mortal,  sounds  its- pleasant  name! 
Within  my  breast  there. lives  a*ohoking  f)anie«- 
O  let  me  cool  it  amone  the  zephyr-bougbs  ;^ ' 
A  homeward  fever  parches  up  my  t<)ngae-7 
0  let  me  slake  it  at  tile  running  springs  !- 
Upon  lAy  ear  a  no^r  nothing  rings — 
O  let  me  once  more  hear  the  linnet's  ndte  j 
Before  mine  eyes  thick  film^  and  shadows  float— 
O  let  me  *noint  them  with  the  heaven^s  light ! 
Dost  Hbcm  now  lave  thy  leet  and  ankles  white  f 
t)  think  hpw  sweet  to  me  the  freshening  sluice! 
Dost  thoii  now  please  thy  thirst  with  berry^jui^  f  , 
O  think  how  this  dry  pakte  would  rejoice ! 
If  in  soft  slumber  thoii  dost  hear  my  voice, 
O  think  how  I  should  love  a  bed  of  flowers. ! — 
Young  goddess !  let  me  see  my  native  boweis ! 
Deliver^ne  from  this  rapacious  deep !  '* 

Thus  ending  londly,  bh  he  would  o'erleap  * 
His  destiny,  alert  he  stood :  bhtwhen 
Obstinate  sil«ice  camo/heavily  again. 
Feeling  about  for  its  old  couch  of  space 
4nd  airy  cradle,  lowly  bow'd  his  fiioe. 
Desponding,  o*er  the  marble  floor's  coM  thrill. 
But 't  was  not  long ;  lor,  sweeter  than-^  rlU 
To  iia  old  ehannel,  or  a  swollen  tide 
To  margin  sallows,  were  the  leaves  he  spied. 
And  flowers,  and  wreaths,  and  ready  myilH)  crowns 
Up  peeping  through  the  slab:  refreshment  drowns 
ItseH^  and  strives  its  own  delights  to  hide— 
Nor  in  one  spot  akme ;  the  floral  pride 
In  a  long  whispeiing  birth  enchtoted  grew 
Before  his  footsteps ;  as  when,  heaved  anevi^ 
Old  ocean  rolls  a  lengthenM  wave  to  the  shore, 
Down  who^e  green  bsSek  the  shortlived  foam,  all  hocr, 
Bursts  gradual,  with  a  wayward  indolence. 

Increasiiig  still  in  heart,  and  pleasant  sense,  : 
Upon  his  foiry  journey  on  he  hastes ; 
So  anxious  for  the  end,  he  freely  wastes 
One  moment  with  his  hands  among  the  sweets : 
Onward  he  goes — ^he  slope— his  bosom  beats 
As  plainly  in  his  ear,  as  the  iaint  charm 
Of  which  the  throbs  were  bom.    This  still  .alaxn. 
This  sleepy  music,  forced  him  walk  tiptoe : 
Fotr  ii  came  more  sofUy  than  the  east  could  blow 
Aikm's  magic  1o  the  Atlantic  isles ; 
Or  than  the  west,  made  jealous  by  the  smiles 
Of  throned  Apollo,  could  breathe  back  the  lyre 
To  seas  Ionian  and  Tynan. 


O  did  he  ever  live,  that  Ipnely  mail, 
Who  loved^-«nd  music  slew  not?   T4s  the  pest 
Of  love,  that  ftirast  jpys  give  most  unrest; 
That  things  of  delicate  and  tenderest  wortfi 
Are  swaBow'd  all,  and  made  a  seared  dearth. 
By  one  bonsoming^  flame :  it  doth  immerse 
.^id  snflSxiate  true  blessings  in  a  curse. 
Bhikt-hapffy,  by  oompari^on  of  bliss, 
Is  miserable.     Twas  even  so  with  this 
Dew-dropping  melody,  in  the  Cftrian's  ear ; 
Fint  heavei),  tltto  heUt  and  then  forgotten  dear, 
Vanish'd  in  elemental  passion.  ^ 

And  down  sooie  swart  abysm  he  had  goner 
Had  not  a  heavenly  guide  benignant  led 
To  where  thick  myrde  branches,  'gaimitliis  head 


Brushing,  awaken'd :  then  the  sounds  again 
Went  noiseless  as  a  pasnng  noontide  rain 
Over  a  bower,  wherQ  little  space Jbe  stood ; 
For  as  the  sunset  pe^ps  into  a  wood. 
So  saw  he  pandng  light,  and  towards  it  went 
Through  winding  alleys;  andlo,  woodenneBt 
Upon  soil  verdure  saw,  one  here,  one  there 
Cupids  a  slumbering  on  their  pinitas  &ir. 


After  a  thousand  maxes  overgone. 
At  lastj  with  sudden  step,  he  csme  upmi 
A  chamber,  myrtle-waird,  embower'd  hi^ 
Full  of  light,  intense,  tender  minstrelsy. 
And  more  of  beautiful  and  strange  beode : 
Foil  on  a  silken  couch  of  rosy  pride,     , 
In  midst  of  all,  t)»ere  lay  a  sleeping  youth 
Of  fondest  beauty ;  fonder,  in  fair  so6th. 
Than  sighs  could  fkthom,  or  contentment  reach 
And  coverlids  gold-dnted  like  the  peach. 
Or  ripe  October's  faded  marigolds, 
Fell  sleek  about  him  iii  a  thousand  fold*— 
Not  hiding  up  an  Apollonian  curve 
Of  neck  and  shoulder,  nor  the  tenting  swerve 
Of  knee  from  knee,  nqr  ankles  pointing  light ; 
But  nuher,  giving  tHem  to  the  4^U'd  sight 
Oflkionsly.  *  SideWay  his  face  reposed 
On  one  white  armr  and  tenderly  uncloaed. 
By  tenderest  pressure,  a  iaint  damask  mouth 
To  slumbery  pout ;  just  as  the  morning  south 
Dbparts  a  dew-lipp*d  rose.   *  Above  his  head. 
Four  lily  stalks  did  their  white  honors  wed 
To  make  a  coronal ;  and  round'him  grew 
All  tendrils  green,  of  every  bloom  and  hue. 
Together  intertwined  and  traroeird  fresh : 
The  vine  of  glossy  sprout;  the  ivy  mesh. 
Shading  its  Eihiop  berries;  and  woodbine. 
Of  velvet  leaves  and  bugle>bloonis  divine ; 
Convolvulus  in  streaked  vases,  flush ; .    • 
The  creeper,  mellowing  for  an  autumn  blush ; 
And  virgin*s  bower,  trailing  airily ; 
With  others  ot  the  sisterhood.  Hard  by. 
Stood  serene  Cupids  watching  silently. 
One,  kneeling  to  a  lyre,  touched  the  strings. 
Muffling  to  death  the  -pathos  witluhis  wings; 
And,  ever  and  anon,  uprose  to  look 
At  the  ]routh*s  slumber ;  whHe  another  toek 
A  willow  bough,  distilling  odorous  dew. 
And  shook  it  on  his  hair ;  another  flew 
In  Ihroogh  the  i^ven  roof,  and  flutiering- 
Rain'd  violets  upon  his  sleeping  eyes. 


At  tfieae  enchantments,  and  yet  many  more 
The  breathlea  Latm^an  wonder*d  o*er  and  o*cr,     . 
Until  impatient  in  embarrassment, 
He  forthright  pass'd,  and  lightly  jtreading  went 
To  that  saipe  featherM  lyrisr,  who  straightway. 
Smiling,  thus  Whisper'd :  **  Though  from  upper  day 
Thou  art  a  wanderer,  and  thy  presence  here 
Might  seem  unholy,  be  pf  happy  cheer ! 
For  'tis  the  nicest  touch  of  human  honor. 
When  some  ethereal  aiMl  high-& voting  donor 
Presents  immortal  bawers  to  mortal  sense ; 
As  now  'tis  done  to  thee,  Eodymion.    Hence 
Was  I  in  nowise  startled.    So  recline^ 
Upon  these  living  flowers.    Here  is  wme, 
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Alivo  witb  ApeiU«i-HD6T«r,  I  aver* 

Since  Ariadne  ww  a  vintner, 

So  oool  a  porpla}  tasieUiaie  jjiicy-pean* 

S^eal  me  lay  aad  Vertumnui,  wtien  hi*  fean 

Were  high  about  IVmooa :  here  it  cnam, 

Deepening  Ip  riefan^M  fion  amowy  gleam{ 

Sweeter  than  that  nune  Amaltbea  ■lupun'd 

For  the  boy  Jupi^ :  and  here,  undimm'd 

By  any  lou^h,  a  bunch  of  bl^oining  plum 

Ready  "to  joelt  het^een  an  infiint'e  gunwt 

And  here  is*  manna  ]xck'd  fiom^Syi^  lieeii 

in  ttarlight.  b^  the  three  Heeperidee. 

FeaA  00*  and  meaiovhile  I  will  let  thee  loiow 

Of  all  thet^  thingp  around  ua."    He.  did  to, 

Still  brqpding  o!er  the  cadenee  of  hli  lyre ; 

J^nA  thus :  "  I  need  not  any  hearing  tire 

By  telling  how  the  sea^xim  goddess  pined 

For  a  mortal  youths  and  how  she  sttove^  bind 

Hiin  all  in  all  unto  her'  doting  self. 

Who  would  not,  be  so  prison'd  f -  but,  ibnd  el^  ' 

He  was  content  to  let  her  amorous  pica 

Faint  through  his  careless  arms ;  content  to  tfee 

An  ui^eized  heaven  dying  at  his  feet ; 

Content,  O  ibol  i  to  make  a  cold  retreat, 

When  on  the  pleasant  grass  such  bve,  loyelom, 

Lay  sorrowing ;  when  every  tear  was  bom 

Of  diverse  passion ;  when  her  lips  and  eyea 

Were  closed  in  sullen  moiature,  and  quick  aigha 

Came  vex'd  and  pettiah  through  herncetrila  amall. 

Huah !  no  exclaim — yet,  justly  mightst  thou 'call 

Curses  upon  his  head- — I  was  half  glad* 

But  my  poor  mistress  went  distract  and  mad. 

When  the  ooar  tuak'd  him :  ao  away  ahe  flew 

To  Jove'a  high  throne,  and  by  her  plaidinga  drew 

Immortal  teaf-dropa  down  the  thunderer'a  beeid; ' 

Whereon,  it  was  decreed  be  ahould  be  rear'd 

Each  aummer^^me  to  life.    Lo!  this  is  he,- 

That  aame  Adonia»  aafe  iii  the  privacy 

Of  thia  atill  region  all  hia  winter-sleep. 

Ay,  sleeps  ior  when  our  love-sick  queen  did  w^ep 

Over  his  waned  .OQCse,  the  tremuloqa  ahower 

Heal*d  up  the  w^und,  ajqd,  «ith  a  balmy  power^ 

MedicinM  death  to  a  lengthen'd  drowaineas : 

The  which  ahe  filla  with  viaioqa,  and  doth  dress 

In  all  thif  quiet  luxury ;  and  hatd  set 

Us  jroung  immortals,  without  any  let,. 

To  watch  hia. slumber  through.  Tis  Well-nig^  pass'd. 

Even  to  a  moment's  filling  up,  and  &st 

She  scuds  with  sununer  breezes,  to  pant  through 

The  first  long  kiss,  warm  fiptling,  to  renew 

Embower'd  sporti.in  Cytherea*s  isle. 

Look,  how  those  winged  listeners  all  this  while 

Stand  anxious:  see!  behold .'*'-— This  clamant  word 

Bioke  through  the  careful  silence ;  ibr  they  heard 

A  rusding  noise  of  leaves,  and  out  there  flutter*4 

Pigeons  and  doves :  Adonis  something  muttered. 

The  while  one  hand,  that  erst  upon  his  thigh 

Lay  dormant,  moved  convulsed  and  graduidly 

Up  Ip  his  forehead.    Then  there  was  a  hum 

Of  sadden  voices,  echoing,  '*  Come !  come ! 

Arise !  awake !  Clear  summer  has  forth  walk'd 

Unto  the  clover-award,  and  she  has  talk*d 

Full  soothingly  to  everf  nested  finch : 

Rise,  Cupids !  or  we  'U  givb  the  blujsbell  pinch 

To  your^mpled  arms.  Once  more/sweet  life  begin!'* 

At  thi%  firom  every  sidq  they  hunied  in* 


Rubbing  their  sleepy  eyes,  with  lasy^wiialB, 

And  doubling  overhead  their  little  firta' 

In  backward  yawna.^  j^ut  all  were  aoon  aUve : 

For  as  deliciooa  wine  doth,  aparkling,  dtve 

In  nectar'd  clooda  and  cuda  throiu;)»  water  fairt 

So  from  th^  arboir  roof  down  awaU'dan  air 

Odorous  and  enlivening ;  making  all 

To  laugh,  and  play,  and  aingt  and  loudly  call 

For  theirawe^tquepn:  when  lo!  ihe  wreathed gteen 

Disparted,  and  ^  upward  could  b^  aeen 

Blue  Iteaven,  and  a  ailver  car,'air-bon)e, 

Whoae  ailent  wheels,  fresh  wet  fnvn  clouds  of  ntoiii* 

Spun  oflf  a  drizzling  dew^<— which  foiling  chill 

On  soft  Adonis'  shoulden,  made  him  stiU 

Nestle  and  turn  upearily  about.      - 

Soon  were  the  white  doves  plain,  with  necka  atretoh'd 

out, 
And  silken  traqea  lighten'd  in  deacent.; 
And  aoon,  returning  from  love'a  banjahoMrt, 
Queen  Veooa  leaning  downward  open-aim'd : 
Her  ahadow  foil  upon  his  breaat,iuad  charm'd 
A  tumult  to  hia  heart,  and  a  dlw.lifo 
Into  hia  eyea.    Ah,  miaarable  atrife. 
But  for  her  comforting !  unhappy' eighty  . 
But  meeting  her  blue  orba!  Who^  who  can  wiita. 
Of  theae  firat  ipinutea  ?  "^he  uncharieat  muae 
To  eml^Facementa  warm  aa  thein  makea  coy  exiuM. 

O  it  fciaa  ruAled  every  apirit  t^iefe, 
Saving  Love'a  aelf,  yvho  atands  superb  to  share 
The  general  gladneaa :  awfuUy  Ivb  atanda ; 
A  aoveraign  quell' is  in  Mb  waving  hands , 
No  sight  can  bear  the  lightnin|(  of  his  bow ; 
His  quiyer  is  mysterious,  none  can  know 
What  ttiemselves  think  of  it{  from  forth  his  eyes 
There  darts  strange  light  of  varied  hues  and  dyes } 
A  seowl  is  sometimes  on  his  brow,  but  who 
Look  full  upon  it  foel  anon  the  blue 
Of  his.fiiir  eyes  run  liquid  through  their  souls. 
Endymion  feels  it,  and  no  more  controls   ^ 
The  burning  prayer  within  him;  so,  iient  low. 
He  had  b^gun  a  plaining  of  his  woe.  < 

But  Venus,  bendina  forward,  said :  "'My  child, 
Favor  this  gentle  youth ;  his  days  are  wild 
With  love — he— but  alas !  too  well  I  see 
Thou  know'st  the  deepness  pf  his  miseiy. 
Ah,  smile  not  so,  my  son :  i  tell  thee  true. 
That  when  throngh  hpavy  hours  I  used  to  nia 
The  endless  sleep  of  this  new-bofn  Adon*.     v 
Hiis  stranger  aye  I  pitied.    For  upon 
A  dreary  morning  once  I  fled  away 
Into  the  hreesey  clouds,  .to  weep  v^d  pray 
For  this  my  bve :  for  vei&ng  Mars,  had  teased 
Me  even  to  tears :  thence,  when  a  little  eased. 
Down-looking,  vacant,  througfi  a  hazy  wood, 
I  saw  ,this  youth  as  he  despairing  stood : 
Those  same  dark  curls  blown  vagrant  in  the  windi 
Those  same  full  iringed  lids  a  constant  blind 
Over  his  sullen  eyes :  I  saw  l)im  throw 
Himself  on  wither'd  leaves,  even  as  though 
Peath  had  come  audden;  for  no  jot  he  moved. 
Yet  mutter*d  wikUy.    I  could  hear  he  loved 
Some  foir  immortal,  and  that  hia  emlMrace 
Had  29oned  her  through  the  nigbk  There  ia  no  tiaca 
Of  thia  in  heaven ;  I  have  mark'd  each  chedk. 
And  find  it  ia  the  vaineat  thing  to  aeek; 
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And  Umt  of  all  things  'tis  kept  secretesL  - 

£nd3rniJon !  ope  day  thou  wi]i  be  blepti " 

So  soil  obey  Uie  gDlding  hanu  that  fends 

Thee  safely  thitMigh  these  t^enden  for  sweet  ends. 

Tis  a  concealment  needful  in  extreme ; 

And  if  I  guess'd  not  so,  the  sunny  beam 

7hou  shouldst  mount  up  to  with  me.   Now  adhra ! 

Here  must  we  losve  tfiee." — At  |heae  words  up  flew 

The  impatient  deves,^up  rose  the  floating  ear; 

Up  went  the  hmn  oelestiai.   Hifh  aflir 

The  Latmion  saw  them  minish  into  naught ; 

And,  when  all  were  dear  vanish'd.  still  he  caught  ' 

A  vivid  lightning  ftom  that* dreadful  bow. 

When  all  was^darken'd,  with  ^tnean  thro6 

The  earth  closed-^gave  a  solitaiy  moan— 

And  left  him  onoe  ^gain.in' twilight  lone. 


He  did  not  rave,  he  did  not  stare  aghast. 
For  all  those  visions  were  o'ergone,  anfl  past, 
And  he  in  loneliness :  he  felt  aiiisured 
Of  happy  times,  when  all  he  had  endured 
Would  seem  a  feather  to  the  mighty  prize. 
So,  with  unusual  gladness,  on  he  hies 
Through  oaves,  and  palaces  of  mottled  ore. 
Gold  domer  and  ciystal  wall,  and  turquoise  floor, 
Black  polish'd  porticoes  oT  awful  shade, 
And,  at  the  last,  a  diamond  balustrade, 
Leading  afar  past  -viHld  magniiicence, 
Spiral,  through  raggedest  loop-holes,  and  ihenee 
Stretching  across  a  void,  then  guiding  o'er 
Enormous  chasms,  where,  all  ibom  and  roar. 
Streams  subterranefin  lease  their  granite  beds ; 
Then  heightdn'd  just  above  the  silvery  heads 
Of  a  thousand  fountains,  so  that  he  could  dasl^ 
Thft  waters  with  his  spear ;  but  at  the  splajdl. 
Done  heedlessly,  those  spouting  colunuis  rose 
Sudden  a  poplar's  height,  and  'gan  to  inclose 
His  diaroon4r  path  with  fretwoik  streaming  round 
Alive,  and-  daaaliug  cool,  and  with  a  sound. 
Haply,  like  dolphin  tumults,  when  swe6t  shells 
Welcome  the  float  of  Thetis.    Long-  he  dwells 
Oa  this  delight ;  for,  every  mini|te's  space, 
The  streams  with  changed  magic  interlace : 
Sometimes  Hke  deiieatest  lattices, 
CoverM  with  crystal  vines;  then  weeping  trees,-  • 
Moving  about  as  in  a  gentle  wind,    ; 
Wliich,  in  a  virink,  to  watery  gauze  reflned; 
Four'd  into  shapes  of  curtoin'd  canopiea. 
Spangled,  an(l  rich  with  liquid  broideries 
Of  flowers,  peacocks,  si%-ans,  and  naiads  fair. 
Swifter  than  lightning  went  these  wonders  rare ;  • 
And  then  the  water,  into  stublwm  streams 
Collecting,  mimick'd  the  wrought  oaken  beams, 
Pillars,  and  frieze,  and  high  funtasric  roof,  ' 
Of  thow  dusk  places' hi  times  far  aloof 
Cathedrals  coll'd.    Ho  bade  a  loth  (orewell 
To  these  fbunts  Protean,  possing  gulf,  and  dell. 
And  torrent,  and  lenthohsand  jutting  shapes, 
Halfeeen  through  deepest  gloom,  and  grisly  gapes, 
Blackening  on  every  side,  and  overhead 
A  vaulted  dome  like  Heaven's,  far  bespread 
With  starlight  gems :  ftye,  all  so  huge  and  strange, 
The  solitary  felt  a  hurried  change 
Working  within  him  into  something  dreary,— < 
Vez'd  like  a  morning  eagle,  logt^  and  weary, 


And  purblind  amid  flaggy  mkbiight  wohEs.. 
But  he  ravives  at  once :  fi>f  who  bdwlds    ' 
New  sudden  things,  nor  oasis  Ikis  mental  sfengiif 
Forth  from  a  rugged  aroh,  in  the  dusk  below. 
Came  mother  Cybele  .*  alone — alone-^ 
In  sombre  chaxiot ;  dark  folding^  thrown 
About  heir  mitfesty,  and  front  death-pale, 
With  tuxreti  crown*4»   Four  maned'iians  hale- 
Tho  sluggish  wheels ;  tolemn-th^  toothed  mawa 
Their  surly  eyes  brow-hidden,  heavy  paws 
Upliited  drowsily,  and  nervy  tails 
Cowering  their  t^Wny  brushes.   Silent  aaSs 
This  shadovtj  queen  athwart,  aiMl  ftints  aw^r 
In  anpther  gloomy  areli. 

Wherefore  delay, 
Toung  traveller,  in  such  a  mournful  place  f 
Art  thou  wayworn,  6r  ca|ist  not  further  trace 
The  diamond  path  ?  And  does  it  (udeed  end 
Abrupt  in  middle  air?  Yet  earthward  beod 
Thy  forehead,  and  lo  Jupiter  ck>ud-bome 
Call  ardently!  He  was  indeed  wayworn;^ 
Abrupt,  in  middle  air,  his  way  was  lost ; 
To  cloud-borne  Jove,  he  bowed,  and  there  choat 
Towards  him  a  targe  eagle,  't  w^ct  whose  wings 
Without  one  impious  word,  himself  he  flings. 
Committed  to  the  darkness  and  the  gloom : 
Down,  down,  uncertain  to  what  pleasant  doom* 
Swift  as  a  &thoming  plummet  down  he  fell 
Through  unknowp  things ;  till  exhaled  akphodel. 
And  rose,  with  spicy' faimings  interbreath^d. 
Came  swelling  for\h  where  little  caves  were  wreathed 
So  thicfk  with  leavM  and  mosses,  that  they  oeem'd 
Large  honeycombs  of  green,  and  freshly  teem'd 
With  airs'  delicious.  '  In  the  greenest  nook 
The  eagle  lapded  him,  and  Orewell  took. 

• 

It  Was  a  jasmine  bower,  all  bestrown 
With  golden  moss.   His  every  sense  had  grown 
Ethereal  for  pleasure ;  'hove  his  head 
Flew  a  delight  half-graspable ;  his  tread     - 
Wsa  Hesperean ;  to  hi«- capable  ears 
Silence  was  music  from' the  holy  spheres; 
A  dewy  luxury  was  in  his  eyea  { 
The  little  flowers  foU  his  pleasant  sighs 
And  stirr'd  them  faintly.    Verdant  cave  and  cell 
He  wander'd  through.  oA  wondering  at  such  swell 
Of  sudden  exaltation :  but,  **  AJos!" 
Said  he,  "will  all  this  gush  of  foeling  "ptm  - 
Away  in  solitude  ?    And  must  tliey  \^-ane. 
Like  melodies  upon  a  sandy  plain, 
Without  an  echo  ?  Then  shall  I  be  left 
So  sad,  so  melancholy,  so  bereft ! 
Yet  still  I  foel  immortal !  O  my  love. 
My  breath  of  life,  where  art  thou  f  High  above; 
Dancing  iSefure  the  morning  gates  of  heaven  ' 
Or  keepirtg  waich  among  those  stony  seven. 
Old  Atlos'  children  ?  Art  a  maid  of  the  watert. 
One  of  shelUwindingTriton'tf^bright-hair'd  daughters 
Or  art,  impossible !  a  nyinph  of  Dianas, 
Weaving  a  coronal  of  tonde/  scions 
For  very  idleness  f  Where'er  thou  art, 
Methinks  it  new  is  at  my  will  to  start 
Into  thine  arms ;  to  scare  Aurora's  train. 
And  snatch  thee  fiom  the  morning  ,*  o'er  the  main 
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Tb  icnd  like  a  ^vild  bird,  and  tike  thee  off 

Fimn  thy  sea^ftamy  cradle;  er  to  doff 

Thy  ihepherd  vmtrnnd  wod  thee  ^mid  fieih  leaves. 

No,  no,  too  e^ierly  my  •oul  deceives' 

It!  powerloH  self:  I  know  this  cannot  be. 

O  let-mtf  then  by  some  tweet  dreaming  flee 

To  her  entraneemenls :  hither  sleep  awhile ! 

Hither  iflost  gende  -sleep  f  and  so6thing  Ml   ' 

For  some' few  hours  the  coming  solitude." 


Thios  spake  he,  and  that- moment  Mt  endaed 
With  power  to  dieam  ^elicioasly ;  so  womid 
Throngh  ar  dim  passage,  searching  till  hh  fbnnd 
The  smoothest  mossy  bed  and  deepest,  where  ' 
He  tfatew  himselC  and  just  into  the  air 
Stretc^ng  his  indolent  arms,  he  took,  O  hliss! 
A  naked  wajrt:  ^'Fair  Cupid,  whence  is  thisf 
A  well-known  voice  sigb'd,  **  Sweetest,  hers  am  I!* 
At  which  soft  ravishment,  with  doting  cry 
They  trembled  to  each  other. — ^Helicon ! 
G  fbontain'd  hill !  CMd  Homer's  Helicon ! 
That  fhoii  wouldst  spout  a  little  streamlet  o'er  ' 
These  sorry  pages ;  then  the  VerM  would  soar 
And  sing  above  this  gentler  pair,  like  lark 
Overius  nested  young :,  but  all  is  dsric 
Around  diine  aged  fop,  and  thy  clear  fount 
Exhales  in  misto  to  Heaven.    Ay,  the  count 
Of  mighty  Poets  is  madiB  tip ;  the  scroll 
Is  folded  by  the  Muses ;  the  bright  roH 
Is  in  Apdllo's  hand :  our  dazed  eym- 
Have  .seen  a  new  tinge  in  the  western  skies : 
The  world  has  done  its  doty.    Yet,  oh  yet, 
Although  the  sun  of-  poesy  is  sei 
These  lovers  did  embrace,  and  we  must  i¥eep 
That  Aefe  is  no  old  power  left 'to  steep  . 
A  quHl  immortal  in  their  joyous  tears.  <-  ' 

Long  time  in  silence  did  their  anxious  fears 
Qoestioh  that  thus  it  was;  long  time  they  lay  ' 
Fondling  and  kisring  every  doubt  away ; 
Long  time  ere  soft  caressing  sobs' began 
To  mellow  into  words,  and  then  there  ran 
Two  bubbling  springs  of  talk  from  their  sweet  lips.' 
"  O  known' Unknown !  from' whom  my  being  sips 
Sach  darling  essence,  wheijeibre  may  I  not 
Be  ever  in  these  armsf  in  tHis  sweet  spot 
Pillow  my  chin  for  ever  ?  ever  press 
These  toying  hands  and  kiss  their* smooth  excess  ? 
Why  not  for  ever  and  for  ever  feel 
That  breath  about  my  eyes  ?  Ah,  t|jiou  wilt  steal  . 
Away  fVom  me  again,  indeed,  indeed — 
Thou  wilt  be  gone  away,  and  wilt  not  heed         < 
My  lonely  madness.    Speak,  my  kindest  fair! 
Is-<-is  it  to  be  so  ?    No !  Who  will  dare 
To  pluck  thee  from  me.7  And,  of  thine  own  will. 
Fall  weU  I  fee!  thou  wouldst  not' leave  me.    Still 
Let  me  entwine  thee  surer,  surer—now 
How  can  we  part  ?  Elysium.!  who  art  thou  I 
Who,  that  thou  canst  nut  be  for  ever. here,^ 
Or  lift  me  with  thee  to  some  starry  sphere  t 
Enchantress !  tell  me  by  thift  soft  embrace, 
By  the  most  soft  coroplexioB  of  thy  face, 
liiose  lips,  O  slippery  bUsses !  twinkling  eyes, 
And  by  these  tenderest,  milky  sovereigntiee-* 
These  tenderest,  and  by  the  nectar>wine. 
The  paarion"       ■     '* O  loved  Ida  the  divine! 
40 


Endymien  V  deadest !  Ah,  unhappy  me ! 

His  soul  wiU  'wape  u»-0  felicity !     ' 

How  he  dees  love  me !  His  poor  temples  beat  . 

To  die  vei^  tune  of  love — ^how  iWeet,  sweet,  sweet! 

Revive,  dear  youth,  or  I  riiaH  fiiintand  die ; 

Revive^  or  these  soft  houn  will  hurry  by 

In  tranced  dullness ;  speak,  and  let  that  spell 

AflMght  this  lethargy!  I  cannot  quell 

Its  heavy  pressure,  and  wiU  press  at  least 

My  lips  to  thine,  that  they  may  richly  .feast 

Until  we  taste  the  life  of  love  again. 

What!  dost  thou  move?  dost  kiati  O  UUsb!  O 

1  love  ihee,  3n>uth,  more  than  I  can  conceive ; 

And  so  long-absence  fiom  thee,  doth  bereaire 

My  Botal  of  any  rest :  yet  must  I  hence : 

Yet,  can  I  not  to  starry  eminence 

Uplift  thee;  nor  for  vdry  shame  can  own 

Myself  to  thee.    Ah,  dearest!  dotiot  groan-, 

X)r  thou  wilt  force  me  from  this  secrecy, 

And  I  oust  blush  in  heaven.    O  that  I 

Had  done  it  already!  thaf  the  dreadful  smiles    ' 

At  my  lost  brightness,  my  impossion'd  Wiles, 

Had  waned  fiom  Olympus'  sotemir  height. 

And  fiom  all  serious  Oods ;,  that  our  delight 

Was  quite  forgohen,  save  of  us  alone  I 

And  vi^refore  so  ashamedf  Tis  but  to  atone 

For  endless  pleasure,  by  son^e  coward  blushes: 

Yet  must  I  be  a  coward !  Horror  rushes 

Too  palpable  befbteine — ^the  sad  look 

Of  Jove— Minerva's  start— no  bosom^sboak  - 

With  awe  <^  purity — po  Cupid  mnioa 

In  r^erence  veil'd — my  erystamne  dominioD 

Half  lost,  and  aU  old  hymns  made  nullity! 

But  what  is  this  to  love  7  Oh!  I  eould  fly 

With  thee  into  tJM  ken  of  heavenly  powani».'- 

So  thou  wouldst  thus,  for  ^ny  sequent  houfa^ 

Press  roe  so  sweetly.   Now  I  sweax  at  once 

That  I  am  wise,  that  PaUaa  is  a  djunce — . 

Perhaps  her  love  like  mine  is  but  unknowit— 

Oh !  I  do  think  that  I  have  been  alone 

In  chastity !  yes,  PaHa»  has  been  sighing^ 

While  every  eve  sa\v  me  my  hair  uptjring' 

\^th  fingers  cool  a^  aspen  Jeeves.   Sweel  love ! 

I  was  as  vague  as  solitary,  dove, 

Ndr  knew  ^t  nests  were  .built.  Now  a  soft 

Ay,  by  that  kiss,  I  vow  an  endless  bliss» 

An  immortality  of  pauion's  thine: 

Ere  long  I  snlL  exalt  ihce  to  tho  shine- 

Of  heaven  ambrosul ;  and  we  will  shade 

Ourselves  whole  sunuipers  by  «  river  glades 

And  I  will  tell  thee  stories  of  the  sky. 

And  breathe  thee  whispers  of  its  minstrelsy^ 

My  happy  love  will  everwing  all  bouodsi 

O  let  me  melt  into  thee !  let  the  aouAdf 

Of  our. close  voices  marry  at  their  birth  f 

Let  as  entwme  heveringiy  !•>— O  dearfk 

Of  human  words !  .roughnesa  of  mortal  spieck^  ' 

LispingB  empyrean  will  1  eooieiim^  teach 

Thine  honey'd  tongue-^lute-breaihings,  which  I  gaep 

To-tvive  thee  understand,  .ii^w  while  I -clasp 

Thee  thus,  and  weep  for  fondness — I  am  pein'd, 

Endymion :  woe !  woe !  is  grief  oontain'd 

In  the  very  deeps  of  pleasure,  my  sole-  llfii  f'-^ 

Hereat,  with  many  sobs,  her  gentle  strife 

Melted. into  a  languor   He  retum'd 

Entranced  voWs  and  tean. 
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Ye.  .who  huve  yeam'd 
Vt^th  too  much  puvdon,  will  here  9tay  and  pity,  . 
For  th^  mere  sake  of  truth ;  as  'tis  a  ditty 
Not  of  these  days,  but  long  a^  't  was  told 
By  a  cavern  wind  unto  a  forest  old ;    \ 
Aod'  then  the  Ibrest  told  it,in  a^  dream 
To  9  sleeping  lake,  whose  cool  and  level  gleam 
A  poet  caught  as^e  was  journeying 
To  Phdobus*  shnne  i  an4  in  it  he  did  0ing 
His  weary  limbs^  bathing  an  hour's  space. 
And  afVer,  straight  in  that  inspired  plaoe 
He  pang  the  story  up  into  the  air, 
Giving  it.univernl  freedom.   There 
Has  it  been  ever  sounding  for  those  ears' 
Whose  tips  are  glowing  hot.    The  legend  pheers 
Yon  sentinel  stars;  and  he  who  Ksteus  to  it 
Muvt  surely  he  selfdoom'd  or  he  wiU  roe  it : 
For  quendhless  bumings  come  upon  the  heart, 
Madfi  fiercer  by  a  fear  lest  any  part 
Should  be  inguUed-  in  the  eddying  wind.  , 
As  uuik]\  as  here  in  penn'd  dotl^^ways  find 
A  resting-place,  thus  much  comes  clear  and  plain; 
Anon  the  strange  voice,  is  upon  the  wane — 
And  His  but  echoed  from  departing  sounds 
That  the  fair  visitant-  at  last  unwoiiind 
Her  gende  limbs,  and  lefl  the  youth 
Thus  the  tradition  of  the  gosty  deep. 

Now  tUm  ve  to  our  former  ehrohiderb-^ ' 
Endymion  awoke,  that  grief  of  hers 
8weet  plaininiip  on  his  ear :  he  sickly  guea'd 
How  lone  he  was  oooe  more,  and  sadly  press'd 
His  emplty  arms  together,  hung  his  heaid, 
And  most  forlorn  vipon  that  widowM  bed 
Sat  silently.   liove's  madnei»he  had  known-: 
Ofietf  Willi  more  than  tortured  lion's  groan 
Mflianingi  had  burst  from  him ;  but  now  that  nge 
Had  oass'd  away:  no  lotiger  did  he  wage' 
A  roogh-voiced  war  againat  the  dooming  sten. 
No,  he  had  felt  loo  much  for  such  hardi  jan : 
The  lyre  of  .his  soul  Ec^iamluned 
Forgot  all  vielonce,  and  btit  commmMd   . 
With  melanchely  thought;  0  he  had  swoon'd 
Drunken  from  pleasure's  nipple !'  and  his  Mb 
Hjsnceforth  was  dove4ike^ — Loth  was  he  to  move 
From  the  imprinted  couch,  and  when  he -did,    \ 
'Twas  with  slowi  languid  paces,  and  face  hid 
In  muffling  hands.   So  temper'd,  out  he  strtiy'd 
Half  seeing  visions  that  might  faav«  dismay'd 
Alecto*s  serpents ;  ravtehments  more  keen 
Than  Hermes'  pi|)e,  when  anxious  he  did  Iten 
Over  eclipsing  eyes:  and  at  the  last* 
It  vras  a  sounding  grotto,  vaulted,  vtat, 
O'er^tMdded  with  a  thousand,  thousand  pearis. 
And  crirason-meuthed  shells  with  stubborn  curls* 
Of  every  shape  and  sice;  even  to  the  littlk 
In  whidi  wiudes  arbor  dose;  to  'brood  and  sulk 
Against  an  endFea  stomk   Moreover  too, 
Fish-semblaiices,  of  green  and  azure  hue, 
Ready  to  nert  dieir  streams.   In  this  cool  wonder 
Endymioa  sal  down,  and  'gan  to  ponder 
On  all  his  life:  4iis  youth,  up  to  fhe  day 
When  'mid  acdaim,  ^nd  fesats,  and  garlands  gay, 
He  stept  upon  his  shepherd  throne:  the  look  ^    ' 
Of  his  white  palaee  in  wild  forest  nook, 


And  all  the  revels  he  hid  lorded  thiera : 
Each  lender  maiden  whom  he  once  .tbooght  Ubp 
With  e;rery.  friend  and  foUaw>woodlaiidei^— 
Bass'd  like  a  dream  before  him.'  Then  the  spur 
Of  the  old  hards  to  migh^  deeds :  his  plansv 
To  nurse  the  golden  age  'nwng  shepherd  elese . 
That  wondrous  nights  the  great  Pan-feslivai  x 
His  sist^'s  sorrow ;  and  his  wanderings  aH, 
•Until  into  the  earth's  deep  maw  he  rnsh'd : 
Then  all  its  buned  magic,  till  it  flushNI 
High  with  excessive  love.   **  And  now,"  fhanf^ 
**  How  kxQmust  I  remain  in  jeopardy 
Of  bhink  amaxemeniB  that  amttie  nor'nMiie  f 
Now  I  have  tasted  her  sweet  soul  to  the  ooni^ 
All  other  depths  are  shallow :  esseaeesb 
Once  spiritual,  are  like  maddy  IcfS,, 
Meant  but  to  fertilise  my  ear^y  root, .  - 
And  make  my  branches  lift  a  golden  fi«it 
Into  die  bloom  of  heaven :  other  light. 
Though  it  be  quick  and  sharp  enough  lo  bll|^ 
The  Olympian  eagle's  viskm,  is  dark,  .' 
Dark  as  the  parentage  qf  chaos.   Haik! 
My  silent  thoughts  an  echoing  from  theoe  sheH 
Or  are  they  but  the  ghosts,  the  dying  swells  * 
Of  noises  £u  away  f— 4ist ! — Uereupoo  • 
He  kept  an  anxious  ear    The  humming  tone 
Came  louder,  *and  behold,  there  ai  he  lay. 
On  either  side  oub^ush*d,  with  misty  spray, 
A  copious  spring ;  and  boOi  tdigether  dask*d 
SwifC  mad,  ftntastic  rouiiil  C»e  4<'9chfw  and  iasb*^ 
Among  the  oonchs  and  shelij  oT  'tu«»  \ahf  grot. 
Leaving  a  trickling  dew. ,  At  iost  the*  abot 
Down  from  the  ceiling's  heigli^  too>^  «  noiai 
As  of  some  breatMeai  racers  «yhlw  bopeaYomo 
Upon  the  laat  fow  steps,  and  viiCi  S|>eiu  force 
Along  the  ground  they  took  a  winctiag  oowae. 
Endymion  foUow'd-^fbr  it  seem'd  that  ooe  - 
Ever  punoed,  the.  other  strove  to  shnn— 
Follow'd  their  languid  maaes,  till  weUnoigh 
He  had  lefl  thinking  of  the  my?rtery« — 
And  was  now  rapt  in  tender  hoveringi 
Over  the  vanish'd. bliss.   Ah !  what  is  it  singe 
His  dieam  away  ?  What  melodies  are  ibeaol 
They  sound  as  through  the  whjsjhiring  of 
Not  native  in  anch  barren  vaults.  Give  •»* 


*'0  Arethnsa',  peerless  nymph !  why  fear 
Sueh  tendemesB  as  mine  f  Gteat  Dian,  why. 
Why  didst  thou  hear  her  prayer  f  O  Uiat  I 
Were*  rippling  round  her  dainty  fiumeas  now, 
Circling abouther  waist,  and  striving Tiow 
To  entiee  her  to  A  dive !  then  stealing  ii^ 
Between  her  lusdous  lips  and  eyelids  thin> 
O  that  her  shining  hair  was  in  the  sun. 
And  I  distilling  from  it  thence  to  run 
In  kmorons  rfllets  down  her  shrinking  form ! 
To  linger  on  her  lily  shouldeis,  warm 
Between  her  kissing  breasts,  and  every  charm 
Touch  raptured  .* — See  how  painfully  I  flow : ' 
Fair  maid,  be  pidful  to  my  great  wx>e.  • 
Stay,  stay  thy  weaiy  course,  and  let  me  leid, 
A  happy  wooer,  to  the  flowery  mead 
Where  all  that  beauty  snared  me."— ^  Crael  God 
Desist !  or  my  oflfended  mstress*  nod 
Will  stagnate  all  thy  fountains : — tease  me  not 
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Vidi  tTren  wowfa  .Ah,  have  I  railljr  got 
todi  power  to  anddea  theef  And  » pt 
Iway  aw^t  or  I  ahoU  dearly  me 
Ay  veiy  thooghta :  in  money  fhen  awi^» 
Uodest  Alpheuaj  ibr  akouki  I  obey 
Ify  owD  dedr  wUl,  'twould  be  e  deadly  booe."-^ 
O.  Oreod-Qdeea !  would  ihot  thou  hijdat  a  pain 
ike  this  of  mJoe,  tbn  would  I  fearlen  turn 
Uid  be  a  cni]piiiaL">--^  ^lao»  I  burn, 
flhudder— gentle  river,  get  thee  henoo. 
Upheti!  thouenrhawter!  every  seuM    > 
)f  mine  waa  onoe  vuide.peifect  iu  diew  wooda.^ 
^rmh  bieesBi.  bowery  lawn,  and  inoocent  floodi, 
Upe  fruits,  and  lonely  oouch,  contentment  gave ; 
iut  ever  unee  I  heedleady  did  lave 
n  thy  deceitful  itraam,  a,  panting  glow 
vrew  atroBg  Within  me :  wbei^fore  aerve  me  to, 
ind  call  it  lovef  Alas!  'twas -cruelty. 
*(ot  oace  moie  did  I  close  my  happy  eyes 
kmid  the  thrush's  song.    Away!  Avaunt! 
>  'twas,  a  cruel  thing." — **  Now  thou  dost  taunt 
\o  sofUy,  Arethusa,  that  I  think 
f  thou  wast  playing  on  my  shady  brink, 
rhou  wouldst  bathe  once  again.    Innocent  maid ! 
>tifle  thine  heart  no  more  i — nor  be  afraid 
)f  angry  poweitf ;  there  are  deitietf' 
Vill  shade  us  with  their  ynngt.    Those  fitful  si|^ 
ris  almost  death  to- hear:  O  let  me  pour " 
i  dewy'  balm  upon  them !— fear  nq  mere, 
Iweet  AretlMisa !  Dian*s  self -mnst  feel, 
Sometimes,  theae  very  panga    Bear  maiden,  steal 
Uushing  hifeo  ifly  ftoul,  anid  let  us  fly 
[liese  dreary  cavenn  ibr  the  open  sky. 
will  delight  thee  all  my  winding  course, 
'rom  the  gre^n  fea  Up  to  my  hidden  source     • 
Lboot  Arcadian  iorests ;  and  will  show 
!'he  channels-  where  my  coolest  waten  flow 
lirough  mossy,  rooks ;  where,  'mid  exuberant  green, 
loaro  in  pleasant  darknos^  more  unseen 
!*lian  Saturn  in  his  exile ;  where  I  brim 
tound  flqweiy  islands,  and  take  thence  a  sKim 
K*  mealy  sweets,  which  myriads  of  bees 
luxx  from  their  honey'd  wings :  and  thou  ehouldst 

jdease 
liyaelf  to  choose  the  richest,  where  we  might 
te  incenae-pilbw'd  every  summer  night 
)off  all  sad  fears,  thou  white  deliciousaeps^ 
Lnd  let  us  be  thus  comforted  ;  unless 
liott  oouldst  rejoice  to  see  my  hopeless  stream 
luny  distracted  from  SoPs  tempemie  beam,  ' 
ind  pour  to  death  alon^  some  hungry  sands."-« 
What  caiik  I-  do,  Alpheus  ?  Dian  atanids  ^ 

^vere  before  me  *  persecutii^  ^alte ! 
fnhappy  Arethus^  I  thop  wast  late^ 
i  huntress  free  in"— >Atr  this,  sudden  fell 
*hooe  two- sad  streams  adown  a  fearful  dell. 
*he  Latmian  listened,  bur  he  heard  no  more, 
eve  echo,  fiiint  repeating  o'er  and  o'er 
*he  name  of  ArethusOk    On  the  verge 
»f  that  dark  gulf  he  wept,  and  said.  **  I  urge 
'bee,  gentle  Goddess  of  my  pilghmage,  . 
ly  our  eternal  hopes,  to  soothe,.tt>  amuage 
r  thou  art  poweii^I,  these  loven'  pains; 
jid  make  them  happy  in  some  happy  plains.** 


He  tom'd— there  waa  a  whelming  souqd-*he  atept, 
liere  w^  a  qogler  light ;  and  so  he  kept 


Towards  k  by  a  sandy  path*  and  lo! 
More  Aiddenly  than  4o(h  a  moment  go, 
'fhe  viaiona  of  the  earth  were  gone  and 
He  aaw  the  giant  aea  above  hia  head. 


BOOKni. 


Tbiei  are  who  lord  it  o'er  their  fe!bw4Bea 
With  moat  prevailing  tinaert  who  hnpeik 
Thdir  baaing  vanitiea;  to  bmwae  away 
The  comfortable  green  and  jiiicy  hay 
From  human  paaturea  i  or,  O  torturing  &ct ! 
Who,  through  an  idiot 'bUnk,  will'  see  unpaok'd 
Fire-branded  fbxea  to  aear  u)>  and  ainge 
Our  gold  and  ripe-ear'd  faopea.    With  not  one  tii^ 
Of  aanotuary  aplendor,  nor  a  eight 
Able  |o  face  an  owl's,  they  atill  are  dight  ^ 
By  the  blear-eyed  nationa  in  empurpled,  vesli, 
Ajld  crowns,  and  tiirbans.-    With  unladen  breasts, 
Save  of  blown  aelf-applause,  they  proudly  mount 
To  their  spirit's  perch,  their  being*s  high  account. 
Their  tip-top  nothings,  their  dull  skies,  their  tfaronea^ 
Amid  the  fierce  intoxicating  tones 
Of  trumpets,  shoutings,  and  belabored  drums. 
And  slidden  cannon.    Ah !  how  all  thit  hums, 
In  wakeful.eari,  Uke  uprodr  past  and  gone- 
like  thunderclouds  that  spake  to  Babylon,  ' 
And  set  those  old  Chaldeans  to  their  tasks.—        ^ 
Are  then  regalities  all  gilded'  masks  T 
No»  there  are  fhroned  seats  unscalable  ^ 

But  by  <i  patient  wing,  a  constant  spell. 
Or  by  ethereal  things  that,  uneonfined. 
Can  make  a  lodder  of  the  etenvil  wind^ 
And  poise  about  in  cloudy  thundeMent* 
To  watch  the  abysm-birth  of  eleroenta 
Aye,  tiove  the  withering  of  old-lipp'd  Fate 
A  thousand  powers  keep  religious  stale. 
In  water,  fiery  realm,  and  airy  bourn ; 
And,  silent  as  a  consecraied  urn, 
Ifold  sphery  spasions  for  a  season  due. 
Yet  fbw  of  these  far^nuuevtios.  ah,  few! 
Have  bared  their  ppehitions  to  this  globe- 
Few,  wIm>  with  gorgeous  pageantry  enrobe 
Our  piece  of  heaven— *whoee  benevolence 
Shakes  hand  with  our  own  Ceres;  every  aenar 
Filling  with  spirihml  svMela  to  plenitude. 
As  bees  gorge  full  their  cells.    And  by  die  feodr 
Twixt- Nothing  and  Creation,  Inhere  swear, 
Eteme  Apollo  1  that  thy  Sister  fair 
Is  of  all  diese  the  gentliermightiesL 
^en  thy  gQld  breath  is  inisting  in  the  west. 
She  unobserved  steals  unto  her  throne. 
And  there  she  sits  most  meek  and  most 'alone; 
As  if  ahe  had  not  pomp  apbaervient; 
Aa  if  thme  eye.  High  Pooti  waa  not  bent 
Towards  her  widi  the  Muses  in  thine  heart; 
As  ff  the  ministering  stars  kept  not  aparV 
Waiting  for  silve^footed  messagea   . 
O  Moon !  the  oUeat  shades  'inong  oldest  trees 
Feel  palpitations  when  thou  lookest  in: 
O  Moon !  old  Jbooghs  lisp  forth  a  holier  din 
The  while  they  fi»el  thine  aiiy  fellowship^ 
Thou  dost  bless  everywhere,  with  silver  lip 
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KittiRg  dead  things  to  life.    The  Bleeping  kine, 
Couch'd  in  thy  brightnefls,  dream  of  fields  divine  i 
Innumerable  mountains  rise,  and  rfae, 
Aml^itious  for  the  hallowing  of  thine  eyes ; 
And  yet  thy  benediction  passeth  not    ^ 
One  obscure  hiding-place,  one  little  spot 
Where  pleasure  may  be  sent :  the  nested  wren 
Has  thy  iair  ikce  within  its  tranquil  ken, 
And  fiom  beneath  a  sheltering  ivy  leaf 
Takes  glimpses  of  thee ;  thou  art  a  relief 
To  the  poor  patient  oyster,  where  i<  sleeps 
Within*  its  pearly  hquse  >— The  mighty  deeps, 
The  monstrous  sea  is  thine— the  myriad  sea ! 
O  Moon !  far«pooming  Ocean  bows  to  thee. 
And  Tellus  feels  her  forehead's  cumbrous  load.   ' 


Cynthia  I  where  art  thou  now?  What  far  abode 
Of  green  or  sifvery  bower  doth  enshrine 
Such  utmost,  beauty  ?  Alas,  thou  dost  pine 
For  one  as  sorrowful  :<  thy  cheek  is  pale 
For  one  whose  cheek  is  pale :  thou  dost  bewail 
His  teans,  who  weeps  for  the^.  Where  (lost  thou' sigh  ? 
Ah !  surely  that  light  peeps  from  Ves))er*s  eye, 
Or  what  a  thing  is  love!  'Tis  She,  but'lo! 
How  changed,  how  full  of  ache,  how  gone  in  woe ! 
Sh(B  dies  at  the  thinnest  cloud ;  ker  loveliness 
Is  wan  on  Neptune's  blue:  yet  there's  a  stress 
Of  love-spangles,  just  off  yon  cape  of  trees, 
Dancing  upoh  the  waves,  as  if  lb  please 
The  curly  foam  with  amorous  influence. 
O,  not  so  idle !  for  down-glancing  thence, 
She  fathoms  eddies,  and  runs  wild  about 
O'erwhelming  water-courses ;  scaring  out 
The  thorny  sharks  from  hiding-holes,  and  frig^fning 
Their  savage  eyes  with  unaccustomed  lightning. 
Where  will  the  spliandor  bQ  conteilt  40  readi  ? 
O  love !  how  potent  hast  thou  been  to  teiach 
Strange  joumeyings !  Wherever  beauty  dwells, 
In  gulf  or  aerie,  mountains  or  deep  dells, 
In  light.  In  gloom,  in  s£ar  or  bhizing  sun, ' 
Thou  pointest  out  the' way,  and  straight  'tis  won. 
Amid  his  toil  thou  gavest  Leander  breath ; 
Thou  leddest  Orpheus  through  the  gleams  of  deadi  { 
Thou  madest  PIulo  be&r  thin  element : 
And  now,  O  winged  Chiefhiin !  thou  hast  sent 
A  moonbeam  to  tne  deep,  deep  water-world. 
To  find  Etadymion. 


On  gold  sand  impeariM 
With  lily  shells,  and  pebbles  milky  white, 
Poor  Cynthia  greeted  him,  and  soothed  her  light 
Against  his  pallid  face :  he  felt  the  charm 
To  breathlessness,  and  suddenly  a  warm 
Of  his  heart's  blood :  'twas  very  sweet;  he  stay'd 
His  wandering  steps,  and  half^ntVanced  laid 
His  head  upon  a.tuft  of  straggling  weeds. 
To  taste  the  gentle  moon,  and  freshening  beads, 
Lash'd  from  the  crystal  roof  by  fishes'  tails. 
And  so  he  kept,  until  the  rosy  veils 
Mantling  the  east^'by  Aurora's  peering  hxuA      ^  . 
Were  lifted  from  the  water's  breast,  and  fiinn'd  - 
Into  sweet  air ;  and  sobered  morning  came 
Meekly  through  billows : — when  like  taper-flame 
Left  sudden  by  a  dallying  breath  of  air, 
He  IQM  in  silence,  and  once  more  'gan  &n 


Along  his  fitted  way. 


-s 


Far  had  he  roam*d, 
With  nothing  save  the  hollow  vast,  that  fiwoi'd 
Above,  around^  and  at  hjs  feet ;  save  things 
More  dead  than  Morpheus^  imaginings : 
Old  rusted  anchors,  helmed,  breastplates  laigia 
Of  gone  sea-waniors;  brazen  beab  and  ^rge; 
Rudders  that  for  a  hundred  years  had  lost 
The  sway  of  human  hand ;  gold  vase  embois'd 
With  long-ibrgotten  slory,  and  wherein 
No  reveller  had  ever  dipp'da  chin 
But  those  Qf  Saturn's  vintage ;  mouldering  jMaolI% 
Writ  in  the  tongue  of  heaven,  by  those  soi^ 
Who  first  werc^  on  the  earth ;  and  sculptures  rode 
In  ponderous  ston^,  developing  the  mood 
Of  ancient  Ndx ;— then  skeletons  of  lain^ 
Of  beast,  beheinoth,  and  levia&an. 
And  elephant,  andf  eagle,  and  huge  jaw 
Of  nameless  monster.    A  cofd  leaden  awiB 
These  secrets  stnick  Into  him ;  and  unless 
Dian  had  chased  away  that  hea\'iness, 
He  might  have  died":  but  now,  with  cheered  feel. 
He  onward  kept ; .  wooing  &^e  thoughts  to  steal 
About  the  labyrinth  in- his  soul  of  love. 


"  What  is  there  in  tjiee.  Moon !  that  llioo  sfaouUa 
move 
My  heart  so  potently?  When  yet  a  child, 
lofl  have  dried  my  teats  when  thou  hast  smiled. 
Tfaoa  seem'dst  my  sister :  hand  in  hand  we  Wient 
From  eve  td'  mom  across  the  firmament.' 
No  apples  woald  I  gather  from  the  tree. 
Till  dion  hadst  cool'd  their  cheeks  deliddusfy : 
No  tumbling  water  ever -spake  romance. 
But  when  ihy  eyes  with  thine  thereon  could  danoe : 
No  woods  were  green  enough,  no  bower  divine. 
Until  thou'lified'st  up  thine  eyelids  fine: 
Iq  sowing-time  ne'^er  would  I  dibble  take. 
Or  drop  a  seed,  till  thou  wast  wide  awake  ; 
And,  in  the  summer^tSde  qf  blossoming. 
No  one  but  thee  hath  htord  me  blithely  mng 
And  mesh  my  dewy  fiowers  all  the  night 
No  melody  vras  like  a  jlassing  spright 
If  it  went  not  to  solemnize  thy  reign. 
Yes,  in  ^y'bojdiood,  every  joy  and  pain  ^ 
By  diee  were  fashion'd  to  the  seli^sama  end ; 
Aiid  as  I  grew  in  years,  still  didst  thou  blend 
With  all  my  ardors :  tHou  wast  the  deep  glen ; 
Thou  wast  the  mountaih4oi>— the  sage's  ^n — 
The  poet's  hatp — the  voice  bf  fiienda — ^the  sun ; 
Thou  wast  ^e  river — ^thoii  wast  glory  won ; 
TboQ  wast  my  clarion's  blast — thou  wast  my  steed- 
My  goblet  full  of  wine— my  topmost  deed : — 
Tbxm  wast  tiie  charm  of  women,  lovely  Moon! 
O  what  a  wild  and  harmonized  trnie 
My  spirit  smick  from  all  the  beautiful ! 
On  some  bright  essence  could  I  lean,  an^  fall 
Mj^lf  I0  immortality  f  I  prest 
Nature's  soft-  piHow  in  a^  wakeful  rest. . 
But,  gentle  Orb!  tfiere  came  a  neareer  bGss — 
My  strange  love  came — ^Felicity's  abyss! 
She  came,  and  tbou  didst  fiide,  and  fiide 
Yet  not  entirely ;  no,  thy  itarry  sway 
Has  been  an  under-passion  to  this  hour. 
Now  I  begin  to  feel  thine  orby  power 
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coBMng  IMh  upoB  ne ;  O  be  Kiad ! 

eep  back  thine  infloencft,  and  do  not  Mind 

[j  iDvereign  ▼iaion.^-Dearast  love,  ibrgive 

hat  {  can  think  away  from  thee  and  Hve! — 

ardon  rae,  aiiy  planet,  that  4  prize 

ne  thooght  beyond  thine  aigent  loiariei ! . 

bw  &r  beyond  !'*  At  thit  a^qrpriiM(|  itait    ' 

rosted  the  tpringmg  Vqsdare  of  hie  heart ; 

cw  as  he  lifted  np  hia  eyes  to  swear 

low  his  own  goddess  was  past  all  things  fair, 

[e*  aaw  ftr  in  the  concave  green  of  the  sea 

n  old  man  sitting  calm  and  peacefhlly. 

pcm  a  weeded  rock  this  old  roan  sat, 

nd  Ids  white  hair  was'swful,  and  a  mat'' 

f  weeds  was  cold^ beneath  his  cold  thin  ftet; 

nd,  ample  as  the  largest  winding«sbeet, 

.  cloak  ef  blue  wrapp'd  up  his  aged  bdnes^ 

•'erwrougfat  with  symbols  by  the  deepest  groans 

f  an^bitioaB  niagio>:  every  ocean-fonn 

/aa  woven  in  with  black  distinctness :  storm, 

ind  calm,  and  Whispering,  and  hideous  roar 

Vere  emblem'd  in  the  woof;  With  every  shape 

liat  AitttBt  Or  dives,  or  sleeps,  'twixt  cape  and  cape. 

%e  gulfing  whalb  was  like  a  dot  in  the  spell, 

'et  look  upon  ft.  and  'twotlld  size  and  swell 

\}  its  huge  self;  and  the  raiputest  fish 

V'ould  pass  the  very  haidest  gaser^s  wish, ' 


knd-show  his  little  eye^.  anatomy. 

i'hen  there  was  pictifl^  the  reg^li^ 

H*  Neptmie ;  and  the  sea-nymphs  roond  his  itite» 

Q  beauteous  vsisalage,  look  up  and  wait 

teside  this  old  man  lay  a  peaiiy  wand, 

ind  in  his  lap  a  book,  the  which  he  eonn'd 

)o  stedikstly,  that  the  neW  denizen 

lad  time  to  keep  liim  in  aknazed*  hen, 

To  n^k  theae  shadowings,  and  stand  in  awe. 


The  old  man  raised  bis  hoary  head  and  saw 
[*he  wilder'd  strangei^-eeemihg  liot  to  ^ee,   - 
lis  features  were  so  lifeless    Suddenly 
le  woke  as  from  a  trance ;  }us  snow-white  brows 
Vent  arching,  upi  and  Uke  two  magic  plows 
'orrow'd  deep  wr^ikles  in  his  forehead  .large, 
Vhich  kepi  as  fixedly  as  rocky  marge, 
Till  round  hia  with^r'd  lips  bad  gone  a  smile. 
Then  up  he  rose,  like  one  whose  tedious  toil 
lad  watch'd  lor  yean  in.  forlorn  hermitage, 
Vho  had  not  from  rotd-life  to  utmost  age 
^ased  in  one  accent  his  o*er-bur(ien'd  soul, 
^ven  to  the  trees.    He  rose :  he  grasp'd  his  stole, 
Vith  convulsed  clenches  waving  it  abroad, 
^nd  in  a  voice  of  solemn  joy,,  that  awed 
^ho  into  oblivion,  he  said  >^ 

^  Thou  art  the  ttian !  Now  shall  I  lay  my  head 
Q  peace  upon  my  watery  pillow :  now 
)1eep  will  come  smoothly  to  my  weary  brot** 
>  Jove !  I  shall  be  young  ag^in,  be  young ! 
)  shell-bom  Neptune,  I  am  pieret-d  and  stung 
Vith  n6w-bom  life !  What  shall  1  do  T  Wbeito  go, 
Vhen  I  hove  cast  this  serpent-skin  of  woe  f — 
II  «wim  to  the  syrens,  and  one  mpment  listen 
%eir  melodies,  and  see  their  loDg  bait  glisten ; 
^non  upon  that  giant'rarm  111  be, 
iliat  writhes  about  the  roots  of  Sicily : 
40*  3K 


To  northern  seas  1 11' in* » twinkling  sail. 

And  mount  upon  the  snortings  of  a  whale 

To  some  black  cloud ;  thence  down  1 11  madly  sweep 

On  ibifced  lightning,  to  the  deepest- deep, 

Where  through  some' sucking  pool  I  will  be  harlM 

With  raptore  to  the  other  side  of  the  worid! 

O,  I  am  full  of  gladness!   Sisters  three,.^ 

I  bow  fuU-hearted  to  your  ol^  decree ! 

Yea,  ^very  God  be  thank'd,  and  power  benign. 

For  I  no  more  shall  wither,  droop,  and  phie. 

Them,  art  the  man  f "  Endymion  stapM  back 

Disvay'd ;  and,  like  a  wretch  fifom  whom  the  nek 

Tortures  hot  breath,  and  speech  of  agony, 

MattorVl :  **  What  tonely  death  am  I  to  die 

In  this  cold  regioh  7  Will  he  let  me  freeke. 

And  float  my  brittle  limbs  o*er  polar  seasf 

Or  will  he  touch  me  with  his  searing  hand,^ 

And  leave  a  black  memorial  on  the  sand  7 

Or  tear  me  piecemeal  with  a  bony*  saw. 

And  keep  me  as  a\chosen  find  to  draw 

His  magian  fish  throogh  hated  fire  and  flame  f 

O  misery  of  hell !  rnistless,  tame,* 

Am  I  to  be  burnt  up  7  No,  I  will  shotrt, 

Until  the  Gods  through  heaven's  blue  look  outf— 

O  Tartarus !  but  some  fi»w  days  agone' 

Qer  soft  arms  were  entwining  me,  and  on 

Her  voice  I  hung  like  fiuit  ameng  green  leaves : 

Her  lips  were  all  my  own,  and — ah,  ripe  sheaves 

Of  happineat !  ye  on  the  stubble  droop,  . 

But  never  may  be  gamerM.    I  moit  st^ ' 

My  head,  and  ^ss  death^s  foot  Love  floive,  ^^ewell ! 

Is  there  no  hope  fiom  thee7  This  horrid  spell  - 

Would  melt.at  thy  sweet  breath.-^By  Dian*s  hind 

Feeding'  ftom  her  white  fingers,  on  die  wind 


thy  streaming  hair!  and  now,  by  Fan, 
I  card  not  fi>r  (his  old  mjrsteriods  man  !^ 

He  spake,  and  walking  to  that  9ged  form, 
Lool^'d  high  defiance.    Lo!.  his  htert  'gan  wann 
With  pity^  for  the  gray-haired  creature  wept 
Had  he  then  wrong'd  a  heart  where  sorrow  keptf 
Had.he,  though  blindly  cOntume1k>us,  brought. 
Rheum  to  kind  eyes,  a  sting  to  human  thought. 
Convulsion  to  a  mouth  of  many  .years  7    ' 
He  had  in  tnith ;  and  he  was  ripe  for  tears. 
The  penitent  shower  fell,  as  down  he  knelt 
Before  that  care-worn  sage,  Who  trembling  felt 
About  his  large  dark  locks,  and  fel^ring  spake  .* 

'  Arise,  good  youth,  for  sacred  Phoebus*  sake ! 
I  know  thine  inmost  bosom,  and  I  feel 
A  very  brother's  yeamnig  for  thee  steal    - 
Into  mine  own :  for  why  7  thou  openest 
The  priron^tQS  that  have  so  long  opprest   . 
My  weaiy  watching.   Though  thou  tniow'st  krat. 
Thou  art  oommission'd  to  this  feted  spot 
For  great  enfmnchiseqient    O  weep  no  more ; 
I  am  a  friend  to  love,  to  loves  of  yore : 
Ay,  hadst  thou  never  loved  an  unknown  power, 
I  had-  been  grieving  at  this  joyous  homr. 
But  even'  now  most  miserable  old,    • 
I  saw  thee,  and  my  blood  no  longer  coM 
Gave  roigbty  pulses;  in  this  tottering  c«se 
Grew  a  new  heart,  which  at  this  moment  plays 
■As  dandngly  m  thine.    Be  not  afraid. 
For  thoa  shah  hev  this  secret  all  disptay*dk 
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Now  at  we  fpeed  towvds  o^r  joyous  ta«^" 

So  Myiqg,  Uiii  young  wifl  in  tgo's  mask 
Went  forwant  with  the  Carian  side  by  ado : 
Reeanuxig  quickly  thus ;  while  ocean'i  tide 
Hung  BwoUen  at  their  tjacka,  and  jowell'd  nnda 
TooK  silently  their  foot-|vintB. 

*' My  foul  aMuoda 
Now  past  the  midway  fiom  mortality, 
And  BO  i  can  prepare  without  a  aigh 
To  tail  thee  briefly  all  my  joy  and  pain. 
I  was.a  fiaher  once,  upon  thia  main. 
And  my  boat  danoed  in  every  creek  and  bay;  . 
Rough  billowa  were  n^  home  by  night  and  day^^ 
The  iBea-guUa  not  more  constant ;  for  I  had  , 
No  houaiog  from  the  storm  and  tempests  mad. 
But  hollow  rockSf-r-and  they  were  palaoea 
Of  silent- happiness,  of  slumberous  ease : 
Long  years  of  miaery  have  told  me  ao* 
Ay,  tluis,it  was  one  thousand  years  agO'' 
One  thousand  ye^! — ^Is  it  .then  possible 
To  look  so  ]da^y  through  them?'  to  diapel 
A  thousand  years  with  backwnrd  glanoeaublimot 
To  breathe  away  as  'twere  all  scummy  slime 
From  off  a  tiqrscal  pool,  to  see  its  deep. 
And  one's  own  image  from  the  bottom  pdep ! 
Yes :  now  I  am  no  longer  wretched  thrall, 
My  long  captivity  and  moanings  all 
Are  but  a  slime, »  thin*pervading  scuolk. 
The  whic^  Inbreathe  away,  and  thronging  oome 
Like  things  of  yeaterdey  my  youthful  pfeasurpa. 

**  I  toudi'd  nb  lyte,  I  sang  not,  trod  no  meaaurpa : 
I  was  a  lopf^ly  youth  on  desert  shores. 
My  sports  were  lonely,  'ipid  continuous  roars. 
And  craggy  islee,  and  sea-mews'  plaintive  cry 
Fbuning  docrepant  between,  sea  and  sky. 
Dolphins  were  still  my  playmates ;  shapea  unseen 
Would  let  me  feel  their  scales  of  gold  and  green, 
Nor  be  my  deaobition ;  and,  full  oft, 
When  a  dread  waterepout^had  reared  aloft 
Ita  hungry  hugeness,  seeming  ready  ripe 
To  bunt  vnth  hoarsest  tbunderings,  and  wipp 
M;y  Uie  away  like  a  vast  sponge  of  fate. 
Some  fiieAdly  monster,  pitying  my  sad  slate, 
Has  dived  to  its  finindations,  gulTd  it  down,' 
And  left  me  tossing  safely.    But  the  crown 
Of  idl  my  life  was  utmost  quietude : 
Mora  did  I  love  to  lie  in  cavern  rude. 
Keeping  in  wait  whole  days  lor'  Nepjtune^s  ¥0100,, 
And  if  it  came  at  last,  hark,.and  rcgoioe-! 
There  blush*d  no  summer  eve  but  I  would  steer 
My  skiff  along  groen  shelving  coasts,  to  hear 
The  ahepherd*s  pipe  come  clear  ftom  aeiy  steeps 
lifingled  with  ceaseless  Ueatinjpi  of  his  ^eep : 
And  never  was  a  day  of  summer  shine» 
But  I  beheld  its  birth  upon  the  bnne ; 
Fte  I  would  Watch,  all  iiight  to  see  unfold 
Heaven's  gat^s^  ax^  iEthon  snort  his  moming  gold 
Wide  .o'er  the  swelling  streams:  and  ooostantTy  . 
At  brim  of  day-tide,  en  soom  grassy  lea. 
My  nets  would  be  spread  out,  and  1  at  re^t. 
The  poor  folk  of  the  sea-country  I  blest   , 
Wididaily  boon  9f  fish  most  delicate:  ^.      ' 

Thov  knew  not  whence  this  bounty,  and  clata 


Would  straw  sweet  ^wven  00  a  il«sle  beaJBl^ 


"Why  was  I  not  contented?  Wber^bsia  jsoch 
At  things  which,  but  for  thee,  O  hutama ! 
Had  blBen  my  dreary  death!  Fool!  I  b^g^ 
To  ieel  distemper'd  Ipogiogs:  to  desiia 
Tlie  utmost  piivilege  that  oeean's  sira. 
Could  grant  in  bcinedictaon :  to  be  ^09 
6f  all  his  kingdom.    Long  in  miseiy 
I  wasted,  ere  in  one  extrenest  £t  <   -  . 

I  plunged  for  life  or  deatk    To  imwHUlit 
^One's  senses  with  so  dense  a.bfqnfhiwg  atnff 
Might  seem  a  work  of  pain;  so  not  eooogli 
Can  I  admire  hoiy  crystal-anooihit  fek. 
And  buoyant  round  my  limbs.    At  first,!  dwek 
Whole  days  and  days  in  ^eer  astmiisbment  s 
Forgetful  utterly  of  se|f4ntent ; 
Movio^  but  vyiih  the  mighiyi  ebl)  and  flowh 
Then,  like  a  new-^Mged  bird  that  fiist  doth  afaow. 
His  spraadod  fetethenrto  the  mbnow  cfafll,    . 
I  tried  in  fear  the  pinioQs  of  ray  wiU. 
'Twas  freedom !  sold  at  once  I'viaited 
The  oeaseleas  wonden  of  this  ooeaii-bed. 
No  need  to  teU  thee  of  them,  for  I  see 
That  thou  hast  been  a  witness— it  nniat  he 
For  diese  I  know  thou  canst  not  feel  a  diooili. 
By  the  m«landioly  oomen  of  tt|at  meqtfa.  .' 
So  I  will  in  my  stoiy  straigfatwi^  paH 
To  more  immediate  matter.    Woe,  elan! 
That  tove  ahouU  be  my  bane!  Ah,  ScyU^  Mtl 
Why  did  poor  Glaacus  evei^^-ever  dare     ^   • 
Tb  sue  thee  to  ]iik  heart  ?  Kind  stianger-jrpath  I 
1  loved,  her  lo  the  veiy  white  of  truth. 
And  she  would  not  eooceive  it«    Timid  thinK^ 
She  fled  roelswift  aa  sea^ud  on.  tha  wing. 
Round  eveiy  isle,  and  point,  and  promoAlory,'' 
FroBk  where  large  Hercules  wound  up  his  sior^ 
Far  as  Egyptian  Nile.    My  passion  grew 
The  more,  the  more  I  ^w  her  dauit;^  hoe 
Gleam  delicately  through  Uie  atnre  clear: 
Until  'twas  too  fierce  ageoy  to  bear; 
And  in  that  agony,  across  my  grief 
It.flasKd,  that  Circ^  taight  find  some  ie1ieic_ 
Cruel  enchantreai !  So  above  the  water 
I  rear'd  my  head,  and  look'd  fbc  Phcsbus'  daughter 
iEna's  isle  was  wondering  at  the  moon  ?-r 
It  aeem'd  to  whirl  around  me,  and  a  swoon 
Left  me  doad-drifting  to  that  fatal  power. 

"  When  I  awoke.  *t was  in  a  twilight  bower; 
Jusk  when  the  light  of  mom,  with  hum  of  heea. 
Stole  through  its  verdurous  matting  of  freah  treea. 
How  sweef;  and  sweeter!  ibr  I  heard  a  lyre. 
And  over  it  a  sighing  voice 'eif^ra. 
It  ceased--4  caught  light  footsteps ;  and  anoD 
The  fairest  faco  that  mom  e'er  look'd  upoo     ^ 
Push'd  through,  a  screen  of  fosea.    Stany  Jove ! 
With  tears,  aiyi  smiles,  and  honey-words  she  wot* 
A  net  whose  thraldom  was  more  blias  than  all 
The  range  of  flower'd  Elysium.    Thus  did  fall 
The  dew  .of  her  rich  speech :  **  Ah !  art  awake  f 

0  let  me  hoar  thee  speak,  for  Cupid's  .sake ! 

1  am  ao  oppress'd  wiUi  joy !   Why,  I  have  ahed . 
An  uro  of  tears,  as  though  thou  wert  cold  dead ; 
And  now  I  find  thee  living,  I  will  pour     ^ 
From  these  devoted  oy^  their  silver  sioraw 
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(/nta  eilMuiied  oC  M  Itftart  diO|s' 
So  it  will  pl0Miii!B  UMe,  and  fbroa 'ilMe  flop 
Here*  that  I  too  nay  live:  but  if  be^mul 
Sach  cool  and  aorrowiU  oflerinp,  thou  tft'ftdl 
Of  aootfaiiig-  waimth,  of  dalUmoe  mipitakei 
If  thoa  art  ripe  to  taalo  a  long.loTe^ream'j^ 
If  snslea,  if  dimploa,  tonguea  for  ardor  niiilOf 
Hang  in  diy  i^irioB  liko  a  tBm^itg  fruit, 

0  let  me  pluck  it  lor  thoe."    Th»  die  linked 
Her  charming  aylkdileartfll  indistioclr 
Their  moide  oamO  to  my  o*er-aweeten'd  «ral; 
And  Uien  ahe  hovec^  oter  me,  end  stole 
So  near,  that  if  no  neonr  it  bad  been 
This  foitew'd^Tiaage  dwu  hadal  never  ae«li« 

« 

'^  Toimg  man  of  Latnuw !  l^na  jikulicnlar 
Am  I,  that  thpa  mayat  plainly  ace  how  £ax 
Tliia  fieroe  temptation  went :  and  thoQ  mayst  not 
Exclaim,  How  then*  waia  Scylla  quite  forgot  7 

**  Who  could  reeiatf  Who  in  this  univerBcrf 
She  did  ab  breathe  ^mbjiiaiai  ap  immeiae 
My  fine  eiiatence  in  a  golden  cline. 
She  took  me  Kke  a  child  of  suckling  time, 
And  cradled  me  in  roa^'  Thua  condemn'd, 
The  current  of  my  former  life  was  alemm'd. 
And  to  thia  arjbicniry  .queen  of  aenae  .    . 

1  bow'd  a  tranced  vassal :  ]t>r  would  thencK  t 
Have  moved,  even  though  Amphion'a  heartiiad  woo^d 
Me  back  to  Sksylla  o'er  tha  billows  rode^  ' 
For  as  Apollo  each  ev&doth  devise 
A  new  appamUing-fot  weatem  aki^ ; 
So  eveiy  eve,  ^ay,  every  spendthrift  heur 
Shed  balmy  oonsckiuaness  within  that  bower. 
Add  I  was  free  of  haunts  i^mbrageoua ; 
Could  .wander  in  the  masy  foreat-hovtoe 
Of  squirrels,  foxes  sly,  and  antler'd  deei;     ^ 
And  birds  from  covem  innermost, and  drear 
Warbling  for  veiy  jpj  meUiflueus  sonow — 
To  me  new-bom  denghti ! 

'  '  ' 

<*  Now  let  pie  boliow, 
For  momenli  few,  a  temperament  as  stem 
As  PlntD*'a  sceptre,  that  my  w<»ds  not  bam 
Theae  ottering  lips,  while  I  in  calm  speed)  tell 
How  specioua  heaven  was  changed  to  real  hell. ' 


**  One-inom  she  left  me  sleeping :  half  avrake 
I  sought  for  her  smooth-  arms  And  lips;  to  slake   ^ 
My  greedy  thint  with  neetarous  camel-dhinghti; 
But  she  vims  gone.    Whereat  the  barbed  shafta. 
Of  disappointment  stuck  in  me  so  sore. 
That  out  I  ran  and  searched  the  forest  o'er. 
Wandering  about  in  pine  and*  cedar  gloom. 
Damp  awe  aaaal*d  me ;  for  there  'gan  to  boom 
A  sound  of  moon,  an  agony  of  sound, 
Sepulchral  from  the  distance  all  around 
Then  came  a'bonqaering'enrth-thund^r,  and  rumbled 
That  fiorbe  complain  tb  dilfence :  Whfle  I  stumbled 
Down-aprecipitotts  path,  as  if  impeli'd, 
I  came  to>a  daric  valley.— Gmanings  sweH'd 
Poisonous  about  my  ean,  and  louder  grew, 
The  neaver  I  approach'd  a  flame'k  gaunt  Une,    ' 
That  glared  before  me  thwugh  a  thorny  bmke. 
lliia  fire»  like  the  eye  of  go^ian  sAate, 


Bewitch'd  me  lowtmbt  aoid I  sooq  was  near 
A  sight  top  fearfttl-ftr  the  foel  of  foar ; 
In  tUcket^hid  I  cursed  the  haggard  scen^- 
Th^'hanquet  of -my  aims,  my  arbor  queen, 
Seated  upon  an  uptom  forest  root ; 
And  all  alMnd  her  shapes,  wiiard  and  brate, 
Laughing,  and  waiUng,  grovelling,  sei^nting, 
Shovdng  tooth,  task,  and  venom-bag,  and  sting! 

0  such  deformities !  Ofid  Charon's  self. 
Should  he  give  up  awhile  his  penny  pelf) 
And  take  a  dream  'm<mg  rushes  Stygian, 
It  could  not  be  so  frntaaied.    Fierce,  wmi« 
And  tyranniitng  Was  the  lady's  hok, 

As  over  them  a  gnarled  staff  Ae  shook. 
Oft-times  upon  the  sudden  she  laugh'd  out; 
And  from  a  basket  emptied  to  the  rout 
Clusters  of  grapes,  the  which  they  nven'd  qvkk 
And  roar'd  for  more;  wMi  many  a  hungry  lick 
About  their  shaggjf  jawa.    Avenging,  slow, 
Anon  shtf  took  a  branch  of  mistletoe, ' 
And  emptilNl  on't  a  black  dull-gurgling  phial  t     . 
Groan'd  one  and  all,  as  if  some  piercing  trial 
Was  sharpening  for  dieir  pitiable  hones. 
She  lifted  up  the  charm :  appealing  groans 
Ffom  their  poor  breesis  went  suing  to  her  ear 

1  In  vain ;  remorseless- as  an  infant's  luer, 
She  whisk'd  against  their  eyes  &e  sooty  oil. 
Whereat  was  hearfl  a  ^iae  of  painftil  toil, 
Increadag  gradual  to  a. tempest  rage. 
Shrieks,  yells,  and  grottis  of  torture-pilginnage , 
XJndl  their  grieved  bodies  'gan  to  bloat  , 

And  puff  flmn  the  taiVs  end  to  stifled  diroat. 
Then  was  appalling  silence :  then  a  sight 
More  wildering  than  all  that  hoane  affright , 
For  the  whole  Jierd,  as  by  a  whirlwind  writhen 
Went  through  the  difmial  air  like  one  huge  Python 
'Antagonising  Boreas, — aivd  so  Tanish'd. 
Yet  there  was  not  a  breath  of  whJd :  she  bntnisfa'd 
These  phantoms  with  a  nod.    Lof  from  the  dark 
Came  waggish  founs,  and  nymphs,,  and  satjrrs  staHk. 
With  dancing  and  loud  revelry,  and  went 
Swifter  than  cenfaurv  after  rapine  bent — 
Sighing  an  elephant  nppear'd  and  bow'd 
Before  the  fierce  witeh,  speakiiSg  fhos  dloud 
In  human  accent':  *  Pbtent  goddess !  chief 
Of  pains  resistless !  make  my  l^ing  brief, 
Or.  let  me  from  this  heavy  prison  fly  .- 
Or  give  me  to  die  air,  or  let  me  die ! 
I  aue  not  for  my  happy  crown  again ; 
I  aue  not  for  my  phalanx  on  the  plain ; 
I  sue  not  for  my  kme,  my  widow'd  wifb  : 
I  sue  not  for  my  ruddy  drops  of  Hfe, 
My  children  fhir,  my  lovely  girls  and  boys! 
I  will  foiget  them ;  I  will  ptas  the^e  joys ; 
Ask  risui^t  so  heavenward,  so  too — ^too  high : 
Only  I  pmy,  as  fairest  boon,  to  die. 
Or  be  deliver*d  from  this  cumbrous  flesh, 
From  this  gross,  detestable,  filthy  mesh. 
And  merely  given  to  the  cold  bleak  air- 
Have  mercy,  Goddem !  Circe,  feel  my  prayer  !* 


"That'cmat  magician's  name  fell  icy  numV 
Upon  my  wUd  eoi\|ecturing :  troth  had  come 
Naked  imd  sabre-like  against  my  heart 
I  saw  a  fury  whettinf  a  deatlrdart; 
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And  my  slaifi  spirit,  overwrought  with  fnght» 

Fainted  away  in  that  dark  lair  of  night. 

Think,  my  deliverer,  how  desolate  . 

My  waking  miut  have  beeni  dis^t^  and  hate. 

And  terrors  manifold  divided  me 

A  spoil  amongst  them.    I  prepared  to  flee 

Into  the  dungeon  core  t>f  that,  wil^  wood : 

i  fled  th^ee  days — when  Ip !  before  me  stood    * 

Glaring  the  angry  witch,  O  Dis,  even  now, 

A  rlaimiiy  ^w  i»  beading  on  my  l^w,    -  • 

At  mere  remembering  her  pale  laugh,  and  cone. 

'  Ha  !■  ha !  Sir  Dainty !  there  mu9t  be  a  nune 

Made  of  rose-leaves  and  thistle-down,  eipreas, 

To  cradle  thee,  nty  sweet,  and  lull  thee :  yes* 

I  am  too  flinty-haid  for  thy  nice  touch : 

My  tenderest  squeece  is  bpt  a  giant*s  clutch. 

So,  fairy-thing,  it  shall  have  lulbibies   . 

Unheaid  of  yet;  and  it  shall  still  its  cries    • 

Upon  some  breast  more  lily-feminine. 

Ciu  no, — it  shell  not  pine,  and  ]Hne,  and  pine 

More  than  one  pretty,  trifling  thousand  yeaxs ; 

And  then  'twere  pi^,  but  fate's  gentle  shears 

Cut  short  its  immortabty.     Sea-flirt! 

Young  dove  of  the  Waters !  truly  1  'U  not  hurt 

One  hair  of  thine  t  see  how  I  weep  and  sigh. 

That  oiir  heart-broken  parting  is  so  nigh. ' 

And  must  we  part  7  Ah,  yes,-  it  must  be  so. 

Tet  ere  thou  leavest  me  in  utter  woe. 

Let  me  sob  over  thee  my  last  adiem. 

And  speak  a  blessing :  Mark  me !.  Thou  hast  thews 

Immortal,  for  thou  art  of  heavenly  race : 

But  such  a  love  is  mine,  that  he^e  I  chase    , 

Eternally  away  from  thee  all  bloom 

Of  youth,  and  destine  thee  towards  a  tuhb. 

Henc6  shalt  thou  quickly  to  the  watery  vast ; 

And  there,  ere  mpmy  days  be  overpast, 

Disabled  age  shall  seize  thee  {  and  even  then   * 

Thou  shak  not  go  the  way  of  .aged  men ; 

But  live  and  wither,  cripple  and  still  breathe-  ^ 

Ten  hundred  years :  which  -gone,  I  then  bequeath 

Thy  fr^le  ^nes  to  unl^own  burial. 

Adieu,  sweet  Iqve,  adieu ! ': — As  shot  stars  Ml, 

She  fled  ere  I  could  groan  for  men^.    Stung 

And  poisoa'd  was  my  spirit:  despair  sung 

A  war-song  of  defiance  '<gainBt  all  helL 

A  hand  was  at  my  shoulder  to  compel 

My  sullen  steps';  another  'foro  my  eyes  ' 

Moved  on  with  pointed  finger.    In  Uiis  guise 

Enforced,  at  the  last  by  ocean's  foam* 

I  found  me ;  1^  my  fresh,  my  nadve  home, 

lis  tempering  coolness,  to  my  life  aUn, 

Came  salutary  as  I  waded  in ; 

And,  with  a  blind  valuptneus  rage,  I  gave 

Battle  to  the  swollen  billow-ridge,  and  drave 

Large  froth  before  me,  while  there  yet  remain'd 

Hale  strength,  nor  from  my  bones  all  marrow  drain'd. 


"  Young  lover,  I  must  weep— >Such  hellnh  spite 
With  dry  cheek  who  can  tell  t  While  thus  my  migfat 
Proving  upon  this  element,  dismay'd. 
Upon  a  dead  thing's  foce  my  hand  I  laid ) 
I  look'd — 'twas  £yUaL  Cursed,  cmsed  Circe! 
O  vulture-witch,  hast  never  heard  of  mercy ! 
Could  not  thy  harshest  vengeajice  be  oontent, 
But  thou  must  nip  thsi  tender  innocent 


Because  I  loiwd  herf-^CoM,  O  cold  indeed 
Were  her  frir  limbs,  pnd  like  «  oomnon  weed 
The  sea-swell  took  her  hair.    Dead  as  she  wns 
I  clung,  about  her  waist,  nor  'Ceased  id  pass 
Fleet  as  an  arrow  through  unfiuhfoni'd  bsinew 
Until  there  shone  a  fahi^  crystailiae, 
Ribb'd  and  inlaid  with  coral,  pebble,  and  peaii 
Headlong  I  darted  ;  atrone  eager  swirl 
Gain'd  its  bright  portal,  enter'd,  and  bdmldS 
'Twas  vast,  and  desolate,  and  icy^coM ; 
And  all  around — But  wherefore  this  to  ihee 
Who  in  few  minutes  more  thyself  shalt 
I  lefl  poor  Scylla  in  a  niche  and  fled. 
My  fovei^d  parohings  up,  my  scathing  dread 
Met  palsy  half-way v*  soon  these  limbs  became    • 
Gaunt,  wither'd,  sapless,  feeUe,  cremp'd,  and  Isioe 

Now  let  me  pass  a  cruel,  cruel  space. 
Without  one  hope,  without  one  iaintest  tmce 
Of  mitigation,  or  redeeming  bubble 
Of oolor'd  fantasy ;  for  I  fear  'twould  trouble 
Thy  bram  to  loss  of  reason ;  and  next  teH 
How  a  restoring  chance  came  dbwn  to  qneQ 

One  half  of  the  witch  in  me. 

.'  • 

•^Onaday, 
Sitting  upon  a  rock  above  the  spray, 
I  saw  grow  np  frem  the  horiaon's  brink 
A  gdlant  vessel :  soon  she  seemV  to  sink 
Away  from  me  again,  as  though  het-  codiye 
Had  be^n  resara^  in  spite  of  hindering  ftroe^ 
So  v|uiish'd :  ai/d  not  long,  before  arose 
Dark  clouds,  and  muttering  of  winds  morose. 
Old  Eolus  WMild 'stifle  his  mad  spleen. 
But  could. nDt>c  flierefore  all  the  billows igreen 
Tosb'd  up  the  silver  spume  against  the  donds. 
The  tempest  came:  I  saw  thai  vessel's^ahrouds 
In  perilous  bustle;  while  upon  the  deck 
Stood  trembling  creatures.    I  beheld  the  wreck, 
The  final  gulfnig;  the  poor  struggling  k>ols: 
I  heard  their  cries  amid  loud  thunder-rolla. 

0  Ihey  had  all  been  saved' bqt  craaed  eld 
Annull'd  my  vigorous  cravings :  -  and  flios  queli'd 
And  curb'd,  think  on  *t,  O  LaOmian !  did  I  at 
Writhing  With  pity,  and  a  cuising^fit 

Against  that  hell-hom  Ciree.    The  crew  had  gone, 

By  one  and  one,  to  pale  oblivion ) 

And  1  was  gazing  on  the  suiges  prone. 

With  many  a  scalding  tear,  and  mai^  a  gra^. 

When  at  my  feet  emerged  an  ^d  man's  hand. 

Grasping  this -scroll,  and  this  saine  slender  wand. 

1  knelt  with  pain— reach'd  out  my  hand — bad  giasp'^o 
These  treasures— toucb'd  the  kauckka-^th^y  sO' 

clasp'd — 
I  caught  a  fmger:  but  .the  downward  "weight 
0'et|»wer'4  me — ^it  sank.    Then  'gan  abate 
The  stonjUf  and  through  chill  anguish,  gbom  ovtbnid 
The  comfortable  sun.    I  wasathirst 
To  search  the  book,  and  in  the  wanning  air 
Parted  its  dripping  leaves  with  eager  care. 
Strange  matters  did  it  treat  of^  and  drew  on 
My  soul  page  after  page,  till  well-nigh  won 
Into  forgetfulness ;  when,  stupefied, 
I  read  these  words,  and  read  again,  and  tried- 
My  eyes  against  the  heavens,  and  read  i^gain 
|o  what  a  load  of  .misenr  and  pain 
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uach  AUaB-line  bore  off! — a  thine  of'hope 
Zbxob  gold  around  .mei  cheering  mq  to'cope 
krenuous  with  hellish  tyranny.     Attend ! 
^or  thou  hmt  brought  their  promise  to  an  end. 

** '  In  the  wide  oea  there  lives  a  ibt]pm  wretch* 
!)oom'd  with  enfeebled  carcasi  to  outstretch 
lis  lolhed  existence  }hrough  ten  centuries, 
knd  then  to  die  alone,     who  can  devise    . 
i  total  opposition  ?  No  one.    So  , 

)ne  million  times  ocean  mu^t  ebb  aiKi  flow, 
Vnd  he  oppresa'd*     Yet  he  shall  not  die, 
These  things  accomplish'ii : — If  he  utterly    - 
Scans  all  the  depths. of  magic,  and  expounds 
The  meanings  of  all  motions,  shapes,  and  sounds ; 
f  he  explores  all  ibrms  and  substances 
Straight  homeward  to.  their  Qrmbol-essences; 
le  shall  not  die.    Moreover,  and  in  chief, 
le  must  pursue  this  task  of  joy  and  grief^ 
irfoBt  piously  \ — all  lovers  temp^t-tust, 
^nd  in  the  savage  ovenyhelming  lost, 
le  shall  deposit  side  by^-side,  until 
rime's  creeping  shall  the  dreary  space  fulfil:    - 
Vhich  done,  and  all  these  labors  ripened^ 
I  youth,  by  heavenly  power  beloved  and  led, 
>haU  stand  before  him ;  whom  he  shall  direct 
low  to  consummate  all.    The  youth  elect 
dust  do  the  ^ing,  or^  both  li^ill  be  destcoy'd.' " — 


'*  Then^'*  cried  the  yoimg  Endyinion,.avegoy*d, 

We  are  twin. brothers  in^this  destiny ! 
Say,  I  entreat  thee,  what  achievement  high 
B,  in  this  restless  World,  for  me  reserved. 
Vhat !  if  from  thee  my  wandering  ieet  had  swerved, 
lad  we  Bbth  perish'd  ?*'^'  Look !"  the  aoge  replied, 

DosL  thou  not  mark  a  gleaming  through  the  tiide, 
)f  divers  brilliances?  'tis  the  edi/ic« 

told  thee  of,  where  lovely  Scylla  lies ;     ^ 
knd  where  I  have  enshrined  piously 
ill  lovers,  whom  fell  storms. have  doom'd  to  die 
Phroughout  my  bondage."   Thus  discoursing,  on 
They  wen^  till  unobscured  the  porches  shonie ; 
Vhich  hurryingly  they  goin'd,  and  enter'd  straight 
Uire  never  since  king  Neptune  held  his  sCate^ 
Vas  aeen  spch  wohder  underneath  the  staiB. 
Tum  to  some  level  plain  where  haughty  Mars 
las  legicvi*d  all  his  battle ;  and  behold 
low  every  soldier,  with  firm  ibot,  doth  hold . 
lis  even  breast  r  see,  many  steeled  squares,     ' 
Ind  rigid  rariks  of  iron — whence  who  daxfa  -^ 
)ne  step?  Imagine  further,  line  by  line^ 
Phese  warrior  thousands  on  the  field  supine  :-— 
io  in  that  crystal  place,  in  silent  rows, 
*oor  lovers  lay  at  rest  from  joys  and  woes.^ 
Phe  stranger  from  the  mountains,  breathless,  traced 
(ach  thousands  of  ^hut  eyes  in  order  placed ; 
inch  ranges  of  white  Teet,  and  patient  hpa 
kU  mddy, — for  here  death  no  blossom  nips, 
le  mark'd  their  brows  and  foreheads ;  saw  their  hair 
'ut  sleekly  on  one  side  with  nicest  care ; 
knd  each  one's  gentle  wrists,  with  reverence, 
*ut  crooBwise  to  its  heart 


**  Let  us  commence 
Whrnpefd  the  guide,  stuttering  with  joy)  even  now.' 
le  sjpake,  and,  trembling  like  an  aspeo-boDgh, 


Began  to  tear  his  seroll  in  pieces  small. 

Uttering  the  while  spme  mumbliiyss  funerai. 

He  tore  it  into  pieces  small  as  snow 

That  driib  unfeather'd  when  bleak  noriherna  Uow; 

And  having  done  it  toojc  his  dark«brue  cloak 

And  bouiKl  it  round,  Endymion :  then  struc|L 

Hie  wand  against  the  empty  air  times  nine. — 

."  What  more  there  is  to  do,  young  man,  is  thine  t 

But' first  a^little  patience;  first  undo 

This  Umgled  thread,  and  wind  it  to  a  clue. 

Ah,  gentle !  'tis  as  weak  as  spider's  skein ; 

And  shouid^t  thou  break  it— What,  is  it  done  so  cle^  t 

A  power  overshadows  thee !  Ob,  brave ! 

The  spite  of  hell  is  tumbling  to  its  graveV 

Here  ia  a  shell ;  'tis  pearly  blank  to  me,  , 

Nor  mark'd  with  any  sign  or  charact^ry-^ 

Canst  thou  read  aught  f  O  Tead  fbr  pity's  sake ! ' 

Olympus !  we  are  safb !  Now,  Carian,  break    . 

This  wand  against  yon  lyre^on  the  pedestal." 

Twas  done;  and  straight  with  sudden  swell  and 
iaII 
Sweet  music  breathed  her  soul  aw^y,  and  sigh'd 
A  lullaby  to  silence.-^**, Youth!  now-s^w 
These  minced  leaves  on  me,  and  passing  throngh 
Those  files  of  dead,  scatter  the  same  aroojid. 
And  thou  wilt  aee  the  issue." — 'Mid  the  sounds 
Of  flutes  and  viols,  ravishing  his  heart' ' 
EndjrmHmfrom  Glaucqs  stood  apart 
And  scatter'd  in  his  &ce  some  fhtgmonts  light. 
How  lighming-awi^  the  chaAge !  a  yuuthful  Wight 
Smiling  beneath  a  coral  diadem, . 
Out^parkling  sudden  like  an  u^tunfd  gem, 
Appear'd,  and,  stepping  to  a  beauteous  corse, 
Kneel'd  down  bisside  it  and  with  tenJerest  force 
Press'd  its  cold  hand,*  and  wept<— apd  Scylla  sigh'd » 
Endymion,  with  quick  hand,  the  ch^rm  applied — 
The  nymph  arose:  he  left  them  to  their  joy,   , 
And  onWiud  went  upon  his  high  employ. 
Showering  those  powerful  fragment^  ou^he  dead. 
And,  as  he  pass'd,  each  lifted  up  ita  head,  ^ 
As  doth  a  flower  at  Apollo's  touch. 
Death  felt  it  1o  hia inwards ;  'twas  too  nuich) 
Death  fell  a-weeping  in  his  chamel-Wse. 
The  Latmian  persevered  along,  and  thus 
All  were  reanimated.    There  arsoe 
A  noise  of  harmony,  pulses  and  diroes 
Of  gladness  in  the  air— while  many,  wh'b     . 
Had  died  in  mutual  ahos  devout  and  true 
Sprang  to  each  other  i|iad1y ;  and  the  f«si 
Felt  a  high  certainty  of  being  bl^t 
>They  gazed  upon  £ndymion.    £pchantment 
Grew  drunken,  and  would  have  ity  head  and  best. 
Delicious  sym{^nies,  Ifta  airy  flowers. 
Budded,  and  swell'd,  and,  fuU-Uown,shed  fiOlshowb 

ers  /  N 

Of  light  aoft,^  unseen  leaves  of  sounds  divine 
The  two  deliveiMa  tasted  a  pure  wine 
Of  happiness,  from  iairy^pross  oozed  out 
Speechless  tkey  eyod  each  other,  and  about 
The  fiiir  assembly  wandered  to  and  fro, 
Distracted  with  the  richest  overflow 
Of  joy  that  ever  pour'd  fro^  heaven.       > 
.  .   ' . 

"Awaf* 

fihoutecl  the  new^borm  god ;  *'  Follow,  and  pay 

Our  piety  to  Neptunus  supceme !  '"— 

Then  Sqrlla,  blushing  sweetly  from  her  dseom,' 
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They  led  on  finti  bent  to  her  roeeh  •Qrpris«, 
Through  portal  columns  of  a  giant  ilze 
Into  the  vaulted,  boundless  emerald* 
Joyons  all  followed,  as  the  leader  call'd, 
Down  marble  steps ;  pouring  as  easily 
As  hpur-ghis*  sand,— and  fast,  as  yon  might  fee 
Swallows  obeying  the  south  summer'a  call. 
Or  swans  upon  a  gentle  wai^rftU. 

Thus  went  tliat  beautiful  multitude,  not  ftr. 
Ere  from  amon^  some  rocks  of  glittering  spfir, 
J'ust  within  ken,  they  ^aw  descending  thick 
Another  multitude.   Whereat  ipor^  quick 
Moved  either  host    On  a  wide  sand  they  met. 
And  of  those  numbers  every  eye  was  wet ; 
Fat  each  theiic  old  love  found.   A  murmuring;  rose. 
Like  wh^t  was  never  heard  in  all  the  throes 
Of  wind  and  waters :  'tis  past  human  wit 
To  tell ;  'tis  dizziness  to  think  of  it. 

This  mighty  consummation  made,  the  host 
Moved  on  lor  many  » league ;  and  gain'd,  and  lost 
Huge  8e«hmarka;  vanward  swelling  in  anay, 
And  from  the  rear  diminishing  away^ — 
Till  a  faint  dawn.«urpBaed  them.    Glancuacried, 
•*  Behold!  behold,  the  pahioe  of  hip  pride  t 
God  Neptune's  palace ! "  With  nqise  increased, 
They  shoulder'd  m  towaids  that  brightening 
At  eveiy  onward  stjsp  proud  domes  arose  . 
In  proepactr-diamond  gleams  fend  golden  glows 
Of  amber  'gainst  their  faces  lefVelling. 
Joyous,  and  many  as  the  leaves  in  spring,     . 
Still  onward ;  still  the  splendor  gradoal  sw^ll'd. 
Rich  opal  domes  were  seen,  on  high  upheld 
By  jasper  pillars;  letting  through  their  shafts 
A  blush  of  coral.    Copious  woQder;d)faaghl8 
Eaeli  gazelr  diank^  and  deeper  drank  more  near : 
For  what  poor  mortals  A^ment  up,«s  mere 
As  marble  was  &ere  lavish,  to  the  vast 
Of  one  fair  palace,  that  far  fiir  surpass'df 
Even  for  common  bulk,  tiiase  olden  three, 
Mffmrh¥S  and  Babyton,  and  Nineveh. 

As'large,  as  bright,  as  colOrHlasShe  bow   • 
Of  Iris,  when  unfading  it  doth  show 
BejroDd  a  ailvery  shower,  was  tho'aroh 
Through  which  this  Paphian  army  took,  itr  mardi; 
Into  the  outer  courts  of  Neptune's  state  : 
Whence  could  be  seen,  direct,  a  golden  gate, . 
Ta  Which  (he  leaders  sped ;  but  not  half  noght 
Ere  it  bunt  open  swifl  as  fairy  thought. 
And  made  those  dazzled  thousands  veil  their  eyei 
like  callow  eagles  at  the  fint  sunrise. 
Soon  with  an  eagle  nativeness  their  gaze 
Ripe  from  hue-solden  swoons  took  all  the  blaze, 
And  then,  behold !  large  Neptune  on  his  tkroiie 
Of  emerald  deep:  yet  not  exalt  akMO ; 
At  his  right  hand  stood  winged  Love,  and  (m ' 
Hia  left  sat  smiling  Beauty's  paragon. 

Far  as  the  mariner  op  highest  mast 
-Can  see  all  round  upon  the  calmed  vast, 
So  Wido  was  Neptune's  hall ;  and  as  Ae  blue 
Doth  vault  the'watera,  so  the  waten  drew 
Their  doming  curtains,  high,  magnificent,  | 

Awed  fiom  the  throne  aloof; — and  when  stonaMrent| 


Disclosed  the  thunder^oomings  in  JoTe's  air, 
But  soothed  as  pow,  flash'd  sudden  eveiywhere 
Noiseless,  submarine  cloudletsy  giltlsrmg 
Death' 10  a  human  eye :  for  th^re  dad  spring 
From  natural  west,  and  east,  and  south,  and  notik, 
A  light  as  of  four  sunsets,  blaaiiig  tmA 
A  gold-green  zenith  'hove  the  Se»God>  hasd. 
Qf  lucid  depth  the  floor,  and  far  outspread 
Ai  breezelesB  lake,  on  which  th^  slim  canoe 
Of  feather'd  Indian  darip  about,  as  through 
The  delicatest  air:  air  verily. 
But  for  the>  portraiture  of  oloads  a&d  sky : 
This  palace  floor  breath-air.— but  for  the  amaas 
Of  deei>eeen  wonders  motionless^— and  bloae 
Of  die  dome  pomp,  reflected  in^eztrenbes. 
Globing  a  gplden  sphere. 

They  stood  in  dreams 
Till  Triionr  blew  his.honi.    The  palace  rang ; 
The  Nereids  danced;  the  Syrens  fiiindy  sang; 
And  the  great  Sea-King  bow'd  his  dripping  hesd. 
Then  Love  took  wing,  and  fhw  his  pinkms  shed 
On  all  the  mult^tode  a  nectaroos  dew. 
The  ooze-bom  Goddess  beckoned  and  drew 
Fair  Scylla  and' her  guides  to  conference ; 
And  when  they  reach'd  the  throned  eminence 
She  kist  the  sea-nymph's  cheek<-^who  sat  her  do^ 
A  toying  wi A  the  doves.    Theft,—*?  ^Gghty  crown 
And  sceptre  of  this  kingdom !"  Venus  said, 
'*  Thy  vows  were  on  a  lime  to  Nais  paid : 
Behold!"— Two  copooitt  tear^irops  iosa^t  fell 
From  the  God's  laige  eyes ;  he  smiled  dcrectable, 
And  over  Glaucus  held  his  blearing' handa-— 
«  Endymion !  Ah !  still' wandering  in  the  bands 
Of  love  ?  Now  (his  is  cruel.     Since  the  hour 
I  met  thee  in  earth's  bosoita,  all  my  poww 
Have  I  pot  forth  to  serve  thee.     WJiat,  not  yet 
Escaped  from  doll  taortafity's  haish  net?. 
A  little  patienciB,  youth !  'I  will  not  be  ibbg. 
Or  I  am  skiUess  quite :  an  idle  tongue, 
A  humid,  eye,  and  steps  luxurious. 
Where  these  are  new  and  strange,  are  ominous. 
Ay,  I  have 'seen  these  signs  in  one*  of  heaveik 
When  others  w;ere  all  blind ;  and  were  1  given 
To  utter  secrets,  haply  I  might  say 
Some  pleasant  words ;  but  Love  will  have  ha  day. 
So  wait  awhile  expectsnt.    Pr'ythee  reoo. 
Even  in  the  petosing  of  thine  honey-moon* 
Visit  my  Cytherea:  thou  wilt  find 
Cupid  woll-naluredy  my  Adonis  kind ; 
And  prey  persuade  with  thee — Ah,  I  have  done. 
All  blisses  be  ujwn  thee,  my  sweet  aonl*' — 
Thus  the  foir  goddess :  while  Endymion     . 
Knelt  to  loceive  diose  accents  halcyon. 

Meantime  a  glorious  revelry  ibegan 
Before  the  Water>Monarch.    Nectar  ran 
In  courteous  fountaips  to  all  cups  ou^reach*d , 
And  plund^r'd  vines,  teeming  exhaustlees,  bleach'd 
f^ew  growtli  about  eaoh  shell  and  pendent  lyre; 
The  which,  in  entangfing  for  their  fire, 
Pull'd  down  fresh  foliage  and  coverture 
For  dainty*  toy.    Cupid,  empire-sure. 
Fluttered  and  laugh'drond  ofl-iimes  through  the  thro^ 
Made  a  delighted  way.    Then  dance,  and  song. 
And  garianding  grew  wild ;  and  pleasure  reign'd. 
In/harmlois  tendril  they  each  other  chain*d, 
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And  «Cboto  who  ihoald  be.  moihet^d'deepert  m 
Fnth  crush  of  leaves. 


vO  *tii  a  T«iy  sin  . 
For  onrso  weak  t6  venture  hia  poor  verse 
In  SQch  a  place  as  thk.    O  ^o  not  cunw, 
High  Muses !  let  him  huny  ta  the  endiqgk ' 

All  suddenly  were  ^l^L   A  m^  blending 
Of  duloet  instnnrientil  came  charmiogly ; 
And  then  a  faynm. 

"  King  of  the  stormy  seal 
Brother  of  Jove,  «nd  co4nheritor 
Of  elements  f  Eternally  before 
Thee  the  waves  awfiil  bow. '  Fast,  stubborn  rocK 
At  thy  ftar'd  trid^  shrinking,  doth  unlock 
Its  deep  fcmidntions,  hissing  into  ftam. 
All  moontain-riven  lost,  in  the  wide  home 
Of  thy  capacious  bosom  ever  flow. 
Thou  fiownest,  and  old  Eolu»>.tl)y  foe 
Skulljfs  to  his  cavern,  *mid  the  gruff*  complaint 
Of  all  his  rebel  tempests.   Dark  clouds  faint 
When,  fixMD  thy  diadenr,  a  silver  gleim 
Slants  over  blue  dominion.   Thy  bright  team 
Gulfi  in  the  ^ming  Ug^  and  scuds 'along 
To  bring  thee  nefirer  to  that  gi^en  s^ng 
Apollo  nngeth,  while  his  chariot  ' 
Waits  at  the  doon  of  Heaven.   Tfaoo  art  not 
For  sceno  Kke  this :  an  empire- stem' hast  thou ; 
And  it  hath  fuRow'd  that  laige  front:  yet  nbw,  ' 
As  newly  com^  of  heaven,  dost  thoa  sit 
To  blend  and  iiiterknit 
Subdued  nugesty  with  thii  glad  tine. 
0  shell-borae^King  sublime! 
We  lay  ourhearlk  before  thee  evermore-* 
We  sioff,  and  we  adqre! 

..       •    ' 

•*  'Breathe  sofUy,  flutes ; 
Be  tender  of  3rour  stnngb,  y^  soothing  lutes ; 
Vor  be  the  trampef  heard  1 .0  vain,  O  vain  I 
Vot  flowers  buddinig  in  an  A  pril  rain«     . 
Vor  breath  of  sleeping  dove,  'nor  river's  flow,^   ' 
S<K  nor  the  Eolian  twang' of  Love's  own  b6w, 
!^an  mingle  music  fit  fox  the  ^fl  ear 
yf  goddess  Cytherea! 

ifet  deign;  white  Queen  of  >Beauly,  thy  fair  eyes    • 
)ii  eur  soiil*s  sacrifice. 


«  Bright-wmg^d  Child ! 
Vho  has  another  care  when  thou  hast  smiled ! 
Tnibrtunates  on  .earth,  we  see  at  last 
kU  death  shadows,  and  glooms  that  overcast     ' 
hiT  spirits,  fanned  away  by  thy  light  pinions. 
I  sweetest  essence!  sweetest  of  all  mioioost 
\od  of  warm  pulses,  and  ifisheveU'd  hair, 
jid  pontifkg  bosoms  bare ! 
iear  unseen  light  in  darkness !  eclipser         ' 
>f  light  in  light!  delicious  poisoner! 
'hy  venom'd  goblet  will  we  quaff*  until  * 
^e  fill— wefiJl! 
jid  by  thy  Mother's  lips 


»» 


Open*d  again,  and  fiom  without,  in  shone  ' 
A  new  magnificence.   Oitobzy  throne 
Smooth-moving  came  Oceanus  the  old. 

To  tdDB  a  latest  gliippve  at  his  sheep-fold, 
Beflwe  he  went  into  his  quiet  cave 
To  ii)use  for  evei^Yfaen  a  lucid  wave, 
Scoop'd  Irotii  its  treqibling  sisters^of  mid^a. 
Afloat,  and  pilloviang  up  the  majesty 
Of  Doris,  and  the  Egean  seer,  her  spouse— 
Next,  on  a  dolphin,  clad  in  laurel  boughs, 
Thebkn  Amphlon  leaning  on  his.  lute  : 
His  fingeiB  went  across  it— All  i^re  mitte 

Togas^onAmphrititej  queen  of  pearls,  • 
And  Theiis>  pearly  toa-^ 

The^pahMsbvi^hirls 
Ammd  giddy  Endjranoh ;  seeing  he  - 
Was  there  far  strayed  fhmi  roortaliiy. 
He  could  nor  bear  it— shot  his  eyes  in  vain  ; 
Imagination  gave  a  diazier  pain. 
"  O  I  s|iail  die !'  sweet  Vencw,  be  my  stay ! 
Where  is  my  lovely  mistress  ?  Well-awfty ! 

I  diei»«-I  hear  her  voice— J  feel  my  wing *' 

At  Neptune's  feet  he  sank.    A  sudden  ring 
Of  Nereids  Were  about  him,.io  kiad  aftife 
To  usher  back  his  spirit  inio  lifo  : 
But  stiU  he  slept.   At  last  they  interwove 
Their  cradliqg  arms,  and  purposed  tQ.  convey 
Towards  a^ciysial  bower  fat  auny. 

I/>  I  while  slow  carried;  through  the  pitying  cnwd 
To  his  itaward  senses'  these  words  spake  aloud ; 
Written. in  etariight  On^the  dark  above: 
**  Dearest  £ndymion !  my  entire  love<! 
How  have  I  dwelt  in  fear  of  fate :  'tis  done- 
Immortal  bliss  for  me  too  hast  thoUv^raoA. 
Arise  then)  for  the  hen-dove  shall  not  hatch 
Her  read^  eggs,  before  I  '11  kiasin^snatch 
Thee  into  endless  heaven.   Awake !  awake ! " 
J  The  youth  at  once  arole :  a  placid  lake 
Came  quiet  to  his  eyes ;  and  forest  green. 
Cooler  than  all  the  wonder  he  had  seen, 
Lull'd  with  its  simple  song  his  fluttering  breast 
How  hajtpy  once  again  in  grassy  jiest !    . 


Was  heaid  no  more 
at  damor,  when  the  golden  palace^oor 
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MiTBE  of  my  native  land  I  lofUeet  Muse ! 
O  firstborn  on  the  mountains !  by  the  hues 
Of  heaven  on  the  spiritual  air  begot  t 
I/>ng  didst- thou  sit  alone  in  nortl^m  grot, 
While  yet  our'  England  was  a  woMsh  den ; 
Before  our  itMiests  heard  the  talk  of  men ; 
Before  the  first  of  Druidhvras  a  child  ^-. 
t*>ng  dMst  thou  sit  amid  our  regions  wild, 
Rapt  in  a  deep  prophetic  solitude. 
There  came  an  eastern  Voice  of  solemn  mood  :— 
Yet  wast  thou  padent.    Then  song  forth  the  Nine 
Apollo's  garland  >— yet  didst  thou  divine 
Such  bomebbred  glory,  that  they  cried  in  vaid, 
**  Come  hither,  Sister  of  the  Island! "  Plain 
Spake  fiur  Ausonia ;  and  once  more  she  spako 
A  higher  summons :— still  didst  thou  betake 
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Thee  to  thy  native  liopes.   O  thou  hast  won 
A  full  accomplishment !   '[Yie  thing  is  doqe. 
Which  uniione,  these  oar  latter  days  had  lisen 
On  barren  soals.  Great  Muse,  thou  know'at  what  prifeoo, 
Of  flesh  and  bone,  curbs,  and  confines,  and^frets 
Our  spirit's  wings :  despondency  besets        , 
Our  pillows;  and  the  fresh  io>morn)w  inora 
Seems  to  ^ve  forth  its  light  in  very  scorn 
Of  our  dull,  uninspired,  snaiUjiaced  livesi 
Long  have  I  said.  How  hap|^  he  who  shrives  ■ 
To  thee !  But  dien  I  taught  on  poets  gone, 
And  could  not  piay  i — nor  can  I  now — so  on 
I  move  to  the  end  in  lowliness  of  heart.    ■■  ■ 

^  Alu  woe  a  me !  that  I  should  &ndly  part 
From  my  dear  native  land!  Ah,  foolish  maid  ! 
Glad  was  theJibur,  when,  with  thee,  myriads  hade 
AcUeu  to  Ganges  and  their  pleasant  fieUs! 
To  one<so  friendless  the  clear  freshet,yielda 
A  bitter  coolneta;  the  ripe  gimpe  is  sour  .* 
Yet  I  would  have,  great  gods !  but  one  short  hour 
Of  native  aip-->-let.iae  but  ^in  at  home." 

« 
Endymien  toheaven's  aiqridmne 
Was  ofiering  ^p  a  hecatomb  of  vows, 
When  these  words  reach'd  him.  Whereupon  he  bows 
His  head  thnugh  tharay-green  entanglement 
Of  underwood,  and  to  the  aoaiid  is>  bant, 
Aniious  as  hind  towaads  her  hidden. &wji. 

**  Is  no  one  .near  to  help  me  r '  No  ftir  dawn 
Of  life  from  charitdible  voice  f  fie  sweet  sayiqg 
To  set  my  dull  and  Badden*d  spirit  playing? 
No  hand  to  toy  with  mine  f  No  lips  so  sweet 
That  1  may  .worship  them  ?  No  eyelids  meet 
To  twinkle  on  my  bosom  ?  No  one  dies  ' 
Before  me,  till  from  thesovenshiving  eyes 
Redemption  aparUes !— J  am  sad  and  lost.*' 

Thou,  Carian  lord,  hadst.  better  have  been  tost 
Into  a  whirlpeol.    Vanish  into  air. 
Warm  mountaineer!  for  canst' thou  only  hear 
A  woman's  sigh  alone  and  in  distress  ? 
See  not  her.chartns!  Is  Phcebe  paauonless?. 
Phoebe  is  foirer^r — O  gaze  no  more  i-*- 
Yet  if  thou  wilt  behold  all  beauty's  stare, 
Behold  her  panting  in  the  forest  grass  I 
Do  not  those  curls  of  glossy  jet  surpass 
For  tenderness  the  arm*  so  idly  lain 
Amongst  them  ?  Feele^t  not  a  kindred  pain. 
To  see  such  lovely  eyes  in  swiquning  search 
After  some  warm  delight,  that  seems  to  peroh 
Dpve4ike  in  the  dim  cell  lying  beyond 
Their  upper  lids  ?— Hist !  *  • 

"  O  for  Hermes'  .w^nd. 
To  touch  this  flower  mto  human  shape  I 
That  woodland  I^acinthus  could  escape 
F^i^n  his  green  prison,  and  here  kneeling  «iown 
Call  me  lus  queen,  his  second  life's  fidr  eiDwn !     * 
Ah  me,  how  1  could  love ! — My  soul  doth  melt 
For  the  unhappy  youth — Love !  I  have  folt 
^  faint  a  kindness,  such  a  meek  surrender 
To  what  my  o\tn  full  thoughts  had  made  too  tender,' 
That  but  for  tears  my  life  had  fled  away  !— 
Te  deaf  and  senseless  minutes  of  the  day, 


And  ^u»  old  forest,  hold  ya  this  for  Inie, 
There  is  no  lightning,  no  authentic  dew 
But  in  tiie  ^e  ff£  love  :  there's  not  a  soood, 
Melodfotis  howsoever,  can  confound 
The  heavens  and  earth  hi  one  to  such  a  death 
As  doth  the  voice' of  love :  there's  note  bieatb 
Will  mingle 'kjBiily  With  the  meadow  ti^ 
Till  it  has  panted''round,yand'sttrien  a  timn 
Of  pasrion  fro^  the  heart! "— 

'  >  Upoaaboqgh 
H9  leant,  wretched.   He  surely  canqot  bow 
Thicst  for  another  love :  O  impicMis, 
That  he  can  even  dream  upon  it  thus! — 
Thought  he,  "Why  am  I  not  as  are  the  dead. 
Since  to  a  woe  like  this  I  have  been  led 
Through  the  dark  earth,  and  through  the  woodiouasM 
Goddess!  I  love  thee  no|  the, less:  finm  fbee 
By  Juno's  emile  I  turn  not — 00,  no,  no- 
While  the  great  waters  are  at  ebb  an4  flow. — 
I  have  a  triple  soul !   O  fond  pretence — 
For  boifaf  for  both  iny  love  is  so  immense, 
I  feel  my  heart  is  cut  in  twain  for  them.^ 

And  so  he.graan'd,  as  one  by  beauty  dain.    . 
The  lady's  heart'  beat  quick,  and  he  )3oiiid  aee 
Her  gentle  bosom  Jieave  tiimultuously. 
He  sprang  fnan  his^g^reeri  covert :  thwe  she  lay. 
Sweet  as  a  musk-rose  upon  new-made  hay ; 
With  all  her  limbs  on  tremUle,  and  her  eyes 
Shut  aoAly  up  aUv&   To  speak  he  tries : 
**  Fair  damsel,  pity  me !  foij^ve^me  that  I 
Thus  violate  ihy  bower's^sanctity ! 

0  pardon  me,  for  I  am  ftUi  «f  grieO— 
Grief  bom  of  thee,  young  ai^Bl !  ftirest  thief! 
Who  stolen  hast  awayjthe  wings  whentwith 

1  was  to  top  thoi  heavens.-  Dear  Daid,  siih 
Thou  art  niy  executioner,  and  I  feel 
Loving  and  hatred,  misery  and  weil. 
Will  in  a  few  ihort  houjs  be  nothing  to  inek 
And  all  my  story  that  much  passion  slew  me: 
Do  smile  upon  ^e  evening  of  my  days : 
And,  for  my  tortured  bsain  begins  to  crate,. 
Be  thou  my  nurse;  and  let  Jne  nndeiitand 
How  dying  I  shall  kiss  tliy  lily  hand.-^ 
Dost  weep  for  me  f   Then  should  I  be  content. 
Scowl' on,  ye  flilta!  until  the  firaiatiient 
Ou^blackens  Erebus,  and  the  full-cavem'd  eaxih 
Cramhlesinto  itself   By  the  cloud  girth 
Of  Jove,  those  tears  have  given  me  ^  thirst 
To  meet  oblivion."-^ As  her  heart  would  bnnt 
The  jnaiden  sobb'd  mrhile,  and  then  MpUad : 
'*  Why  must -such  dteolation  betide 
Am  that  thou  speakest  oH  ^ire  not  these  ^reen  noekr 
Empty  of  all  misfortime  f  Do  the  brooks 
Utter  a  gorgon  voice  f  Does  yonder  thrush, 
'Sohooling  its  hali^fledged  little  ones  to  brush 
About  the  dewy  forest,  whisper  tales  f — 
Speak  not  of  grief)  young  stranger,  or  cold  snaik 
Will  slime  the  rose  to-night   Though  if  thou  wilU 
Methinks  't  would  be  a  guili — a  very  guilt — 
Not  to  companion  thee,  and  sigh  away 
The  light — the  du^ — the  dark — till  break  of  dty.' 
**  Dear  lady/'«aid  Endyipion,  **  lis  pa«t 
I  love  thee !  and  jny  da3rs  can  never  laA. 
That  I  may  pass  in  patience,  still  speak : 
Let  ma  have  nnaic  dying,  uid  I  seek 
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N«  mora  delight-^I  bid  «diea  to  alL 

Didst  thoa  not  after  other  climatet  call. 

And  mnnniir  aboat  Indian  atreanttt'*T-TheQ  atM, 

Sitting  beneath  the  imdmoat  fi>reel  tt^e. 

For  pity  lang  Jdiis  leopdeU] 


"O  Sorrow!  ' 

Why  dost  borrow 
The  tfafun^/hae  of  health  fimn 

TV>  give  maiden  blmhee 

To  the  #hite  ivae  bushai  ? 
(^  is  It  fliy  dewy  hand  the  daily  tips  t 


lipil— 


<*  O  Sorrow ! ' . 

Why  dotf t  borrew .  ^ 
Tike  luatioui  peaaiop.  from  a  falcon-eyvf— 

To  j^ve  the  jglow-worm  light  f^ 

Or,  oh  a.  modnlen  night. 
To  tinge^  on  lyjren  shores,  the  salt  ieai«pry  t 


,  *  0  Sorrow ! 

Why  dost  borrow 
The  meUow  ditties  £rom  a  im^iiiDg  tongue  ^— 

To  give  ait  eyening  pale 

Vntp  the  nightingale,    . 
That  thou  mayst  listen  the  ookl  defvn  among  t 

•  "  ,  " 

•    '"O  Sorrow  F 
Why  dost  borrow 
Heart's  lightness  from  the  merrhnent  of  Mayf— 
A -lover  would  not  tread 
A  cowslip  on  the  head,         .  •' 

TlkKi^  he  should  danoe  from^ve-till  |»eep  of  day— 
.  "Nor  any\drooping  flower  < 
Held  sacred  foV  thy  bower. 
Wherever  he  may  sport  himself  and  play. 

"To  Sorrow 

I  bade  good  titonow, 
Aihl  thought  to  leave  her  far  away  bdiind ) 

But  cheerly,  <^erly, 

She  loves  me  dearly ; 
She  is  so  constant  tQ  me,  and  so  kind : 

I  wooM  deceive  her. 

And  so  leave  her, 
But  ah !  she  is  so  constant  and  so  kind. 

"  Beneath  my  pabh-treee,  by  the  river'side, 
I  sat  arweepiiig :  in  the  whole  world  wide 
There  was  no  one-io  ask  me  why  I  wept,— 

And  so  I  kept 
Brinmrng  the  -water-lily  cups  with,  tears    . 

Cold  as  my  fears. 

*•  Beneath  my  .palm-hves,  by  the  riverside, 
I  sat  a-weepinj^ :  what  enamor'd  bride. 
Cheated  by  shadowy  wooer  from  the  clouds,' 

Bat  hides  and  shrouds 
Beneath  dark  palm-trees  by  a  riverside  ? 

'And  as  I  sat,  over  thOvUght-bloe  hills 
There  oame  a  noiee«f  reveHprs:  the  nlli 
Into  the  wide  streak  came  of  purple.htie-*- 

'T  was  BacehoB  and  has  craw ! 
Hie  eamest  trumpet  spoke,*  and  silver  thriUi 
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From' kissing  cymbals  made  a  m^nry  dii^^ 

*!*  was  Bacchua  and  Bis  kin ! 
like  to  a  moving  vintage  down  they  came, 
Crown'd  with  green  leaves,  and  faces  all  on  flame ; 
All  fnadly  dancing  throi^  the  pleasant  vaU^, 

To  scare  thee,  MeUncfaoly ! 
O  then,  p  then,  thou  wast  a  sim,ple  name  I 
And  I  forgot  the^,  as  the  beiried  holly 
By  shepherds  is  forgotten,  when  in  June, 
Tall  chestnuts''keep  u^y  the  sui^  and  moon  >— 

1  nish'd  into  the  foOy! 

"  Within  his  car,  alofl,  young  Bacchua  stood. 
Trifling  hia  ivy-dart,  in  dancing  mood, . 

With  sidelong  laughing ; 
And  litfle  rills  of  crimson  wine  imbrued  - 
His  plump  whife  arms,  and  shoolden,  eiAiugh  wfahe 

For  Venus'  pearly  bite^ 
And  near  him  rede  Silenus.  oh  his  ass,  . 
Pelted  with  flowers  as  he  on  did  pase 

.Tipsily  quaffing. 


**  Whence  came  ye,  menySemsels!  whence  oame  ye. 
So  many,  and  sck many,  and  such  glee? 
Why  have  ye  leA  your  bowers  deeolate. 

Your  lutes,  and  gentlet  fate  ? 
■■We  follow  Baochusl  Bacchus  on  the  wing, 

A  isopquering! 
Bacchus,  young  Bacchus !  good  or  ill  betide. 
We  dance  before  him  thorough  kingdoms  wide  :— 
Come  hither,  lady  &ir,  and  joined  be    , 

Tb  our  wild  minstrelsy!'   ' 

"  Whence  came  ye,  jolly  Satyrs !  whence  came  ye, 

So  many,  and  lo  many,  and  auch  glee  ? 

Why  have  ye  lefl  your  fbreit  haiints,  why  left 

'  Your  nuts  in  oak-tree  cleft  I — 
*■  For  winev  for  wjne  we  left  biir  kernel  tree : 
For  wine  we  left  our  heath,  and  yelldw  brooms^ 

'    /kji6  c6ld  mushrooms  ^ 
For  wine  we  follow  Bacchus  through  the  eorflL; 
Great  god  of  breathless  cu^  and  chirping  mirth!-* 
Come  hither,  lady  fair,  and  jotried^be 
To  our  mad  mmsirelsy ! '  '     ' 

"  Over  wide  streams  and  idotmtains  great  wt^  wenu 
And,  aave  when  Bacchiis  kept^hia  ivy  tent. 
Onward  the  tiger  and'  the  leopard  panla,  • 

With  Asian  elephants : 
Onwafd  these  myriad»-7-wiih  son^  and  dance, 
With  sebrafe  striped,  and  sleek  Arabians'  prance, 
Web-fboted  alligators,  crocodiles. 
Bearing  upon.their  scaly  backs,  in  files,    ^' 
Plump  infant  laughters  mimicking  (he  coil 
Of  seamen,  and  stout  galley-rowen'  toil :        \ 
With  toying  oars  and  silken  sails  they  glide 

Nor  care  for  wixid  and  tide* 


**  Mounted  on  panthers'  furs  and  liott' 
From  rear  to  van  they  scour  about  the  plaina, 
A  three  days'  journey  in  a  moment  done ;   . 
And  always,  at  the  rising  of  the  sun, 
About  the  -<rilds  they  huntjwith  spear,  and  hom 
On  spleenful  unioora. 


M 


I  mw  Omsika  Egypt  kneel  adown  •  ^ 

Before  the  vine^wreath  crown. 
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I  WW  parch*d  Abysnnia  roose  and  ■ing 

To  the  silver  cymbals'  ring ! 
I  nw  the  whelming  vintage  hotly  pierce , 

Old  Tartary  the  fierce ! 
The  king!  of  Ind  their  jewel-ecepfres  vail. 
And  ftom  their  treasiireB  scatter  pearled  hail ; 
Great  Brahma  from  his  mystic  heaven  groans, 

And  all  his  priesthood  moans, 
Before  young  Bacchbs*  eye<wink  turning  pale. 
Ii\to  the^  regions  came  I,  following  him. 
Sick-hearted,  weary-^^o  I  took  a  whim  - 
1\>  stray  away  into  these  forests  dresir,     . 

Alone,  without  a  peer : 
And  I  have  told  thee  all  thou  jaayest  h^.    - 

M^oungstnuiger! 
M've  been  a  ranger 
In  search  of  pleasure  throu^ot  every  clime ; 
Alas!  'tis  not  for  me : 
BeWiteh'd  I  sure  mtMt  be, 
^  To  lose  in  grieving  all  my  maiden  prime. 

'»•  Come  then.  Sorrow, 

Sweetest  Sorrowl 
like  an  own  babe  I  nurse  thee  on  my  breast : 

I  thought  to  leave  thee, 

And  deceive  thee. 
But  DOW  of  aU  the  wodd  I  love  thee  best    , 

''There  is  not xme. 

No*,  no,  not  one 
But  thee  to  comfort  a  poor  lonely  maid ; 

Thou  art  her  n)other. 

And  her  brather. 
Her  playmate,  and  her  wooer  in  the  shade." 

O  what  a  sight  she  gave  in  finishingi  /- 

And  look,  quite  dead  to  evei/  worldly  t£ing ! 
Endymion  oould  not  speak,  but  gazed  on  her : 
Aiid  listen'd  to  the  wind  that  now  did  stir 
About'  the  crisped  oaks  full  drearily. 
Yet  with  as  sweet  ^  softness  as  might  be 
Remember'd  ftom  its  velvet  suaomerdong.        ^  ' 
At  last  he  said :  "  Poor  lady,  bow  thus  long 
llave  I  been  able  to  endure  that  voice  7 
P'air  Melody!  kin(I  Syren!  I've  ho  choice^ 
I  must  be  &y  sad  servapt  evermore :  - 
I  cannot  choose  but  kneel  here  and  adore. 
Alas,  I  must  not  think — by  Phoebe,  no !      • 
Let  m^  not  ^ihk,  sofl  Angel !  shall  it  be  so  f 
Say,  beautiruilest,  shall  I  never  think  t 
O  thou  couldst  foster  me  beyond  the  brink 
Of  reoollection !  make  my  watchful  cave 
Cloee  up  its  bloodshot  eyes,  nor  see  despair  t 
Do  gendy  murder  half  tay  soul,  and  I 
Shall  foei  the  other  half  so  utterly !~ 
I'm  giddy  at  that  cheek  so  foir  and  smooth ; 
O  let  it  blush  so  ever :  let  it  soothe 
My  madness !  let  it  mantle  rosy-vi'arm 
With  the  tinge  of  love,  panting  in  safo  alann. 
This  cannot  be  thy  hand,  and  yet  it  is; 
And  this  ik  sure  thiiie  other  sofUing — this 
Thine  own  fair  bosom,  and  I  am  so  n^r! 
Wilt  foil  asleep  f  O  let  me  sip  that  teart 
And  whisper  one  sweet  word  that  I  may  know 
This  is  the  worid*-fwe€Jt  dewy  bk)saom!"-^WoB! 


Wox!  WOE  TO  THAT  BHntKtoH.l  Whiu  H  Blf 
Even  tiiese  words  went  echoii\g  dismally 
Through  the  wide  foreast — a  mosf  fearfol  tone. 
Like  one  repenting  in  his  latest  moan ; 
And  while  it  died  away  a  shade  pass'd  by. 
As  of  a  thimder-cloud.     When  arrows  fly 
Through  the  thick  branches,  poor  ling-doves  deeL 

forth 
Tlieir  timid  necks  and  tremble :  so  thase  both 
Leant  to  each  other  trembiiibg,'and  sat-so 
Waiting  for  soma  destruction-rwhen  lo ! 
Foot-foather'd  Mercury  appeared  sublhne 
Beyond  the  tall  tree-tops ;  and  in  less  time 
Than  shoots  the. slanted  hail-storm,  down  he  dropt 
Tbwards  the  ground ;  but  rested  not,  nor  stqpt 
One  monient  from  his  home:  only  the  sward 
He  with  his  wand  light  touched,  and.  heavenward 
'Swiflsr  than  sight  was  gone-r«veh  before 
The  teemiiig  earth  a  sudden  witness  bore 
Of  his  swift  magic.     Diving  swans  appear 
Above  the  crystal'  circli^gs  white  and  dear ; 
And  catch  the  cheated  eye  in  wild  surprise. 
How  tfaey^can  dive  in  sight  and  unseen  rise- 
So  from- (he  turf  Atsprang  two  steeds  jet4)ilack. 
Eaeh  with  large  dark-blue  Vings  upon  his  back. 
The  yoqth  of  Caria  placed  the  lovely  dame 
On  090,  and  folt  himself  in  spleen  to  tame 
The  other's  fierceness.    Through  the  air  they  flew. 
High  as  the  eagles.     Like  two  drops  of  dew 
Exhaled  to  Phq&bus*  hps,  away  they  are  gone. 
Far  from  the  earth  away — unseen,  alone. 
Among  cool  ctouds  and  winds,  bpt  that  the  frae. 
The  buoyant  life  qf  stmg  can  floating  be 
Above  their  heads,  ^nd  follow  tbemunlired. 
Muse  of  my  native  land  I  am  I  inspired  ? 
This  is  the  giddy  air,  and  1  must  spread 
Wide  pinions  to  keep  here  \  nor  do  1  dread 
Or  height,  or  depth,  or  width,  or  any  chance 
Precipitous  <  I  have  beneath  my  glance 
Those  towering  horses  and  their'  mournlul  freight. 
Could  I  thus  sail,  and  see,  and  thus  await 
Fearless  for  power  of  thought,  without  thine  aidt^ 
There  is  a  rieepy  dusk,  an  odorous  shade 
From  son\e  approaching  wonder,  and  behoM 
Those  winged  steeds,  with  snorting  nostrfls  bold 
finuflr  at  its  faint  extreme,  and  seem  to  tire, 
Dying  to  embers  £tom  their  native  fir^! 


There  curl'd  a  purple  mist  around  them ;  0090, 
It-seem'd  as  when  around  the  pale  new  jnoqa 
Sad  Zephyr  droops  die  cfouds  like  weeping  IriDow- 
T  was  Sleep  slow  journeying  with  head  on  piUoir 
For  the  fint  time,  since  he  came  nigh  decid-bom 
From  the  old  womb  of  night,  his  cave  forlorn 
Had  he  left  more  forlorn ;  for  the  first  time. 
He  folt  aloof  the  day  and  morning's  prime-^ 
Because  into  his  depth  Cimmerian 
Then  came  a  dream,  shoviing  how  a  young  mao. 
Ere  a  lean  bat  could  plump  its  winteiy  akin. 
Would  at  high  Jove's  empyreal  footstool  win 
An  immornlity,  and  how  espouse 
Jove's  daughter,  and  be  reckon'd  of  his  boose. 
Kow  wis  he  slumbering  towards  heaven*a  gefa^ 
That  he  might  at  the  threahoild  ene  hoyr  wait 

I  To  hear  the  marriage  melodies,  and  dien 
Sink  downward  to  his  dtvky  cave  again. 
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Hja  litter  of  mooth  MBuhioeDt  mkt; 
Divenety  tiof^  with  row  and  amethyst, 
pQxded  theae  evaa  that  lor  the  centre  lOQght; 
And  Marcely  lor  one  moment  ooald  be  caught 
Efia  aluggiah  form  repoaing  motionleai. 
Thoae  two  on  winged  tteeds^  with  all  the  stna 
Of  viaion  aearch'd.  Ibr  him,  aa  one  wouHkok 
Athwart  the  aailowa  of  a  river  nook 
To  catch  a  glance  at  iilver-throated  eela^^—    ' 
Or  from  old  Skiddaw'a  top»  when  ibg  oonceila 
Uia  ragged  forehead  in  a  mantle  pale. 
With  an  eye-gaeaB.towarda  eome-pleaaant  vale, 
DeMry  a  favorite  hamlet  faint  and.lar. 

Theae  raYen  faorMt^  though  they  ftiler*d  are 
Of  earth*8  splenetic  fire,  dally  dit)p 
Their  full-vein*d  ears,  noetrilB  blooid  wide»  and  Hop  ; 
Upon  the  spiritleeB  miat  have  they  outipread 
Their  ample  featheca,  are  in  slumber  dead,— 
And  on  thoae  funionB,  level  in  mid*air, 
Endymion  sleepeth  and  the  lady  fiur. 
Slowly  they  sail,  slowly  as  icy  isle 
Upon  a  calm  aea  drifting :  and  meanwhile 
The  mournful  wanderer  dreams.   Behold !  he  .walln 
On  heaven's  pavement ;  brotherly  he  talks 
To  divine  powers :  from  his  hand  fall  fiiin 
Judo's  proud  birds  are  pecking  pearly  grain : 
He  tries  the  nerve  of  Phoebus'  golden  >bow, 
And  asketh  where  the  golden  apples  grow ; 
Upon  his  arm  he  braces  Pallas'  i^hield, 
And  strives  in  vain  to  unsettle  and  wield 
A  Jovian  (hufiderboU :  arch  Hebe  brings 
A  full-brimm'd  goblet,  dances  lightly,  sings 
And  tantalizes  long ;  at  last  he  drinks,'  . 
And  lost  in  pleasure  at  her  feet  he  sinks. 
Teaching  with  dazzled  lips  her  starlight  hand. 
He  blows  a  bugle, — an  ethereal  band 
Are  visible  above :  the  Seasons  four, — 
Green-klrt]^  Spring,  flush  Summer,  golden  store 
In  Autumn's  sickle.  Winter  frosty  hoar, 
Join  dance  with  shadowy  Hours;  while  itfill  d^  blast, 
fn  awelli  immitijgatedt  still  doth  last 
To  sway  their  floatii^  morris.   **  Whose  is'  thiir? 
Whose  bugle  ?"  he  inquires:  they  smiler-^O  Dis! 
Why  is  this  mortal  here  ?   Dost  thou  not  know 
Its  mistresi'  lips?  JSot  thou.7~Tis  DianV:  lo! 
She  rises  crescented  ^ "  ke  lookl,  'tk  she, 
His  very  goddess :  good-bye  earth,  and  sea. 
And  air,  and  pains,. and  care,  and  sufierinft; 
Good-bye  to  all  but  love!   Then  doth  he  spring 
Towards  her,  and  awakes — and,  strange,  o'erhead. 
Of  those  same  fragrant  exhalations  bred, 
Beheld  awake  his  very  dream:  the  Gods 
Stood  smiling ;  merry  Hebe  laughs  and  nods ; 
And  PhoBbe  bends  towards  hinl  crescented.  , 

O  state  perplexing !  On  the  pinion  bed, 
Too  well  awake,  he  feels  the  panting  side 
Of  bis  delicious  lady.    He  who  died 
For  soaring  loo  audaciooa  in  the  soU; 
Where  that  same  treacherous  wax  began  to  rour 
Felt  not  more  tongue-tied  fhan  Endymion. 
Hia  heart  leapt  up  as  to  its  rightful  throne* 
To-  that  fiuT'shadowM  paiAion  pulsed  its  way— 
Ah,  what  pexj4euty!  Ah,  well-»day! 
So  fbtid,  so  beauteous  was  hia  bed-fbllow. 
He  conld  not  help  bat  kiai  her:  then'ha  grew 


Awhile  forgetful  of  oU  beauty  save 

Young  Phoebe's,  golden4iair*d ;  and  so  'gan  erave 

Foigiveneai  .*  yet  he  tum'd  once  more  to  look 

At  the  sweet  sleeper,-— all  ^  soul  was  shook,-— 

She  press'd  his  hand  .in  slumber;  ao  once'  mone 

He  OHild  not  help  but  kiss  her  and  Adore. 

At  this  the  Shadow  wept,  melting  away. 

The  Latmian  started  up:  **  Bright  goUdeas^  stay  I 

Search  my  most  hidden  breiAt ! .  By  truth's  own  tungue, 

I  have  no  dndal  he^rt :  why  is  it  wrung 

To  deaperation  ?  Is  there  naught  for  me. 

Upon  the  bourn  of  blisi,  but  misery  ?" 


These  words  awoke  the  stiaiiger  oi  dark  ttesseat 
Her  dawning  love-look  lapt  Bndymion  hlesies 
With  *havior  sdfl.   Sleep  yawn'd  fiom  undemeadv 
<*  Thou  swab  orGangea,  let  us  no  more  bretfhe 
This  murky  phantasm !  thou  contented  seem^t 
Pillow'd  in  lovely  idleness,  nor  dream'st 
What  horron  may  disoomlbrt  thee  and  me.  ' 
Ah,  shouMst  thou  die  from  my  heart-treaehexy  ^* 
Tet  did  she  merely  weep-^her  gentle  soul 
Hath  no  revenge  in  it ;  as  it  is  vAuAe 
In  tenderness,  would  I  were  whole  in  love ! 
Can  I  prize  thee,  fiur  maid,  all  price  above. 
Even  when  I  feel  as  true  as  innocence  ? 
I  do,  I  do^T-What  is  this  soul  (hen}  Whence 
Came  itf  It  does  not  seem  my  own,  and  I 
Have  no  sel^passion  or  identity. 
Some  fearful  end  must  be ;  wheier  where  is  it! 
By  Nemesis !  I  see  my  spirit  flit 
Alone  about  the'dark-^Forgive  me,  sweet! 
Shall  we  away  V*   He  roused  the  steeds ) '  they  beat 
Their  wings  chivalrous  into  the  clear  air, 
Leaving  old  l^eep  within  his  vapory  lair. 

The  good-night  blush  of  eve  was  waning  slow, 
And  Vesper,  risen  star,  began  to  tliroe 
In  the  dusk  hearens  silvery,  when  they 
Thus  sprang  dfrect  toi^rds  the  Gakzy. 
Nor  did. speed  hinder  converse  soft  and  itrang^— 
Eternal  oaths  and  vou's  they  interchange,  . 
In  such  wise,  in  such  temper,  so  aloof 
Up  in  the  winds,  beneath  a  starry  rooC  . 
So  witless  of  their  doom,  that  verily 
Tn  well-nigh  past  ipan's  search  Htmi  bearla  to  see , 
Whether  they  ^opt,  or  liugh'd,  or  grieved,  or  toy'd-*— 
Most  like  with  joy  gone  mad,  with  sonow  cloy'd. 


Fall  fiunng  dieir  swift  flight,  from  ebon  streak 
The  moon  put  fi>rih  a  little  diamond  peak. 
No  bigger  than  an  unobserved  sto^, 
Or  tiny  point  of  fairy  scimitat,; 
Bright  signid  that  she  only  stoQp'd  to  tie 
Her  silver  nndals,  ere  deliciously 
She  bow'd  into  the  heavens  her  timid  head. 
Slowly  she  rose,  as  though  she  would  have  fleil 
While  to  his  lady  meek  the  Carian  tum'd. 
To  mark  if  her  dark  eyes  had  yet  discem'd 
This  beauty  in  its  birth — Despair!  despair! 
He  aaw  her  body  fadiog  gaunt  and  spare 
In  the  cold  mooi|shine.  Straight  he  seized  herwnst; 
It  melted  finom  his  grasp;  her  hand^he  kissed, 
And,  hoffor!  kissV!  his  own— ha  was  alone. 
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Her  tteed  a  litUe  higher  aoai^d,  and  thea 
Dropt  hawkwiae  to,the,«arth> 

Tliere  Vm  a  d«i^ 
Beyond  the  teeming  oonfinei  of  the  ipace 
Made  for  the  toul  to  wander  in  ai^  ^race^ 
Its  own  exivteAGe,  ot  reiMtest  ghxHUi.  . 
Dark  ree»nfl'are  around  it,  where  the  toi^ 
Of  buried  grieis  the  tpirit'eeei,  but  ecavee 
One  hour  doth  linger  Weepiag*  for  (he  pieipe  • 
Of  new'born  woe  it  feela  more  inly  iroart  t 
And  in  these  regions  many  a.vtfnom'd  dart 
At  random  flies ;  they  an  the.  proper  home 
Of  every  iU :  the  man  ia  yet  Id  eome 
Who  hath  not  joumey'd  in  this  natite  helL 
But^w  hav^  ever  f^lt  how  calm  and  well 
Sleep  may  be  had  in  that  deep  d^  of  dL 
There  anguish  does  not  sting;  not  pleamuv  pall; 
Woe-hurricai«es  beat  ever  at  the  gate, 
¥et  all  is  siill  within  and  desolate. . 
Beset  with  pIaiDf\il  gusts,  within  ye  hear 
No  sound  90  loud  as.  when  on  corlain'd  bier 
The  death-watch  tick  is  stifled.    Entec  none 
Who  strive  therefor :  on  the  sudden  it  is  won. 
Just  when  the  sufierer  begins  to  bum. 
Then  it  is  free  to  him;  and  from  an  urn. 
Still  fed  by  melting  ice,  he  take*  a  draught-^ 
Young  Semele  such  richaeas  Jiever  quaft 
In  her  roaiemal  longing.    Happy  gkiom ! 
Dark  Paradise!  where  pale  becomes  the  bloom 
Of  health  by  due ;  where  silence  drearieat 
Js  most  articulate;  where  hopes  infest; 
Where  those  eyes  are  the  brightest  fhr  that  keep 
Their  lids  shut  longest  in  a  dreamleas  sleeps 
O  fanppy  spirit-home  I  O  wondrous  soul  \ 
Pregiuuit  with  such  a  dep  lo  save  the  whole 
In  tldne  own  depth.  ,  Hail,  gentle  Carian  !• 
For,  never  since  thy  griefii  and  woes  began. 
Hast  thou  folt  so  oontent>i  a  grievous  feud 
Hath  led  thee  to  this  Cave  of  Quietude. 
Aye,  his  lull'd  toul  was  there,*  although  upborne 
Widi  dangeipus  speed :  and  so  he  did  not  mourn 
Because  he  knew  not  whither  he  was  going. 
So  happy  was  he,  not  the  aerial  blowing  * 
Of  trumpets  at  clear  parley  from  the  eait 
Could  rouse  from  that  fine  relish,  that  high  fetet 
They  stung  the >fi»ather*d  horse;  with  fierce  alarm 
He  'flapp'd  lovi-ards  the  sound.    Alas !  no  charm 
Could  iifi  Endymion's  head,  or  he  hadview'd 
A  skyey  mask,  a  pinion 'd  piulittude, — 
And  silvery  was  lis  paning:  voices  sweet    , 
Warbling  the  while  as  if  to  lull  and  greet 
The  wanderer  in"  his  iiath.    Thus  warbled  they, 
While  past  the  vision,  went  in  bright  array. 

y 

**  WI10,  who  from  Dian's  feast  would  be  away  ? 
For  ail  tlie  golden  bowers  of  tlie  day 
Are  empty  leA  I  Who,  who  away  would  be 
From  Cynthia's  wedding  and  festivity  f 
Not  Hesperus :  lo .'  upon  his  silver  winga 
He  leans  away  for  highest  heaven  and  singa^ , 
japping  hii  Ipcid  fingers  merrily ! — 
Ah,  Zephyrus !  art  here,  and  Flore  too ! 
Ye  tender  bibbers  of  the  rain  and  dew,     . 
Young  playmates  of  the  roae  and  daflSbdil, 
^  careful,  ere  ye  enter  in,  to  fill 


Your  beskeli  high    • 
With  fiNmel  green, -and-  baka,  and  goUeo  pine^ 
Savory,  laCier>mint,  and  eolumbinea. 
Cool  paisley,  ban!  sweet,  and  anmiy  t^yme ;  • 
Yea,  every  flower  and  leaf  of  every  clipBe^  ^ 
All  gathefd  in  the  dewy  moniiiig :  hie 

Away!  fly,  ^! — 
Ciyalalline  brother  of  the  Mi  of  heaven, 
Aqoariua !  to  whom  king  Jtfve  haa  given 
Two  liquid  polae  streams  'stead  of  feathered  wings 
Two  fim-like  fountaina, — thine  illtimininga 

ForDianplayi  «^ 

IKsaelve  the  froaen  purity  of  fir; 
Let  thy  white  ahoulders  silvery  and  bare 
Show  cold  through  wateiy  pinkma;  make  nun  farifk 
Tlie  Star^ueen*8  ereatent  on  her  manivge  night: 

Haate,  haste  away!    ^ 
Castor  km  tamed  the  planet  Lion,  aeto! 
And  of  .the  Bear  haa  Pollux  maatery : 
A  third  is  in  the  race !  who  is  the  third. 
Speeding  away  swift  as  the  eagle  bird  f 

TEe  ramping  Centaar! 
The  lion's  mane's  on  end :  the  Bear  how  fierce! 
The  Centaur*s  arrow  readv  seems  10  pieroe 
Some  enemy:  far  forth  his  bow  is  bent 
Into  the  blue  of  heaven*  He'll  be  aiM^, 

.Pal^  unrelentor. 
When  he  shall  .hear  the  wedding  lutes  a-playing^^ 
Andromeda!  aweet  yvoman!  whydela]ring 
So  timidly  among  th^  stars  f  eome  hither! 
Jmn  this  bright  throng,  and  nimbly  follow  wfaitiief 

They  all  are  going. 
Dane's  Son,  bdbre  Jove  newly  bow'd. 
Has  wept  for  thee,  calling  to  Jove  aldud. 
'l*hee,  gentle,  lady,  did  he  disenthral : 
Yj9  shall  for  ever  live-aad  love,  for  all 

Thy  tears  a|e  flowing. — 
By  Daph'ne*s  flight,  behold  ApoUo!— ** 

* 

More 
Endymion  heafd  not :  down  his  steed  him  bore, 
Prone  to  the  green  head  of  a  misty  hilL 

His  fint  touch  of  the  earth  went  nigh  to  kill 
**  Alas!"  said  he,  **^were  I  but  always  borne 
Through  dangerous  winds,  had  but  my  fbotatepa  wen 
A  poih  in  hell,  for  ever  would  I  bless     >  • 
Horrors  which  nourish  an  uneasiness 
For  my  own  sulien  conquering ;  10  him 
AVbo  fives  .beyond  earth's  boundary,  grief  is  dim. 
Sorrow  is  but  a  shadow:  now  I  see. 
The  gross;  I  feel  the  solid  ground — Ah,  me! 
It  is  Ihy  voice — divinest !  Where  9 — wlio  ?  who 
Lefl  thee  ao  quiet  on  thia  bed  of  dew  7 
Behold  upon  this  happy  earth  ^e  are; 
Let  us  aye  love  each  other ;  let  us  fare 
On  forest-fruits,  and  never,  never  go 
AaM>ng  the  abodes  of  mortals  here  below. 
Or  be  by  phantoms  doped.   O  destiny! 
Into  a  labyrinth  now  my  soul  would  fly, 
Bpt  with  thy  beauty  will  I  deaden  it 
Where  didsl  thou  melt  toot  By  thee  will  I  sit 
For  ever :  let  onr  fate  atop  here — a  kid 
I  on  thia  spot  will  oSkr:  Pan  will  bid 
Us  live  in  peace»  in  love  and  peace  auoog 
His  forest  wildernesses.   I  have  cluQg 
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To  nothing,  loted  •  nolfaiiig,  nothmg 

Or  felt  but  a  great  dream !  Oh,  1  hare  been    ' 

IVeenraptooue  againat  love,  againat  the  ekjr. 

Against  all  eleirenti,  against  the  tie 

or  DMWtala  each  to  each,  aganm  the-blooms 

Of  flovTeis,  rush  of  riven,  and  the  tombs 

Of  heroes  gone  !*  A^nst  his  proper  glory       ^ 

Has  my  own  soul  conspired :  so  my  stbry 

Will  I  to  children  utter,  and  repent 

Thefe  Jiever  lived  a  mortal  man,  who  bent 

His  appetite  beyond  his  natural  sphere, ' 

But  starved  and  died.    My  sweetest  Ihdian,  here, 

HeM  will  I  kneel,  for  thou  redeemed  hast 

My  life  ftom  too  thin  breathing :  gon^  and  past 

Are  cloudy  phantasms.    Caverns  lone,  fiirewell! 

And  air  of  visidos,  and  the  monstrt>as  swell 

Of  visionaiy  sew !  No,  never  more^ 

Shall  airy  voices  chea|  me  to  the  shbre 

Of  tangled  wonder,  breathlen  and  aghast 

Adieu,  my  daintiest  Dream !  although  so  vast 

My  love  is  sdll  for  thee.    Tlie  hour  may  come 

When  we  shall  meet  in  pure  elysiiun. 

On  es^  I  may  not  love  thee «  and  thereibre 

Doves  will  I  ofier  up,  and  sweetest  store. 

All  through  the  timing  year:  so  thou  wilt  ihine,  ' 

On  me,  and  on.  this  daduel  &ir  of  mine. 

And  bless  out  simple  lives.    My  Indian  bhss ! 

My  river-lil^  bud  f  one  human  ki^s ! 

One  sigh  of  real  breath— one  gentle  squeaze. 

Warm  as  a  dove's  n^t  among  summer  trees. 

And  warm  with  dews  that  oooe  from  living  blood ! 

Whither  didst  melt  ?  <  Ah,  what  of  that  ?— all  good 

We  *11  talk,  about — no  more  of  dreaming. — Now, 

Where  shall  our  dwelling  be?  Under  the  brow 

Of  some  steep  mossy  hilt  wherd  ivy  dun    > 

Would  hide  u$  up,  sJthough  spring  leaves  were  none 

And  where  df^rk  ye\v-trees,  as  we  rustle  through. 

Will  drop  their  scarlet-berry  cups  of  dew  t 

0  dibu  wouldst  joy  to  live  in  sucU  a  place !  ' 
Dusk  ibr  our  loves,  yet  light  enough  to  grace 
Those  gentle  limbs  on  mps^  bed  reclined : 
For  by  one  step  the  blue  sky  shouldst  thou  find, 
And  by- another,  in  deep  dell  b^low. 

See,  through  the  trees,,a  little  river  go 

All  in  its  mid-day  gold  and  gliijnmering. 

Honey  from  out  the  gnarled  hive  I'll  brinff. 

And  apples,  wan  wiih  sweetness,  gather  UieerT' 

Cregbea  that  grow  wh^re  no  man  may  them  see. 

And  sorrel  untom  by  the  dew-ciaw'd  stag : 

Pipes  will  ]  fiishioD  of  the  syrinx  flag,  ^ 

That  thou  mayst  always  know  wlulher  I  roam. 

When  it  shall  please  thee  in  our  quiet  home 

To  listen  and  think  of  love.'    Siill  let  me  speak ; 

Still  let  me  d^ve  into  the  joy  I  seek, — 

For  yet  the  past  doth  prison  me.     'The  rill,        ' 

Thou  haply  mayst  delight  in,  will  I  fill 

With  fairy  fishes  from  the  mountain  tarn,' 

And  then  shall  feed  them  from  the  squirrel's  ham. 

Its  bottom  will  I  strew  with  amber  shells. 

And  pebbles  blue  from  deep  enchanted  wells. 

Its  sides  111  plant  with  dew-sweet  eglandne. 

And  honeysuckles  full  of  clear  bee-wine.    ' 

1  will  entice  this  crystal  rill  to  trace     , 
Love's  silver  name  upon  the  meadow's  face.  ^ 
I  *11  kneel  to  Vesta,  for  a  flame  of  Are ; 

And  to  god  Phoebus,  JR>r  a  goldisn  lyre , 
To  Empress  Dito,  for  a  hunting-spear; 
To  Vesper,  for  a  taper  silverclear, 
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That  I  may  see  thy  beauty  through  the  night ; 
To  Fhxa,  and  a  mghtingale  shall  light 
Tsnje  01^  thy  finger ;  lo  the  River^;ods, 
And  they  shall  bring  thee  tap6r  flshing<4ods 
Of  gold,  and  lines  of  Naiad's  kmg  bright  trees. 
Heaven  shield  thee  tof  thine  utter  loveliness ! 
Thy  mossy  j^joMool  shu^l  the  altar  be     ,  , 
Tore  which  I'tt  bandt  bending,  dear  knre,  to  thpa. 
•  ThoM  Upa  ahidl  be  my  Delphos,  and  shall  speak  , 
LawB  ID  my  footsteps,  color  to  my  cheek, 
IVembbng  or  stedftstneeb  lo  dus  same  voiea. 
And  of  three  sweetest  p^eaaorings  the  choice : . 
And  that  afl^ionale  light,  those  diamond  ihingi,' 
Hiose  QjFea,  those   piMsiona,  those  "hujwema  peoi 

springs 
Shall  be  n^  grief)  or  twinkle  no  to  pleaaare. 
Say,  is  not^ bliss  within  our  pei^ot  seiiuffef  -  •  .  •  . 
O  that  I  could  not  doubtf " 


The  moantaineer 
Thus  strove  by  fhndef  vain  and  crude  to  clear 
His  brier'd  path  to  some  tranquillity* 
It  gave  bright  .gladness  to  his  lad3f's  eye, 
Ai^  yei  the  tears. she  wept  were  tears  of  soriofVf 
Answering  thus,  just  as  the  golden  morrow 
Beam'd  upward  from  the  valleys  of  the 


**  O  that  the  flutter, of  this  heart  had  ceas^. 

Or  the  sweet  name  of  love  had  pass^  away! 

Young  feather'd  tyrant !  by  a  swiA  decay. 

Wilt  thou  devote  this  body  to  the  earth: 

And  I  do  think  that  at  my' very  birth 

I  lisp'd  thy^  blooming  titles  vtwardly^ 

For  at  the  fust,  fint  dawn  and,  thought  of  ftim, 

With  uplift  hands  I  blest  the  stars  of  heaven. 

Art  thou  not  cruel  ?  Ever  haye  I  8trivec4 

To  think  thee  kind,  but  ah,  it  will  not  do ! 

When  yet  a  child,  I  heard  that  kisses  drew 

Favor  frnn  thee,  and  so  I  kisses  gave 

To  the  voi4  air,  bidding  theih  find  out  tove : 

But  when  I  came  to  feel  how  fiir  above 

.All  ^cy,  pride,  and  fickle  maidenhood.  ' 

All  earthly  pleasdre,  nil  imagined  good^ 

Was  the  warm  tremble  of  a  devout  kiss,  - 

Even  then,  that  moment,  at  the  tl^ought  of  thil^ 

Fainting  I  fell  into  a  bed  of  flowerS)  ^ 

And  languish 'd  there  three  days.  Ye  milder  powem 

Am  I  not  cruelly  wrong'd  7  Believe,  believe 

Me,  dear.  Endynhon,  were  I  tu  weave 

With  my  own  fancies  garlands  of  sweet  life. 

Thou  shouldst  bo  one  of  all.     A  h,.  bitter  strife ! 

I  may  not  be  thy  love :  1  am  fiirlnddeik^ 

Indeed  I  amr-thwarted,  affrighted,  chiclden 

By  things  I  trembled  at,  and  gurgon  wroUi.  - 

Twice  hast  thou  ask'd  whither  I  went:  henoeHpih 

Ask  me  no  more .'  I  may  not  utier  it^ 

Nor  may  I  be  thy  love.     We  might  cqmmit 

Ourselves  at  once  to  vengeance  {  we  might  d>* , 

We  might  embraco  and  die :  volaptuous  though' 

Enlaige  not  to  my  hunger,  or  I W  eaught 

In  trammels  of  perverse  delicionsnep 

No.  no,  that  shall  not  be:  thee  will  I  UesBb 

And  bid  t  long  adieu>" 


TheCarian 
No  word  retom'd .  both  lovebm.  silent,  wan, 
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Into  the  yalleys  green  together  wonf. 
Far  wandering  they  were  pefffi>rce  content 
To  rft  i>eneaih  a  fair,  lone  beechei^  ti;ee ; 
Nor  at  each  ott^er  gazed,  but  heavily 
Pored  on  its  hazel  cirque  of  shedded  leayoi. 

^ndymion !  unhappy !  it  nigh  grieves 
Me  to  behold  thee  thus  in  last  extreme : 
Enakied  ere  this,*  but  truly  that  T  deem  - 
Truth  the  beat  rauaic  in  a  fifst^m  Mng; 
Thy  luie-voiced  bVether  will  I  niig  ere  kmg, 
And  thou  shalt  aid — hast  thou  not  aided  lAe  7 
Yea,  moonlight  Emperor !  felicity 
•Has  been  thy  meed  for  many  thousand  3rean; 
Yet  often  have  I,  on  the  brink  of  tears, 
Moum'd'as  if  yet  thou  wertv  forester;-^ 
Forgetting  the  did  tale. 

9  t  • 

•  ■        '  I 

\ 

,  He  did  not  stir 
His  eyes  fitmi  the  dead  leaves,  or  one  small  pulse 
'€)f  joy  he  might  have  felL    The  spirit  culls 
Un&ded  amanuitht  when  wild  it  stiays  ' 
Through  tlie  old  garden-ground  of  boyish.  day*> 
A  little  onward  ran  the  very  stream 
fbf  which  he  took  his  iint  soft  poppy  dream  \ 
And  On  die  very  bark  Against  which  he  leant 
A,  crescent  lie  had  carved,  and  round  it  spent 
His  skill  in  little  stars.    The  teeming  tree 
Had  swoll'«  and  green*d  the  pious  charactery. 
But  not  ta*en  out.    Why,  there  was  not  a  slope 
Up  which  he  had  not  fisar*d  the  antelope ; 
And  not  a  tiee,  beneath  whose  rooty  shade 
He  had  not  with  his  tamed  leopards  play*d , 
Nof  could  an  airow  light,  or  javelin. 
Fly  in  the  air  where  his  had  never  been — 
And  yet  he  knew.it  not, 

O  treachery! 
Why  does  his  lady  smile,  pleasing  her  eye 
With  all  his  serrowing  7  He  seea  her  not 
But  who  so  stares  on  him 7  His  sister,  sura  2 
Peoha  of  the  woods!  Can  she  endure— 
Impossible— how  dearly  they  embrace  I 
His  lady  amiles ;  delight  is  in  her  fiice; . 
It  is  no  treachery. 

"  Dear  brother  mine ! ' 
Entlymion,  weep  not  so !  Why  sfaouldst  thou  pine 
When  all  great  Latmos  so  exalt  wilt  be  7 
Thank' the  great  gods,  and  look  not  bitterly; 
And  speak  not  one  pale  word,  and  sigh  no  more 
Sure  I  will  not  believe  thou  hast  such  store 
Of  grief)  to  last  thee  to  my  kiss  again.    '         -     ' 
Thou  surely  const  not  bear  a  mind  in  pain* 
Come  hand  in  hand  with  one  so  beeutiAil.  -« 

Be  happy  both  of  yon !  for  I  will  pull 
I'he;,  flowers  of  autumn  for  your  coronals, 
rail's  holy  priest  for  young  Endymion  calls ; 
And  when  he  is  r^ored,  thou,  fairest  dame, 
Shalt  be  our  queeft     Now,  is  it  not  a  shame 
To  see  yo  thus^-^not  very,  very  sad  7     - 
Perhaps  ye  are  loo  happy  to  be  glad  : 
O  feet  as  if  it  were  a  common  day ; 
Free-voiced  as  one  who  never  was  away. 


No  tongue  shall  ask«  whence  come  ye  7  but  ye  sfaali 
Be  gods  of  your  oWin  rest  imperial. 
Not  even  I,  for  one  whole  month,,win  piy 
Into  the  hours  that  have  passM  ul  by. 
Since  in  my  arbor  I  did  sing  to  thee. 
O  Hermes!  on  this  very  night  will  be 
A  hymning  up  to  Cynthia,  queen  of  light; 
For  the  soothsayers  old  saw  yesternight 
Good  visions  in  the  air< — whence  will  befall. 
As  say  these  sages,  health  perpetgal 
To  shepherds  and  their  flocks ;  and  furthchnore. 
In  Dian's  f^ce  they  read  the  gentle  lore : 
Therefore  for  her  these  vesper-carols  are. 
Our  friends  wilji  all  bo  diere  from,  nigh  and  ftr. 
Many  upon  thy  death  have  ditties  made  \ 
And  many,  even  now,  their  foreheads  riiade 
With  cypress,  on  a  day  of  socriflceL 
New  singing  fbf  our  maids  shalt  thou  dffvise. 
And  pluck  the  sorrow  fh>m  our  hontsmeii'ii  brom. 
Tell  me,  my  lady-queen,  how  Co  espouse 
This  wayward  brother  to  his  rightful  joys ! 
His  eyes  are  on  thee,  bent,  as  thou  difdst  poise 
His  fkte  most  goddess-like.    Help  me,  I  pray. 
To  lurcF— Endymion,  dear  toother,  say 
.What  ails  tbee  7*'  He  could  bear  no  more,  and  so 
Bent  his  soul  fliercely  like  a  spiritual  bow. 
And  twang'd  it  inwurdly,  an^  calmly  said : 
"  I  would  have  ,thee  my  only  friend,  swe^t  m^id! 
My  only  visitor !  not  ignorant  though, . 
That  those  deceptions  which  for  pleasure  go 
*Mong  men,  are  pleasures  real  as  real  may  he : 
But  there  are  higher  ones  I  may  no(  ^ee, 
If  impiously  an  earthly  realm  I  take. 
Since  I  sfiw  thee,  I  have  been  iiride  awake 
Night  after  night,  and  day  t»y  day,  until 
Of  the  empyrean  I  have  drunk  my  fill. 
Let  it  content  thee,  Sister,  seeing  me 
More  happy  tha»  betides  mortality. 
A  hermit  young.  I  '11  live  in  inoasy  cave. 
Where- thou  alon^  shalt  come  to  me,  and  lave 
Thy  spirit  in  the  wonders  I  shall  teU. 
Through  me  the  shepherd  realm  shall  prosper  wdl 
For  to  fhy  tongue  will  I  ^U  health  confide. 
And,  fer  my  sake,  let  this  young  maid  abid« 
\^ith  thee  as  a  dear  sister.    Thou  alood, 
Peona,  mayst  return  to  me.    I  own 
This  may  sound  strangely :  but  when,  dearest  giri 
Thou  seest  it  for  my  happin^n,  no  pearl 
Will  trespass  down  thoM  cheeks.    Companion  &ir 
Wilt  be  content  lo  dwell  with  her,  to  share 
This  sisters  love  with  me  7"  like  one  resign'd 
And  bent  by  circuntetances,  and  thereby  blind 
Tn  sel^commitment,  thus  that  meek  unknown : 
**  Ay,  but  a  buzzing  by  my  ears  has  flown, 
Of  jubilee  to  Diaii : — ^truth  I  heard ! 
Welt  then,  I  see  there  is  no  little  bird. 
Tender  soever,  but  is  Jove's  own  care. 
Long  have  I  sought  for  rest,  and,  unaware. 
Behold  I  find  it!  so  exalted  too! 
Sq  after  my  own  heart !  I  knew,  I  knew 
There  was  a  pla.ce  untenanted  in  it ; 
In  that  same  void  white  Chastity  shall  ail; 
And  monitor  me  nightly  to  lone  slumber. 
With  sanest  lips  I  vow  me  to  the  number 
Of  Dian's  sisterhood  f  and,  kind  lady. 
With  thy  good  helpb  this  very  night  shall 
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My  fatare  dayi  to  Iwr  fkne  oooieeme.*' 

Aa  feels  a  drMmefc*  what  dqth  most  crette 
His  own  particular  fright,  so  these  three  lelt; 
Or  like  one,  who,  in  aAer  ages,  knelt 
To  Lucifer  or  Baal»  when  he'd  pine 
After  a  little  sleep;  or  when  in  mine 
Far  underbuild,  a  sleeper  meeis  his  friends    " 
Who  know  him, not    Each  diligently  bend^ 
Tow*rds  ctnnmon  thoughia  and  things  for  very  fear ; 
Striving  thtiir  ghastly  malady  to  cheer. 
By  thihking  it  a  thing  of  yes  and  ho. 
That  hoosewives  Oilk  oC    But  the  spirft-bkvw 
Was  struck,  and  all  were  dreamers.    Aflhe  last 
Endymion  said :  "  Are  not  our  fiites  all  oast  f 
Why  stand  we  here  7  Adieu,  ye  tender  pair' 
Adieu !  '*  Whereaf  those  maidens,  widi  'wild  stare, 
Walk*d  disiily  away.    Fsined-  and  hot 
His  eyes  went  after  them,  until  they  got 
Rear  to  a  dypress  grove,  whose  deadly  maw, 
Id  oqe  swift  moment,  would  what  then  he  saw 
Ingulf  ibr  bver.     **  Stay !  *'  he  cried,  "  ah,  stay ! 
Turn,  damseb-!  hist !  one  word  I  have  to  say : 
Sw96^  Indian;  I  Would  see  thee'  once  again. 
It  is  a  thing  I  dote  on :  so  I*d  fiun, 
Peona,  ye  shofild  hand  in  hand  repair, ' 
Into  those  holy  g^roves  that  silent  are 
Belfind  great  Dian's  temple.    Ill  be  yon. 
At  vesper's  earliest  twinlde — they  are  gon^-^ 
But  once,  OQce,  otioe  again — "  At  this  he  press'd 
ICs  hands  agaiitot  hia  ffkde,  and  then  did  rest 
His  head  upon  a  mony  hillock  green. 
And  so  reibain'd  as  he  a  corpse  had  been 
All  the'  long  day ;  save  when  he  teantly  lifted 
His  eyes  abroad,  to  see  how  shadows  shifted 
With  the  slow  mover  of  time,— sluggish  and  weaiy 
Until  the  poplar  lops,  in  Jo^rney  dreary, 
Had  reach'd  the  liver^s  brim.    Then  up  he  rose. 
And,  slowly  as  that  very  river  flows, 
Walk'd  tow'rds  the  temple^grovewith  this  lament: 
**  Why  such  a  golden  eve  7   Hie  breese  is  sent 
Ckreful  and  soft,  that  not  a  leaf  may  fall 
Before  the  serene  &ther  of  them  all 
Bows  down  his  sQramer  head  below  the  west 
Now  am  I  of  breath,  si)eech,  and  speed  posSest, 
But  at  tha  setting  I  must  bid  adieu 
To  her  for  the  hist  time.    Night  will  streW 
On  the  damp  gnus  myriads  of  lingering  leaves, 
And  with  Ihem  shall  1  die;  norrauch  it  grieves 
To  die,  when  summer  dies  on  the  cold  sward. 
'Why,  1  have  been  a  butterfly,  a  lord 
Of  dowers,  garlands,  love-knots,  silly  pones, ' 
Groves,  meadows,  ^leloflies,  and  arbor-roses; 
My  kingdom's  at  its  death,  and  just  it  is 
That  I  should  die  with  it :  so  m  all  this 
We  miscall  grief,  bale,  sorrow,  heart-break,  woe» 
What  is  there  to  plaiit  off  By  'Titan's  foe 
I  am  but  rightly  served."    So  saying,  he 
Tripp'd  lightly  oni  in  sort  of  deathful  glee ; 


Langhing  at  the  clelir  stream  and  setthqg  ana, 
As  though  they  jests  had  been :  nor  had  Im  don* 
ifis  laagh.at  Nature's  holy  oountenanaer 
Until  that  grove  appear'd,  as  if  perchaDce> 
And  then  his  tongue  with  sober  seemlihed 
Gave  utterantM  as  he  enter'd  l  «•  Ha !"  t  said, 
^  King  of  the  butterflies ;  but  by  this  ^oom. 
And  by  old  RhadamaAthua'  fongue  of  doom. 
This  dusk  religion,  pomp  of  solitude. 
And'  the  Promethean  day  by' thief  endued. 
By  old  Satumns'  forelecl^,  by  his  head 
Shook  vrith  eternal  palsy,  I  did  wed  ^ '  I 

Myself  to  things  of  light  from  infoncy  | 
And  thus  to  be  cast  eut*  thus  lorn  to  die,  '^* 

Is  sure  enengfa  to  make  a  mental  man 
Grow  impieosL"    So  he  inwardly  began  .  ■* 

On  things  for  which  no  wording  can  be  found ; 
Deeper  and  deeper  sinking,  until  drown'd 
Beyond  the  reach  of  music :  for  the  choir 
Of  Cynthia  be  beard  not,  (hough  rough  brier     * 
Nor  mofliing'thicket  intorposed  to  dull 
The  veqwr  hyRih,'far  swollen,  soift  and  fiill. 
Through  the  dark  pillars  of  those  sylvan  aisles.' 
Hd  saw  not  the  two  inaidens,  nor  their  smiles. 
Wan  as  primroses  gather'd  at  midnight 
By  chilly-finger'd  spring.   **  Unhappy  wight! 
Endymion !"  said  Peona,  *'  we  are  here  f 
What  wouldst  thou  ere  we  all  are  laid  on  bier  7 '^ 
Then  he  embraced  her,  and  his  lady's  hand 
Press'd,  saying :  ^  Sster,  I  would  have  commandr 
If  it  were  heaven's  will,  on  ouV-sad  fate." 
At  which  that  dark-eyed  stranger  stood  elate. 
And  said,  in  a  new  voice,  but  sweet  as.love, 
To  Endymion's  amaae :  **  By  Cupid's  dove. 
And  so  thou  shalt !  and  by  the  lily  truth' 
X)f  my  own  breast  thou  shalt,  beloved  youth!"         { 
And  as  she  spake,  into  her  iace -there  cam 
light,  as  reflected  from  a  silver  flame : 
Her  long  black  hair^swell'd  ampler,  in  display 
Full  golden ;  in*  her  eyes  a  brighter  day 
Dawn'd  blue  and  full  of  lovd.   Ay,  he  beheld 
Phoebe,  his  passion !  joyous  she  uf^eld 
Her  lucid  bow,  continuing  thus :  **  Drear,  drear 
Has  our -delaying  been ;  but  foolish  foar 
Withheld  me  fint;  and  then  decrees  of  fote; 
And  then  'twas  flt  that  from  this  i^ortd  state 
Thou  shouldst,  my  love,  by  some  unlook'd-for  chang* 
Be  spiritualized. '  Peona,  we  shall  range 
lliese  forests,  and  td  thee  they  safe  shaH  be 
As  was  thy  cradle ;  hither  shalt  thou  flee 
Tb  meet  us  many  a  time.**    Next  Cynthia  bright 
Peona  kiss'd,  atid  bless'd  with  fair  good-night : 
Her  brother  kiss'd  her  too,  and  knelt  adown 
Before  his  goddess,  in  tt  blissful  swoon. 
She  gave  her  fair  hands  to  him,  and  behold, . 
Before  three  swiftest  kisses  he  had  told,       * 
They  vanish'd  far  away !— Peona  went 
Home  through  the  gloomy'  wood  in  wonderment 
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PART-L 


Upon  a  broot  befbra  the  ikery  bioodi 

Drove  Nsrmph  and  Satyr  ftom  the  praapopoi  wopda^ 

Beibra  King  ObenmV  bright  diadem. 

Sceptre,  and  maotle,  claap*d  witfa-denvy  gem, 

Frighted  away  the  Diyads  and  the  Faune 

From  ffoihae  green,  and  bmkea,  and  eowalip'd  lawDib 

The  ^ver-oniuen  Hennee  empty  left 

Hit  golden  .throne,- bent  warn  on  amoroua  theft : 

From  high  Olympua  had  he  stolen  light. 

Oil  thia  ride  of  Jove's  ckwds,  to  escape  the  sif^ 

Of  his  great  sunrooner,  and  made  tetraat 

Into  a  ibrait  on  the  shores  of  Crete. 

^or  somewhere  in  that  sacrad  island  dwelt 

A  nymph,  to  whom  all  hoofed  Satyia  knelt; 

At  whose  white  feet  the  languid  Tritoi^  pour'd 

Pearls,  while  on  land  ihey  withered  and  adored. 

Fast  by  the  springs  where  she  to  bathe  was  wont. 

And  in  those  meads  where  sometimesshe  might  haunt, 

Were  strewn  rich  gifts,  unknown  to  any  Muse, 

Thoagh  Fancy's  casket  were  uidock'd  to  choose. 

Ah,  what  a  world  of  love  was  at  hor  feel ! 

So  Hermes  thoi^ght,  and  a  oelestial  heat 

Burnt  ftom  his  winged  l^eels  to  either  ear, 

That  from  a  whitenese,  as  the  lily  clear, 

Blush'd  into  rosea  'mid  his  golden  hair. 

Fallen  in  jeak>us  curls  about  his  shoalden  bare.. 

From  vale  to  vale,  from  wood  to  wood,  he  flew,. 

Breathing  upon  the  flowen  his  pamion  new. 

And  wound  with  maqy  a  river  to  its  head. 

To  find  where  this  sweet  nymph  prepared  her  secret 

bed: 
In  vain  {  the  sweet  nymph  plight  nowhere  be  found. 
And  so  he  rested,  on  the  lonely  ground. 
Pensive,  and  full  of  painful-  jealousies 
Of  the  \Kood-Gods,  and  aven  th^  very  trees. 
Ther<9  as  he  stood,  fie  heard  a  mournful  voice. 
Such  as  once  heard,  in  gentle  heart,  destroys 
All  pain  but  pity :  thus  the  lone  vmce  spake :    . 
**  When  from  this  wreathed  tomb  shall  I  owa^  I 
When  move  in  a  sweet  body  fit  for  life. 
And  bve,  and  pleasure,  and  the  ruddy  stiifo 
Of  hearts  and  lips 7  Ah',  miyerable  me !" 
The  God,  dove-footed,  glided  silently 
Round  bush  and  tree,  soft-brushing,  in  his  spcied. 
The  taller  grasses  and  full-flowering  weed,  -^ 

Until  he  found  a  palpitating  anake, 

and  cirque-cpuchant  in  a  dasky  bnik& 


Upon  her  crest  die  wore  a  wannish  lire> 
Sprinkled  with  Stan,  like  Ariadpe's  dar:    . 
fiier  head  was  serpent,  but  ah,  bitiereweet ! 
She  had  a-wotpaq'smouth  with  all  its  pearia  eofiete 
And  for  her  eyee-^what  could  steh  eyes  do 
But  weep».and  weep^  that  th'oy^  were^bbra  ao 
As  Ftasvpiae  still.weeps  for  her.Siciliaa  aic; 
Her  threat  was  serpent,  but  the  woids  she 
Came,  as  through  bobbUng  honey,  for  Lov»'a 
And  Ukuft ;.  while  Hennea  on  his  pinioos  lay, 
like  a  stooped  iiileon  ere  he  takea  his  ptey : 
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^'Fair  Hermes.  crownUwitb  featfaaia, 
light. 
I  had  a  splendid  d^eam  of  thee  last  ni^* 
I  saw  thee  sitting,  on  a  throne  of  geld,- 
Among  the  Cods,  upon  Olympus  old,  t 
The  only  sad  one ;  for  thou  didst  not  heas 
The  soft,  lute-finger'd  Muses  chanliiig  clear,      , 
Nor  even  Apotlo  when  he  sang  alone. 
Deaf  to  his  throbbing  throat's  long,  long,  melbdkiqi 


She  was  a  gordtan  shape  of  dasliiig  hue. 
Vermilion-spotted,  golden,  green,  and  blue ; 
Striped  like  a  zebra,  freckled  like  a  pard. 
Eyed  like  a  peacock,  and  all  crimson-barr'd  ; 
Aiid  full  of  silver-moone,  that,  as  she  breathed. 
Dissolved,  or  brighter  shone,  or  interwfeathed 
Their  lustres  with  the  gloomier  tapestries — 
So  rainbow-aided,  touch'd  with  miseries. 
She  seem'd,  at  pnoe,  some  penanced  lady  elf. 
Some  demon's  mistress,  or  the  demon's  self. 


I  dreamt  I  saw  thee,  robed  in  purple  flakea,    / 
Break  amorous  through  the  douds,  as  morning  fareakst 
Awl,  swiftly  as  a  bright  Phoebean  dart,    . 
Strike  for  the  Cretan  isle;  and  here  thoo  art! 
Too  gentto  Hennes,  hast  thou  found  the  mani  ?" 
Whereel  the  star  of  Lethe  not  delay'd 
His.  rosy  eloquence,  and  thus  inquired : 
"  Thou  smooth-lipp'd  serpent,  surely  high  inspued ! 
Thou  beanteous  wreath  with  .melancholy  eyes. 
Possess  whatever  bliss  thou  canst  devise 
Telling  me  only  where  my  nyniph  is  fledyr— 
Where  she  doth  breathe !"  '« Bright  planet,  then  hast 

'  said," 
Retym'd  the  anake,  **  but  aeal  with  oaths,  foir  God ! " 
**  I  swear,"  said  Hermes,  **  by  ^ly  serpent  ro^. 
And  by  thine  eyes,  and  by  thy  siany  crown !  ** 
light  flew  his  eamJBst  words,  among  the  Uoaoos 

blown. 
Then  thus  again  the  brilliance  feminine : 
*<  Too  frail  of  heart !  for  this  lost  nymph  of  thme. 
Free  ag  the  air,  invisibly,  she  strays 
About  these  thmnless  wilds ;  her  pleasant  days 
She  tastes  unseen ;  unseen  her  nimble  ieel 
Leave  traces  in  the  grass  and  flowers  sweet : 
From  weary  tendrils,  and  bow'd  branchea  grsen, 
She  plucks  the  fruit  unseen,  she  bathes  unseen . 
And  by  my  power  is  her  beauty  veil'd 
To  keep  it  uoaflTronted,  unaamil'd 
By  the  love-gkuDoes  of  unlovely  isjea. 
Of  Satyrs,  Fauns,  and  blear'd  Sdenus'  nghs. 
lUe  grew  her  immortality,  for  woe 
Of  all  these  loveia,  and  she  grieved  so 
I  took  compassion  on  her,  bade  her  steep 
Her.  hair  in  wejfrd  syrops,  that  would  keep 
Her  loveliness  invisible,  yet  ftee 
To  wander  as  she  loves,  in  liberty. 
Thou  ehalt  behoM  her,  Hermes,  thou  akme. 
If  .thou  wilt,  as  thbu  swearest,  grant  my  boon.'** 
Then,  once  agisin,  the  charmed  God  began 
An  oath,  and  throngh  the  serpent's  ears  it  ran 
Warm,  tremulous,  devout,  psaiierian. 
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Ravith'd  the  lifted  her  Cine«i  bead, 

Blneh'd  a  live  damaek,  and  awilt-liiping  aidt 

**  I  was  a  woman,  let  me  kave  once  more 

A  woiiiaii*a  ahape,  and  charming  as  befiwsb  . 

I  love  a  youth  of  Corinth— O  (ha  hlim ! 

Give  ne  my  woman'e  ibnn,  and  place  me  whan  heii. 

Sioos»,  Herraet,  let  ma  breath  upoQ  thy  brow, . 

And  thou  ehait  aee  thy  iweet  nymph  even  now" 

The  God  on  baWahut  featheia  ea^  aemne. 

She  breathed  upon  hie  eyeii  and  swift  wm  aeon 

Of  both  the  guaaded  nymph  neaiHmiling  on  the  green. 

It  wat  mi  dream;  oraay  a  dream  it  was, 

Real  are  the  drtoms  of  Gods,  and  snpootUy  pa»  - 

Their  pleasures  in' a  long  immortal  dream.  • 

One  warm,  flusti'd  ^ooitaent,  hoveiii^,  it  might  seem 

Daah'd  by  the  wpod-nymph's  beauty,  so  he  burn'd ; 

Then,  lighlittg  on  the  printlem  verdure,  tum'd 

To  the  8woon*d  serpent^  and  with  languid  i^m. 

Delicate,  put  to 'proof  the  lithe  Caducean  charm. 

So  done,  upon  the  nymph  his  ayes  he  bent 

Full  of  adoring*  tears  and  blandishment,  ; 

And  towards  her  st^ :  she, -like  a  moon  in  wana. 

Faded  belbr^  him,  oower'di  nor  cotfld  restrain 

Her  fearful  sobs,  self^lblding  like  a  flower 

That  feiniainlD  itocilf  at  evening  hours 

But  the  God  fostering  her  chiUed  hand. 

She  felt  the  warmth,  her  eyelids  open'd  Uand 

And,  like  new-flowen  at  morning  song  of  bees, 

Bloom'd,  and  91  ve  up  her  hooey  to  the  I 

Into  the  green-recessed  woods  they-flew ; 

Nor  grew  they'pala,  as  modal  loven  da 


Left  to  herself,  th^  serpent  now  began 
To  change ;  her  elfin  Mood  in  madness  ran. 
Her  mouth  fbam'd,  aaid  the  gnun,  therewith  beaprant, 
Withered  at  dew  go  sweet  and  virulent; 
Hbt  eyet  in  torture  St*6,  and^'guish  drear. 
Hot,  glazed,  and  wide,  with  lid-lashes  all  sear^    ' 
Flaah'd  phosphor'a^  sharp 'Sparks;  wichont  one  cool- 
ing tear.  .  '/  . 
The  colors  all  inflamed  throughout  ^er  train,  ' 
She  writhed  about,  convulsed  with  scarlet  pain: 
A  deep  vblcanian  yellow  took  the  place 
Of  -all  her  milder-mooned  'bod/s  grac^  ( 
And,  as  the  lava  raviihes  the  mead, 
Spoilt  all  her  silver  mail,  and  golden  bVede : 
Made  gloom  of  all  her  freeklmgs,  streaks  and  bars, 
EcUpsed  her  crescents,  and  lick'd  up  her  stars : 
So  that,  in  moments  few,  she  was  undrest 
Of  all  her  sapphires,  greens,  and  amethyst 
And  rubious-argent ;  of  all  these  berefl,             > 
Nothing  but  pain  and  ugliness  Were  ieil 
Still  shone  her  crown ;  that  vanished,  aWslie 
Melted  and  disappeared  as  suddenly ; 
And  in  the  air,  her  new  voice  luting  sofl, 
Cried,  •*  Lycius !  geiyle  Lyciift !" — Borne  alof^ . ' 
With  the  bright  mists  about  the  mountahns  hoar, 
These  words  dissolved :  Crete^s  forests  heard  no  more. 


Whither  fled  Lamia,  now  a  lady  bright, 
A  full-bom  beauty  new  and  eiquisite  T 
She  fled  into  t^t  valley  they  pass  o'er  , 
Who  go  to  Corinth  firom.Chenchreaa*  shore; 
And  rested  at  .the  foot  of  those  wild  hills, 
The  rugged  founts  of  the  BenBan  dD^ 
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And  of  that  other  lidge  wlnsa  baxren  back 
Stratdw^  with  ^jU  its  mist  and  doudy  rack, 
Ghmth^waatwald  to  Cleooe.    There  she  stood 
About  a  young  bird's  hotter  fhMn  ^  wood. 
Fair,  00  a  slopipg- green  «f  rooBsy  tread, 
By  a  dear  pool,  wherein  she  psasioned 
IV)  see  herself  escaped  from>so  sora  ills; 
While  her  robes  flaunted  with  the  dafibdils. 

Ah,  b^ppy  LydusI— for  diewaa  a  makl 
More  beautiful  than  ever  twisted  braid. 
Or  sigh'd,  or  Uush'd,  or  on  spring*Aower^d  lea 
Spread  a  green  Urtle  U>  ^«  minstrelsy : 
A  virgin  purest  Kpp*d,  ^et  in  the  lore 
Of  love  deep  leam'd  to  tho'red  .hearth  coiv  : 
Not  one  hou^  old,  yet  of  sciential  brain 
To  unperplex  bliss  from  its  netghbor  pain ; 
Define  their  pettish  UmitSr  and  estraiige 
Their  points  of  oontatt,  tfiod  swift  couiltafohaqgie 
Intrigue  with  the  specioos  chao^and  dispart 
Its  moit  ambiguous  atoms-  with surt  art; 
As  though  in  Cupid's  oottege  she  had  spent 
Sweet. days  a  lovely  graduate,  stiU  imshent. 
And  kept  his  rosy  terms  in  idle  languishmeot 

Why  this  fhir  creature  diosa  so  fairily    J 
By  the  wayside  to  linger,  we  shall  see ; 
But  first  'tis  fit  to  tell  how  she  could  mtee 
And  dream,  whan  in  the  serpent  prisofthouaa, 
Of  all  she  list,  stnoige  or  magnificent,     . 
How,  ever,  where  she  wiird,.ber  spirit  went ; 
Whether  to  fiiint  EUysium,  or  where 
Down  through  tites-Ufting  waves  the  Norsids  lab 
Wind  into  Thetis'  bower  by  lUany  a  pearly  stair, 
Or  where- God  Bacchus  drains  las  cups  divine, 
Streteh'd  out.  at  ease,  beneath  a  glutinous  pine ; 
Or  where  in  Pluto's  gardens  palatine 
Mulciber's  columns  gleam  in  far  piaaaian  line. 
Aiid  sometimes  into  cities  she  would  send 
Her  dream,  wiih  feast  and  rioting  to  bleiid; 
And  once,  while  among  mortals  dreaming  dma, 
She  saw  the  young  Corinthian  Lycius  ■ 
Charioting  foremost  in  the  envious  race, 
lAe  a  young  Jove  with  oalm  uneager  laoe. 
And  fisU  iQto  a  swooning  love  ef  him. 
Now  on  the  moth-time  of  that  evening  dim 
He  would  return  that  way,  as  well  she  knew, 
To  Corinth  fVom  the  shore ;  for  freshly  blew 
The  eastern  soft  wind,  and  his  galley  now 
Grated  the  quay-stones  with  her  brazen  prow 
In  port  CenchreiBM,  from  Egina  isle 
Fresh  anchored ;  whither  he  had  been  $while 
To  sacrifice  to  Jpve,  .who^e  temple  there 
Waits  with  high  marble  doors  for  blood  and 

rare. 
Jove  heard  his  .vbws,  and  better'd  his  desire ; 
For  by  some  freakful  chance  he  nkide  retire 
From  his  companbns,  and  set  forth  to  walk. 
Perhaps  grown  wearied  of  their  Corinth  talk . 
Over  the  solitary  hilia  he  Sued, 
Thoughtless  at  first,  but  ere  eve's  stiur  appear'd 
His  phantasy  was  kist,  where  reason  ladea. 
In  the  calm'd  twilight  of  Pkitonic  sfaadea. 
Lamia  baheld  him  coming.  Hear,  more 
Close  to  her.  j^assing,  in  indiflSbrence  drsar. 
His  silent  sandals  swept  the  mossy  gree^; 
So  neighbor'd  to  him,  and  yet  ao  unsaen 
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She  ttood  {  he  pofi*d,  that  up  tn  mytteries, 
Hii  mind  wnpp*d  like  hJa-manUe,  wfaOe  her  ^jrae 
FoUow'd  hSfl  itepa,  and  her  ne6k  regal  white 
Tiini*d— ^ilabling  thiu,  *'  Ah,  Lydua  bright  J 
And  will  you  leave'me  on  the  Inlla  alone  f 
Lyciua,  look  back!  and  be  aome  pity  ahown.** 
He  did ;  not  with  cold  wonder  fearingly. 
But  Orpheu8»like  at  an  Eoiydicr; 
For  ao  delicious  were  the  words  she  sung 
It  seem*d  he  hful  loved  them  a  whole  summer  long : 
And  soon  his  eyes  had  drunk  her  beauty  up, 
Leaving  no  drop  in  the  bewildering  cup.* 
And  still  the  cup  was  full^^wfaile  he;  afraid 
Lest  she  sliould  vanish  ere  his  lip  had  paid 
Due  ndoraiion,  thus'began  to  adore ; 
Her  sou  look  git>wing  coy,  she  saw  his  chain  ao  sure : 
-  Leave  thee  alone !  Look  back !  Ah,  Goddess,  see. 
Whether  my  eyes  can  iover  turn  from  thee ! 
For  pity  do  not  this  sad  heart  belief 
Even  aa  thou  vanishest  so  I  shall  die. 
Stay !  though  a  Naiad  of  the  riven^  slay! 
To  thy  fiir  wtshea  will  thy  streams  obey : 
Stay !  though  the  greenest  woods'  be  thy  domain, 
Alone  they  can  drink  up  the  moming^  rain : 
Thotigh  a  descended  Pleiad,  will  not  one 
Of  thine  harmonions  sisters  keep  in  ttmo' 
Thy  spheres,  and  as  thy  silver  proxy  shine  f  ^ 

So  sweetly  to  these  ravish*d  ears  of  mine 
Came  thy  sweet  greeting,  that  if  thou  shouldst  ftde 
Thy  memory  will  waste  me  to  a  shade  t — 
For  pity  do  not  melt  !'*— ^  If  I  should  stay,** 
Said  Lamia,  **  here,  upon  this  floor  of  day. 
And  pain  my  steps  upon  these  flowers  too  rough. 
What  canst  thou  say  or  do  of  charm  enough 
To  dull  the  nice  rememhrance  of  my  home  f 
Thou  canst  not  ask  me  with  thee  here  to  roam 
Over  these  hiUs  and  vales,  where  no  joy  is« — 
Empty  of  immortality  and  btiss ! 
Thou  art  a  scholar,  Lydus,  and  must  know 
lliat  finer  spirite  cannot  breathe  below' 
In  human  dimes,  and  Uve;  Ales!  pofir  yeuth,' 
What  taste  of  purer  air  hast  thou  to  soothe 
Bi^  etaence  f  What  serener  palaces, 
Wliere  t  may  all  my  many  senses  please* 
And  by  mysterious  sleights  a  hundred  thirsta  appeaie  t 
It  cannot  be — ^Adieu !"  So  said,  she  rose 
Tiptoe  with  white  aims  spread.    He,  sick  to  kae 
The  amorous  promise  of  her  lone  complain, 
Swoon'd  murmuring  of  love,  and  pale  with  pain. 
The  cruel  lady,  without  any  show 
Of  sorrow  for  her  tender  ftvorite*s  woe, 
But  rather/if  her  eyes  codd  brighter  be, 
With  brighter  eyes  and  slow  amenit|r. 
Put  her  new  lips  to  his,  and  gave  afresh 
The  life  she  had  so  tangled  in  her  mesh ; 
And  as  he  from  one  trance  was  wakening 
Into  another,  she  began  to  sinig, 
Happy  in  beauty,  life,  and  Iomto,  and  every  thing, 
A  song  of  love,  too  sweet  for  earthly  lyres. 
While,  like  held  breath,  the  atari  drew  in  Uieir  pant- 
ing firea. 
And  then  she  whispered  in  such  trembling  taoe» 
As  those  who,  safe  together  met  alone 
For  the  first  time  through  many  anguish*d  days. 
Use  other  speech  than  looks ;  bidding  him  raise 
His  drooping  head,  and  clearliis  soul  of  doobc* 
For  tbat'riie  wai  a  woman,  and 
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Any  more  subde  fluid  hi  her  veins 

Than  throbbing  bkiod,  and  that  die 

Inhahited  her  fimil-etruog  heart  aa  bis. 

And  next  she  wondered  how  his  eyea  could 

Her  fiu»  so  long  in  Corinth,  where,  die  sai4 

She  dwelt  but  hdf  retired,  and  there  had  Jed 

Days  happy  as  the  gold  eoin  could  invenl 

Without  the  aid  of  love ;  yet  in  conient 

"nil  die  aaw  him,  as  «nce  sh^  pasB^d  him  by. 

Where  'gainst  a  cc^wnoii  her  letot  thooghtfidly 

At  Venus'  temple  pordi,  'mid  baskets  heap'd 

Of  amorous  hert^  and  flowers,  ii^Wly  reapM 

Late  on  that  ive,  aa  ^  waa  the  ni^t  befet^ 

The  Adonian  feast;  whereof  ihe\^saw  no  more. 

But  wept  alone  those  days,  fer.why  sbott}d  die  adofs  ! 

Lydus  from  death  awoke  into  amaae, 

Tb  see  her  still,  and  ainginif  so  sweet  lays; 

Then  from  amaie  into  delight  he  feH  - 

To  hear  her  whisper  woman's  lore  so  wdl ; 

And  every  word  she  spake  enticed  him  mt 

To  unperplex'd  delight  and  pleasure  known.' 

Let  the  laad  poets  say  whate'er  th^  please 

Of  the  sweets  of  Fdries,  Peris,  Goddesses,  - 

There  is  not  shch  a  treat  among  them  all. 

Haunters, of  oavem.  lake,  and  wateffall. 

As  a  real  woman,  lined  indeed 

Fnmi  Pynrfaa's  pebbles  or  oK  Adam's  seed. 

Thus  gentle  Lamia  jndged,  and  judged  hngfat, 

Tliat  Lydus  could  not  love  in  half  a  fright. 

So  threw  the  goddess  cffi  and  won  his  heart 

More  pleasantly  by  playing  woman's  part, 

With  no  more  aw^  than  what  her  beau^  gave 

That,  while  it  smote,  still  guarantied  to  save. 

Lydus  to  all  made  doqpent  reply, 

-Marrving  to  every  word  a  twin-bom  sigh; 

And  last,  pointing  to  Corinth,  ask'd  her  sweet. 

If  'twas  too  far  that  night  fir  her-foft  feet. 

The  Way  was  short,  *fer  Lemia'te  eagerness 

Made,  by  a  spell,  the  triple  league  decrease 

To  a  few  pacea;  not  at  all  surmised 

By  blinded  Lydus,  so  in  her  Comprised 

They  paai'd  the  dty  gates,  he  knew  not  how, 

So  noiseleasf  and  he  never  ihooghk  to  know. 


As  men  talk  in  a  dra^m,  so  Corinth  all. 
Throughout  her  palaces  imperial. 
And  all  her  populods  stnefii  and  temples  lewd, 
Mutter'd,  like  tempest  in  the  djstaBoe  brewVl, 
To  the  -^de-spreaded  night  above  her  toweia. 
Men,  women,  rich  and  poor,  in  the  cod  houn, 
ShuflM  their  sandals  o'er  the  pavement  white, 
CompanuMi'd  or  alone ;  while  many  « light 
Flared,  here  and  there,  from  ^ealthy  festivals. 
And  threw  their  moving  shadows  on  the  walk. 
Or  feund  them  cluster'd  in  the  oormced  diade 
Of  some  arch'd  temple  door,  or  dusky  colonnade 


Muflinig  his  fece,  of  greeting  friends  in  fear. 
Her  fingers  be  preas'd  hard;  as  one  came  near 
With  curi'd  gray  beard,  sharp  eyes,  and  amooih  liaW 

crown, 
Slow-stepp'd,  and  robed  in  phikioophic  gown: 
I^dus  shrank  ckiser,  as  they  met  and  pas^ 
Into  his  manflei  adding  wmgs  to  haatar 
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While  haiiMd  Luiii»  tremUed :  **  AW*  mmI  be, 

**  Why  do  you  ahudder,  Iovjb,  so  ruefully  f 

WHiy  do^  your  tender  palm  dueolye  in  dew  1"^ — 

"  I  'm.  wearied.'*  mid  lair  Lamia :  **  tell  me  ynha 

Ib  that  old  man  T  1  cannot  bring  to  mind 

Hia  ieaturea :  I^ciua !  wherefore  did  you  blind 

Younelf  from  his  quick  eyes?"  Lycioa  replied, 

*  Tis  Apollonius  sage,  my  tnjsty  |;uide 

And  good  inatructor ;  but  to-night  he  seema 

The  ghdet  of  lolly  haunting  my  sweet  dreams." 

While  yet  he  spake. they. bad  arrived  beibra 
A  pillar'd  potch,  with  lofty  portal  door, 
Where  hiing  a  silver  lamp»  whose  phosphor  glow 
Reflected  in  the  slabbed  steps  below^ 
Mild  as  a  star  in  ivater ;  for  so  new, 
And  so  unsullied  was  the  marble  hue. 
So  through  the  crystal  polish,  liquid  fine, 
Ran  the  dark  veins,  that  none  but  feet  divine 
Could  e'er  have  touch'd  there.    Soupds  JEohan 
Breathed  from  the  liingea,  as  the  ample  span 
Of  the  wide  doors  disclosed  a  place  unknown 
Some  time  to  any,  but  those  two  alone. 
And  a  lew  Peftian  mutes,  who  that  same  year 
Were  seen  about  Ihe  markets:  none  knew  whefe 
They  coirid  inhabit ;  the  oiost  curious 
Were  fiiil'd,  who  watch'd  to  trace  them  to  their  house : 
And  but  the  flitter-winged  verse  must  tell, 
For  truth's  sake,  what  woe  aflerwards  befell, 
'T  would  humor  many  a  heart  to  leave  them  thus, 
Shut  from  ihe  busy  woiid  of.  more  incredulous. 

PART  n. 

Lovx  in  a  but,  with  wat^r  and  a  crust, 

la — ^Love>  feigive  ua! — cinders,  aahea,  dual; 

Love  in  a  palace  ia  perhapa  at  laat 

More  grievoua  torment  than  a  hermit'a  ftat  >- 

That  ia  a  doub|ful  tale  from  ftiry-land, 

Hard  for  the  non-elect  to  understandf.   * 

Had  Lydua- lived  to  hand  hia  ^toiy  down. 

He  might  have  given  the « moral  a  freah  fiown, 

Or€len6h'd  it  quite :  but  too  abort  waa  their  Uiia 

To  breed  diatruat  and  hate,  that  make  the  aoft  voice 


Beades,  then,  nightly,  with  teriifib  glare, 
liove,  jealoua  grown  of  ao  complete  a  pair, 
Hover'd  and  bon'd  hia  winga,  with  feajrfiil  roar. 
Above  the  Untel  of  their  chamber^loor^ 
And  down  the  paaage  oaat  a  glow  upon  the  floor. 


For  an  this  came  a  ruin :  aide  by  side 
They  w^re  enthroned,  in  the  eventide, 
Upon  a  couch,  near  to  a  curtaining 
Whose  airy  texture,. from  'a  golden  string, 
Floated  into  the  room,  aod  let  appear 
Unveil'd  the  summer  heaven,  blue  and  dear, 
Betwixt  two  marble  shafls : — there  they  reposed, 
Where  uae  had  made  it  sweet,  with  eyehds  closed, 
Saving  a  tythe  which  love  still  open  kept. 
That  they  might  see  eacL  other  while  they  almoat 

alept ; 
When  from  the  alope  side  of  a  suburb  hill, 
DeafefUDg  the  swallow's  twitter,  came  a  thrill 
Of  trumpets — Lycius  started^^the  soundii  fled, 
But  left  a  thought,  a  buzzing  in  hia  head. 


For  the  flait  time,  smoe  firsts  he  harbor'd  in 

That  pnr|de-lined  pUace  of  sweet  sip, 

'His  spirit  poaa'ct  b^cmd  iia  golden  boum 

Into  the  noiay  world  almoat  fonwom. 

The  lady,  ever  watchful,  penetrant. 

Saw  thia  'with  pain,  ao  arguing  a  want 

Of  aomething  mere,  mere  than  her  enkpery 

Of  joya ;  and  ahe  began  to  noan  and  aigh 

Becauae  he  muaed  beyond  her,  kpowing  well 

That  but  a  moment'a  tfaon^  ia  paanon*a,paaBing4)ell 

"  Why  do  you  aigh,  fair  creature  ?".  whiaper'd  he : 

-  Why  do  you  tUnk  V*  -retum'd  ahe  tenderly . 

"  You  have  deaeited  me ;  where  am  I  now  t 

Kot  m  your  heart  while  care  weigha  on  your  ham: 

No,  no,  you  have  diaraias'd  me ;  and  1  go 

From  your  breast  houseleas :  ay,  it  must  be  ap  " 

He  ans^er'd,  hendidg  to  her  open  oyea. 

Where  he  was  mirror'd  small  in  paiadise, 

"  My  silver  planet,  both  of  eve  tnd  mom ! 

Why  Will  you  plead  youraelf  ao  iad  forlorn. 

While  lam  atriving  how  to  fill  my  heart 

With  deeper  crimaon,  and  a  double  amart  t 

How  1Q  entangle,  tranvnel  up  and  anare 

Your  aoiil  in  mine,  and  labyrinth  you  there, 

like  the  hid  acent  in  an  unbudded  roae  I 

Ay,  a  aweet  kias — ^you  aee  your  m^h^  woea.  ^ 

My  thoughts! .^U  I  unveil  them?  liaten  theat 

What  mortal  hath  a  prize,  that  other  men 

May  be  confi»unded  vid  abaah'd  withal, 

Bot  lets  it  aometin\e8  pace  abroad  majestical. 

And  triumph,,  as  in  thee  I  should  rejoice 

Amid  the  hoene  alarm  of  Corinth's  voice. 

Let  my  foes  choke,  and  my  friends  shout  afar, 

While  through  the  thronged  streets  your  bridal  cai 

Wheels  round  its  dazzling  spokea."-rThe  lady's  cheat 

Trembled ;  she  nothing  said,  but,  pale  and  meek,^ 

Arose  and  knelt  before  him,  wept  a  rain 

Of  aonowa  at  his  worda ;.  at  last  with  pain 

Beseeching  him,  the  while  his  hand  she  wrung, 

To  change  his  purpose.    He  thereat  waa  atung, 

Perverse,  with  stronger  fancy  to  foclaim 

Her  wild  and  timid  nature  to  hb  aim ; 

Beaidea,  for  aH  his  love,  in  selfdeapite,' 

Against  hia  bolter  self,  he  took  delight 

Luxurioua  in  her  sorrows,  soft  and  new 

His  passion,  cruel  grown,  took  on  a  hue 

Fierce  and  sanguineous  as  'twas  possible'" 

In  oiM  whose  brow  had  ho  dark  veini  to  swell 

Fine  was  the  mitigated  fury,  like 

Apollo's  presence  when  in  aet  to  stride 

The  serpent— Ha,  the  serpent!  «ertea,  she 

Waa  none.     She  burnt,  ahe  loved  die  tyranny, 

And,  all-aubducK),  conaented  |o  the  hour 

When  to  the  bridal  he  should  lead  his  peraniour. 

Whispering' in  midnight  silence,  said  the  youth, 

**  Sure  some  sweet  name  thou  hast,  though,  by  iny 

truth, 
I  have  not  ask'd  it,  ever  thinking  thee 
Not  mortal,  but  of  heavenly  progeny. 
As  still  I  da     Hast  any  mortal  name, 
Fit  appellation  for  this  dazzUng  frame  t 
Or  friends  or  kinsfolk  on  the  citied  earth.    - 
To  share  our  marriage-foast  and  ntiptial  mirth?" 
**  I  have  no  friends,"  said  Lamia,  "  no,  not  oue ; 
My  presence  in  wide  Corinth  hardly  known  ■ 
My  parents'  bones  are  in  their  dusty  uma 
Sepuh^hred,  where  no  kindled  incense  bvna, 
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Seeing  sU  their'  lucklflM  race  a|ee  dead,  aave  me, 
And  I  neglect  the  holy  rilv  for  thee. 
Even  aa  you  list.invite  your  many  gaealai  . 
But  if,  as  new  it  leems,  your  viinon  leila 
With  any  pleasure  on  me;  do  not  bid 
Old  Apollonius — flpom  him  keep  me.hid." 
I^ciuB,  perplex'd  at  words  ao  Uind  and  Uaak,  ' 
Made  close  inquiry ;  from  wboae  touch  she  ahnmk. 
Feigning  a  sleep;  and  he  to  the  dull  shade  -  - 
Of  daep-4e«P  i*^  •  momani  was  tielniy'd. 

It  was  the  custom  ttusn'  to  brikig  away 
The  bride  from  home  at  blusKing- shut  of  day, 
Vmi'd,  in  a  chariot,  heralded  along 
By  strewn  flovi^ers,  torches,  and  a  marriage  song. 
With  odier  pageants ;  but  this  fiiir  unknolra  < 
Had  not  a  friend.    So  being  left  alone 
(Lycius  was  gone  to  Aimmon  all  his  kin). 
And  knowing  surely  she  could  never  win 
His  ibolish  heart  fiwn  its  mad  pompouaneas. 
She  set  herseJC  high-thoughted,  how  to  dress     > 
The  misery  in  fit  magnificence. 
She  did  so,  but  'tis  doubtful  how  aQji  whenoe 
Came,  and  who  were  her  subtle  servi^n^ 
About  the  hells;  and  to  and  from  the  doon< 
There  was  a  noise  of  wings,  till  in  short  space 
The.  glowing  banquet-room  sbone  v^^h  wide-arched' 

.  grace. 
A  haunting  music,  sole  perhaps  and  lone 
Supportress  of  Ihe  fiuiy-roof,  nnde  moan  . 
Tliroughout,  as  fearful  the  whole  charm  might  ftde. 
Freeh  carved  cedar,  mimicking  a  glade 
Of  palm  and  plantain,  met  from  either  dide, 
High  in  the  midst,  in  honor  of  the  bride : 
Two  palms  and  then  two  plantains,  and  so  on, 
Frnm  either  tide  their  atemr  branch'd  one  to  one 
All  down  the  aisled  palao^ ;  and  beneath  all 
There  ran  a  stream  of  lamps  straight  oti  ham  wall 

to  wall.  '' 

So  canopied,  lay  an  untasted  feast 
Teeming  with  odors,    l^amia,  regal  drest; 
Silently  paced  about,  and  as  she  went. 
In  pale  contented  sort  of  discontent, 
Miasion'd  her  viewless  servants  to'^nrich       , 
The  fretted  splendor  of  each  nook  and  nichet  ^ 
Between  the  tree^tems,  marbled  plain  at  first,    ' 
Came  jasper  panels ;  then,  anon,  there  burst 
Forth  creeping  imagery  of  slighter  trees, 
And  iM^ith  Uie  larger  wove  in  snfeall  intricadei. 
Approving  all,  she  faded  at  SjBlf-will, 
And  shut  the  chamber  up,  close,  hush'd  and  «till| 
Complete  and  ready  for  the -revels  rude, 
When  dreaded  guests  would  come  to  spoil  h«r  aoUtudCb 

Theday-appear'd,  and  all  the  gossip  rout. 
O  DDtiseless  Lycius !  Madman !  'wherefore  floiit 
T%e  nient-blessing  fate,  warm  doister'd  houis. 
And  show  to  oommop  eyes  these  secret^bowen  f 
The  herd  approach'd ;  each  giiest,  with  busy  brain, 
Arriving  at  the  portal,  gaxed  amahi; 
And  enter'd  marvelling :  for  diey  knew  the  street, 
Remembered  it  fit>m  cldldhood  all  complete 
Without  a  gap,  yet  ne*er  before  had  seen 
That  royal  porch,  that  high-built  feir  demesne ; 
So  in  they  hurried  all,  maxed,  curious  and  keen : 
Save  one,  who  look'd  thereon  with  eye  severe, 
And  with  oalm-planted  steps  walk*d  fn  atisteM] 


"Twas  ApoUonius :  soraedung  too  he  laagh'd* 
As  though  some  knotty  problem,  that  had  daft 
His  ^tient  tUbn^t,  had  now  begun'  to  thaw, 
Ai|k1  scdve  and  melt:  'twas  just  as  he  foresaw. 

% 

He  met  within  the  murmurous  vestibule 
His  youi^  disciple.    **  Tis  no  common  rule, 
hydSu,"  said  he,  **  for  uninvited  guest 
To  force  himielf  upon  you.  and  infest 
With  an  unbiddeii'  presence  the  bright  threng 
Of  younger  friends ;  yet  must  I  do  this  wrang; 
And  you  forgive  me."     Lycius  blushVl,  and  led 
The  old  man  through  the  inner  dooa  broad  spread  ■ 
Whh  reoonoiling  words  and  courteous  viien     ■ 
Turning  into  sweet  milk  Ute  sophist's  spleen. . 

Of  wealthy  lustre  was  the  banque^^K]m, 
FilTd  with  pervading  briUiance  and  perfume: 
Before  each  lucid  panel  fuming  stood 
A  censer'^ed  with  ToyrA  and  spiced  wood. 
Each  by  a  sacred  tripod  held  aloft,  . 
Whose  slender  f^et  wide-sw«rved  upob  the  aoift 
Wool<woofed  carpets :  fifty  wreaths  of  smoke 
From  fSfty  censers  their  light  voyage  took 
To  the  high  roof,  still  roimick'd  as  they  mae 
Along  the  mirror'd  walls  by  t;win-cLouds  odoiooa. 
Twelve  sphered  tables,  by  silk  seats  insphered. 
High  as  the  level  of  a  man's  breast  rear'd 
On  libbard's  paws,  upheld  the  heavy  gold 
Of  cups  and  goblets,  and  the  store  thrice  lold 
Of  Ceres  horn,  and,  in  huge  vessels,  wine 
Came  from  the  gloomy  tun  with  meny  shine. 
Thus  loaded  with  a  feast,  the  tsbles  stood. 
Each  shrining  in  the  midat  the  image  of  a  God. 

When  in  an  antechambcor  every  gueat 
Had  felt  the  cold  full  sponge  to  pleaeuro  press'd. 
By  minist'ring  slaves,,  upon  his  haiids  and  feel. 
And  fragrant  oils  with  ceremony^  meet 
Pour'd  on  his  hair,  they  all  moved  to  the  feast 
In  white  robea,  and  themselves  in  order  pbced 
Around  the  silken  couches,  wondering 
Whenoe  all.thjs  mighty  cost  and  blaae  of.w«al(k 
joovld'spQQg. 

Soft  went  the  mtisic  that  soft  air^akng. 
While  fluent  Ora^  a  vowellM  mider«QBg' 
Kept  up  among  the  ^uesis  disceoning  low 
Af  first,  for  scarcely  wM  the  wine  at  flow  $ 
But  when  the  happy  vinttge  lOQGh*d  their.  bniiM, 
Louder  they  talk,  and  louder  come  the  strains 
Of  <powerfttl'  instruments :— the  '|;oigeous  dyea. 
The  space,  the  splendor  of  die  draperies, 
The  roof  of  awfril  richness,  nectsious  cheer. 
Beautiful  slaves,  afid  Lamia's  sel£  appear, 
Now,  when  the  i^e  has  done  its  rosy  deed. 
And  every  soul  from  human  trammels  freed. 
No  iliore  so  strange :  for  merry  wine,  sweet  wine. 
Will  make  Elytf an  shades  not  too.  fiur,  too  divine. 
Soon  was  God  Bacchus  at  meridian  height; 
Flosh'd  were  their  cheekfe,  and  bright  eyes  donbl 

bright: 
Garlands  of  every  green,  and  eVery  scent 
From  vales  deflower'd,  or  forest  trees,  branch-reob 
In  Tnsketi  of  bright  osier'd  gold  were  brought 
High  as  die  faandll»  heap'd,  to  suit  tiie  diought 
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Of  every  gueit ;  that  etnh,  at  he  did  pli 
Might  thncy-fit  his  brews,  silk-piUow'd  at 


What  Wreath  for  LsiaiaT  WhalAr  hfdmt 
What  fcr  the  sage,  old  ApoUooius  f 
Upoo  her  aehing  forehead  be  there  hnog 
The  leaves  of  willow  and.  of  adder's  aoqgue; 
And  ibr  the  fouth,  quick,  let  as  strip  ibr  him 
The  thfisus,  that  his  watching  eyes  may.  swim 
Into  IbigetfaliMSB ;  and,  for  the  sage, 
Let  spear^ms  and  the  spiteiul  thistle  wage 
War  on  his  tonideK   Do  ijbt  all  cbaxHis  fly 
At  the  mere  loach  of  eold  philosophy! 
There  Was  an  awful  rainbow  onoe  in  heaven : 
We  Imow  her  wooC  her  texture ;  she  is  gtveb 
In  theduQ  catalogne  of  dommoo  things. 
Fhiloeopby  will  clip  an  AngeFs  wings, 
Conqoer  all  mysteries  by  rule  apd  line. 
Empty  the  haunted  air,  and  gnoiMd  miae 
Unweave  a  rainbow,  as  it  ecowhile  made 
The  tender^parson'd  Lamia  melt  into  a  shade. 


By  her  glad  Lychm  sildog,  in  ehief  plaee, 
Smrce  saw  in  all  the  room  another  fiusa, 
Till  checking  hio  love  trance,  a  cap  he  took 
Fall-brinu&*d,  and  opposite  .sent  Ibrth  a  look 
'CrooB  the  broad  taSle,  to  beseech  a  glanoe 
From  his  olcj  teaibher's  wrinkled  eouBtenanoe, 
And  pledge  him.   The  bald-head  pbilosopber 
Had  fix'd  his  eye,  without  a  twinkle  or  slir 
Full  on  the  alarmed  beauty  of  the  bade. 
Browbeating  her  fair  ibrm,  and  troubli^ig  her  swaol 

pridow 
Lyciua  then  pre«*d  her  hand,  witii  devout  touch. 
As  pale  it  lay  upon  the  rosy  -couch : 
T  was  icy,  and  ihe  cold  ran  through  his  veins ; 
Then  sodden  it  grew  hot,  and  all  the  pains 
Of  an  unnaCural  heat  shot  to  his  heart 
**  Lamia,  what  means -this?  Wherefore  dost  thou  start  f 
Kiiow*st  thou  that  man  !**  F0pr  Lamia  ^nswer'd  not 
He  gazed  into  her  eyxi,  and  not  a  jot 
OwnCd-they  the  lovebm  piteous  appeal : 
More,  mora  he  gazed :  his  h^man  senses  reel : 
Some  angry  spell  that  loveliness  absorbs ; 
There  was  no  recognition  in  those  orbs. 
**  Lamia !  **  he  cried-i-«ad  no  sofUtooed  reply. 
The  many  heard,  and  the  loud  revelry 
Grew  hush ;  the  stately  music  no  more  breathes; 
The  myrtle  s&cken'dia  a  thousand  wreaths. 
By  foint  degrees,  voice,  Vote,  and  pleasure  ceaotfd ; 
A  deadly  silence  step  by  step  increased. 
Until  it  seem*d  a  horrid  presence  dtere. 
And  not  a  man'but  felt  the  terror  in  hw  haiZi 

Lamia !  **  he  shriefc*d :  and  nothing  bbt  the  shriek 
With  iis  sad  echo  did  the  silence  break. 
«•  Hegone,  foul  dream  i"  he  cried,  goKing  again  . 
lu  the  bride's  foce,  where  now  no  azure  vein 
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Wander'd  on  fiurepaced  temples;  no  soft  bloom 
Misted  the  cheek ;.  no  passion  to  illume 
The  deep-recessed  vision  &«-all  was  bUght ; 
Lamia,  no  longer  fair,  there  sat  a  deadly  white. 
"  Shut,  shut  |hoie  juggling  eyes,  thou  ruthless  man ! 
Turn  them  aside,  wretch!  or  the  rigl>teous  ban 
Of  all  the  <«ods,  whose  dreadful  images 
Here  represent  their  shadowy  presences. 
May  pierce  them  on  the  sudden  with  the  thorn 
Of  painful  blindness ;  leaving  thee  forlorn, 
In  trembling  dotage  to  the  feebledt  fright 
Of  oonseience,  for  their  long^ofleaded  mighty 
For  all  thine  impioos  proud-heart  sophistries, 
Unlawfixl  magic,  and  enticipg  lies. 
Corinthians !  look  upon  that  gray-beard  wretch ! 
Mark  how,  pomeai'd,  his  lashleos  eyeKds  stretch 
Around  his  demon  eyes !  Corinthians,  see ! 
My  sweet  bride  withers  at  their  potency." 
'*  Fool !"  said  the  sophist,  in  an  under^time 
Gruff  with  contempt ;  which  a  death-nighii^  mtoin 
From  I.^oiuftaaBwer'd,^*  heiuietnick  and  lost, 
He  sank  supine  beside  the  aching  ghosts 

Fool !  Fool !"  repeated  he,  while  his  eyes  still 
Relented  not,  nor  moved ;  '*fiom  every  ill 
Of  life  hi(ve  J  preeerved  thee  to  this  dioy. 
And  shall  I  see  thee  made  a  serpent's  prey  f ' 
Then  Lamia  brsalhed  death-breath  ;the  soi ' 
Like  a  sharp  speai\  went  through  her  utteriy. 
Keen,  crueC  peroeant,  stinging :  she,  as  well 
As  her  weak  hand  could  any  meaning  tell* 
Motioo'd  him  to  be  silent ;  vainly  so^ 
He  look'd  and  bok'd  again  a  level — No! 
**  A  Serpent ! "  echoed  he ;  no  eooqer  aaid. 
Than  wiAi  a  frightful  scream  'she  vanished : 
And  Lycius'  arms  were  empty  of  delight. 
As  were  his  limbs  of  hfe,  ftom  that  same  njght 
On  the  high  couch  he  lay!— ^his.iiiends  came 
Supported  him — ^no  pulse,  or  .breath  they  found. 
And,  in  its  oiiarriage  robe^.the  heavy  body  wound.* 


u 


•  '*niilo«tratu8,  in  his  fourth  book  tUFiUjapMmiU 
bath  a  memorable  invtmce  in  tM«  kind,  which  I  may  opt' 
omit,j)f  oae  Mentpptis  Lyoias,  a  yotinir  man  tweaty-flve 
years  of  Sfe.  that  goi^g  betwixt  Oenchreas  uUA  C<MrinUi, 
met  tttch  a  phantasm  in  the  habit  of  a  fair  geatlewosMii, 
which  taking  lum  by  the  band,  carried  him  home  to  her 
house,  ia  the  eobarbs  of  Corinth,  aad  told  btmithe  was  a 
Phonician  b^  birth,  and  if  he  woirid  tarry  with  her,  he 
should  hear  heV  ring  and  play,  and  drink^  such  wine  m 
never  any  drank,  and  no  man  should  molest  him ;  but  she, 
being  Mr  and  lonely,  woald  die  with  him,  that  was  fkir 
and  lovely  to  behold.  The  young  roan,  a  philoeonher, 
otherwise  staid  and  discreet,  able  to  moderate  his  passions, 
though  not  this  of  love,  tarried  with  her  a  while  tor  his 
great  content,  and  at  last  iparried'her,  to  whose  weddlQg, 
amoagst  other  gaests,  ciLme  Apolloniu« ;  who,  by  spme 
JVobaUe  conjeetules,  Arand  her  out  to  be  a  serpeift,  a 
lamia;  and  that  fili  ber  furniture  was,  like  Tantalus'  gold, 
^deKribed  by  Homer,  .no  Mbetance  but  mere  HlosTons. 
When  she  saw  berself  descried.  rIm  wept,  and  desired 
Apollonius  to  be  rilent,  but  he  would  hot  be  moved,  and 
thereopDa  she,  plate,  bouse,  and  all  that  was  in  it,  van- 
ished in  an  instant :  many  thousands  took  notice  of  this 
ibet,  for  it  was  done  in  the  midst  of  Greeee."— BvaToa's 
JiiUtcmg  4f  MUnuhaig,  Psrt  3,  Sect.  S,  Memb.  I,  Subs.  L 
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^  A  STORY  FROM  BOOOAOCia 


r. 

WuK  Isabdr  poor  ample  Isabel  f 

Loron2»»«  yooDg  palmer  in  U>Te'aeyer 

TlMy  OMild  not  in  the  aelfHwme  manaion  dwell 
Without  flome  etir  of  heait,  eome  malady ; 

They  could  noC  sit  at  tneals  but  feel  ho\iv  well 
It  soothed  each  to  be  the;  other  by ; 

They  dauld  not,  sure,  beneath  the  same  roof  sleep 

But  to  each  olher  dream,  and  nightly  weep. 

II. 
With  eveiy  mom  their  love  grew  tenderer. 

With  every  eve  deeper  and  tendeDsr  still ; 
He-  might  not  in  house,  field,  or  garden  stir, 

Bat  her  fuU  shape  would  all  his  seeing  fill ; 
And  his  continual  voice  was  pleaaanler 

To  her,  than  noise  of  trees  or  hidden  rill ; 
Her  latomtring  gave  an  echo  of  lus  name, 
She  spoilt  her  half-done  broidery  with  the  aama 

HL 
He  knew  whose  gentle  hand  wat  at  the  latch, 

Beibre  the  door  had  given  her  to  his  eyes; 
And  from  her  chamber-window  he  would  catch 

Her  beanty  ftrther  dian  the  fiilcon  spies ; 
And  constant  as  her  vespers  would  he  watch. 

Because  her  face  was  turned  to  the  sWe  skies ; 
And  with  sick  longing  all  the  night  outwear. 
To  hear  her  morning-«lep  -upon  the  stair. 

IV. 
A  whole  long  month  of  May  in  this  sad  ]digfal    . 

Madr'their  cheeks  paler  by  the  break  of  Jonie : 
/  To-monow  will  I  bow  to  my  deUght, 

To-monow  will  I  ask  my  lady's  boon." — 
«  O  may  I  never  see  another  night, 

Lorenao,  If  thy  lips  breathe  not  love's  tune."—- 
So  spake  they  to^their  pillows ;  but»  alas, . 
HoneylesB  days  and  days  did  he  let  pass  f 

Until  sweet  IsabeUa's  untooch'd  cheek 
Fell  sick  within  tfie  rose*s  just  domain. 

Tell  thin  as  a  young  mother's,  who  doth  se^ 
,  By  every  lull  to  cool  her  infant's  pain : 

**  How  ill  she  is,"  said  he,  **  I  may  not  speak. 
And  yet  I  will,  and  tell  my  love  all  plain : 

If  looks  speak  love«laws,  I  will  drink  her  tears, 

And  at  the  least  will  startle  off  her  cares." 

VI. 

So  said  he  one  fair  morning,  and  all  day 
His  heart  beat  awfully  against  his  side ; 

And  to  his  heart  he  inwardly  did  pray 

For  power  to  speak ;  but  still  the  ruddy  tide 

Sdiled  his  voice,  and  pulsed  resolve  away — 
Fever'd  his  high  conceit  of  such  a  bride, 

f  et  brought  him  to  the  meekness  of  a  child : 

Alas!  wheir passion  is  both  meek  and  wild! 


So  onoe  more  he  had  waked  and-yinpiished 

A  dreary  night  of  lave  aiid  misery, 
If  Isabel's  quick  eye  bad  not  been  wed  - 

To  every  symbol  on  his  forehead  higli;' 
9he  saw  it  waxing  veiy  pale  and  dead* 

And  straight  all  flush'd ;  so.  lisped  tenderly.    . 
** Lorenzo!" — ^here  she  ceased  her  timid  qnest. 
But  in  her  tone-and  look  he  read  the  rsat. 

vm.    . 

**  O  Isabella !  I  can  half  perceive 

That  I  may  speak  my  grief  into  thine  esfr; 

If  thoa  didst  ever  anything  believe. 

Believe  how  I  love  thee,  believe  hnw  near 

My  soul  is  to  its  doom :  I  would  not  grieve 

Thy  hand  by  unwelcome  pressing,  would  not  fesf 

Thine  eyes  by  gazihg ;  but  I  cannot  live 

Anothec  night,  and  not  my  passion  ^nve. 

IX. 

**  Love !  thou  art  Icmding  me  from  wintry  cold. 
Lady!  ihou  leadest  me  to  summer  clime,* 

And  I  must  taste  the  blossoms  that  unfokl 
In  Its  ripe  warmth  this  gmciolw  moi^ng  time.' 

So  said,  bis  erewhile  timid  lips  greW  bold. 
And  poesied  with  hen  in  dewy  rhyme : 

Great  Miss  was  with  them,  and  great  happineai 

Grew,  like  a  lusty  flower  in  June's  caress. 


Putiiig  ihey  seem'd  to  trea4  upon  the  air. 
Twin  roses  by  the  zephyr  blown  apart 

Only  to  meet  again  more  close,  and  share 
The  inward  fragrance  of  each  other's  heait 

She,  to  her  chamber  gone,,  a  ditty  fidr 
Sang,  of  delicious  love  and  honey'd  dart; 

He  with  light  steps  went  up  a  western  |iill. 

And  bade  the  sun  fiirewell,  and  joy'd  his  filL 

XI. 

AU  close  diey  met  again,  befbi«  the  dusk 
Had  taken  from  the  stars  its  pleasant  veil, 

AU  close  they  met,  all  eves,  before  the  dorit 
Had  taken  from  the  stars  its  {feasant  veil. 

Close  in  a  bower  of  hyacinth  and  musk, 
Unknowii  of  any,  free  fiom  whisperii^  tale 

Ah !  better  had,  it  been  for  ever  so. 

Than  idle  ears  should  pleasure  in  their  wkm 

xn. 

Were  th^  unhappy  then  7 — It  cannot  be- 
Too  many  tears  for  lovers  have  been  shed. 

Too  many  sighs  give  we  to  them  in  fee. 
Too  much  of  pity  afler  they  arajdead. 

Too  many  doleful  stories  do  we  see. 

Whose  matter  in  bright  gold  were  best  be  re««i 

Except  in  such  a  page  where  Theseus'  spouse 

Over  the  pathless  ivaves  towards  htm  bows. 
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xm. 

Batp  ibr  the  general  afraid  of  loye, 
The  litUe  eweet  doth  kill  mncb  bitteroMi; 

Though  Dido  nlent  i*  in  undei^fiove, 
And  laabella**  wu  •  great  dutneei,  .' 

Tlioagh  young  Lorenao  in  warm  Indian  clove 
Was  noC.embalm'd,  thii  truth  it  not  the 

ETen'beee*  the  little  aloisoken  of  spring-bowerBj 

Know  therf  it  licbest  juice  in* pcHfloa-fiowexa, 

;.  ■  XIV. 

With  her  two  brotherB  thvi  fair  lady  dwelt. 
Enriched  from  ancestral  mercbandtse, 

And  ibr  them  many  a  weary, hand  did  swelt 
In-tarched  laines  and  npity  iiictories, 

And  many  once  prood-qviver'd  loina  did  melt 
In  blood  fiom  stinging  whip ; — ^with  hollow  ey^ 

Many  all  day  in  daizling  river  stood« 

To  takie  the  rieh-ored  driflingB  of  the  flood. 

XV. 

For'lhem  the  Ceylon  diver  held  his  breathr 
And  went  all  naked  to  the  hungry  shark; 

For  them  bis  ears  gush'd  blood  ;  for  them  in  death 
The  seal  on  the  cold  ice  with  piteous  bark 

Lay  full  of  darts^  fi»r  them  alone  did  seethe 
A  thousand  men  in  troubles  wide  and  dark  * 

HalPigpiorant,  they  turp'd  an  easy  wheett 

That  ser  sharp  racks  al  work,  to  pinch  and  peeL  . 

•  0 

xVi. 

Why  were  they  p|oud  ?  Because  their  marble  founts 
Gush'd  with  more  oride  than  do  a  wretch's  teetrtl — 

Why  were  they  proua  I  Because  fair  orangennounis 
Were  of  more  8of\.^cent  than  lazarmtairs  ? 

Why  were  they  proud  ?  Because  red-lined  accounts 
Were  richer  than  the  songs  of  Grecian  years  ? 

Why  were  they  proud  ?  again  we  ask  aloud. 

Why  in  the  naine  of  Glory  were  they  proud  f 

xvn. 

Yet  were  these  Florentines' as  self^retired  ^ 

In  hungry  pride  .and  gainful  cowardice. 

As  two  close  Hebrews  in  that  land  inspired, 
Faled  in  and  vineyarded  from  beggar-spies  j 

The  hawks  of  ship-mast  fbrests^the  untired 
And  pannier*d  mules  for  ducats  and  old  lies — 

Qoiek  cat's-paws  on  the  generous  stray-away^— 

Great  wits  in  Spanish.  Tuscan,  and  A^ilay. 

XVIU. 
How  was  it  these  same  legei^men  could  ipy 

Fair  Isabella  in  her  downy  nest? 
How  could  they  find  out  in  Lorenzo's  eye  ' 

X  straying  from  his  toil  ?  Hot  £gypt*8  pest 
Into  their  vision  covetous  and  sly !  * 

How  could  these  money-bags  see  east  and  west?— 
Tot  so  they  dn^. — and  every  dealer  fair 
Must  see  behind,  as  doih  the  hunted  hare. 

XDL 

V 

O  eloquent  and  filmed  Boccaccio ! 

Of  ihee  we  now  should  ask  forgiving  boon. 
And  of  thy  spicy  myrtles  as  they  blow, 

And  of  thy  roses  amorous  of  the  moon, 
And  of  thy  lilies,  that  do  paler'grow 

Now  they  can  no  mora  Jiear  thy  ghittem*s  tone, 
For  Tentnring  syllables  that  ill  beseem 
The  qnitft  glooms  of  such  a  piteous  theme. 


XX 

Grant  thou  a  pardon  here,  and  then  the  tale       '  ' 

Siall  move  on  soberly,  as  it  is  meet ; 
There  is  no  otHer  orime,  no  mad  assail 

To  make  old  prose  in  modem  rhypie  more  iweet : 
But  it  is  done — succeed  the  verse  or  fail — 

To  honor  thee,  and  thy  gone>  spirit  greet; 
To  stead  diee  as  a  verse  in  English  tongue, 
An  echo  of  thee  in  the  north-wind  sung. 

XXL 

These  brethren  ImviAg  fbond  by  many  signs   ' 
What  love  Loranxo  for  their  sister  had. 

And  hdw,  she  loved  him  tooi  each  uncoalmei 
His  bitter  thoughts  to  ot^ier,  well-nigh  mad  -  • 

That  he,  the  servant  of  their  trade  designs,    * 
Should  in  th^ir  sister's  love  be  blithe- and  glad. 

When  *t  was  their  plan  to- coax  her  by  degrees 

To  some  high  noble  and  his  otive-trefls. 

XXIL 

And  many  a  jealous  conference  had  they. 
And  many  times  they  bit  their  lips  alone. 

Before  they^fix'd  upon  a  sorest  way 
To  make  the  youngster  for  his  crime  atone ; 

And  at  the  last,  these  men  of  cruel  clay 
.Cut  Mercy  with  a  sharp  knife  to  the  bone; 

For  they  resolved  in  some  forest  dim 

To  kill  Lorenzo,  and  there  bury  him. 

XXflL 
So  on  a  plewant  mordiiig,  as  he  leant 

Into  the  sunrise  o'er  the  balustrade 
Of  the  gardeurterrace^  towards  him  they  bent 

Their  fooling  thiougfa  the  dews ;  and  to  hfm  said 
*'  You  seem  thes^  in  the  qniet  of  content, 

Lorenzo,  and  we  are  most  loth  ta  invade 
Calm  speculation ;  but  if  you  are  wise, 
Bestride  your  steed  while  cold  is  ia  the  skies. 

XXIV. 

"  To-day  we  purpose,  ajv  this-  hdur  we  mount 
To  spur  three  leagues  towards  the  Apennine ; 

Come  down,  we  pray  thee,  ere  llie  hot  sun  oounl 
His  dewy  rosary  on  the  eglonjine." 

Lorenzo,  courteously  as  he  was  'wont, 
Bow'd  a  fair  greeting  to  these  serpents'  whine ; 

And  went  in  haste,  to  get  in  reodiness, 

Wjth  belt,  and  spur,  and  bracing  huntsman's  dfeai^ 

XXV. 

And  as  he  to  the  court-yard  pass'd  along, 
£ach  third  step  did  he  pause,  ond  listen'd  oft 

If  he  could  hear  his  lady's  matin-eong. 
Or  the  li^ht  whisper  yo/  her  footstep  soft ; 

And  as  he  thus  over  his  passion  hung: 
He  heard  a  laugb  full  musical  aloft; 

When,  k>oking  up,  be  saw  her  features  bright 

Smile  through  an  in-door  lattice,  all  delight. 

XXVI. 
"Love,  Isabel!"  said  he,  ''I  was  in  pain 

Lest  I  should  miss  to  bid  the«i  a  good-i]iorro»  4 
Ah !  what  if  I  should  lose  thee,  when  so  fiiin 

I  am  to  stifle  all  the  heavy  sorrow 
or  a  poor  three  hours'  absence  ?  but  we'll  gain 

Out  of  the  amorous  dark  what  day  doth  borrow 
Good-bye !  I  '11  soon  be  back."—"  Gckid-bye !"  said  sba 
Anid  as  he  went  she  chanted  merrily. 
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XXVII. 
So  the  two  brothen  aad  their  mniUer'd  raaa 

Rode  past  fkir  FlorenccT,  to  where-  Amo't  ttietni 
Gurgles  through  straiteu'd  banka,  aod  itill  doth  fan ' 

Itaelf  with  daacing  bulrush,  and  the  breaip  . 
Keeps  head  against  the  freshets.   Siok  and  wan 

The  brothers'  fiices  in  the  ford  did  aeeia, 
Lorenzo's  flu^h  with  love. — ^They  poai'd  the  water 
Into  a  forest  quiet  for  the  slaughter. 

xxyiiL 

There  was  Lorenaa  slain  and  buried  in. 

There  in  that  forest  did  his  giteat  love  oeaaa; 

Ah !  when  a  smU  dQih  thus  its  freedonh  win, 
It  aches  in  leneliness-Hs  iU  at  peace 

As  the  break-covert  blood-beonds  of  such  sin : 
They  dipped  their  swords  in  the  water,  and  did  tsase 

Their  horsea  homeward,  with  convulsed  apur, 

Each  richer  by  his  being  a  muidAfec. 

XXIX. 

They  told  their  sister  how,  with*  sudden  speed, 
Lorenzo  had  ta'en  ahip  for  foreign  lands. 

Because  of  soine  great  u^ency  and  need 
In  their  affiun,  requiring  trusty  hands. 

Poor  girl!  put  on  thy  stifling  widow's  weed. 
And  'scape  at  once  Aom  Hope's  accursed  bands; 

To^ay  thou  wilt  not  see  him,  nor  to-morrow, 

And  the  next  day  will  be  a  day  of  sorrow. 


And  she  bad  died  in -drowsy  ignorance. 
But  for  a  thing  more  desdly  dark  than  all ; 

It  came  like  a  fierce  potion,  dmnk  by  chance. 
Which  saves  a  sick  man  from  the  foatfaei'd  pall 

Por  some  fow  gasping  momenta ;  Uke  a  hmeis 
Waking  an  Indian  from  his  cloiidy  ha^  - 

With  crael  ^eroe,  and  hrioging  him  again 

Sense  of  the  gaawifltg  ^  at  faeart-and  braoL 


She  weeps  alone  for  pleasures  not  to  be.; 

Sorely  she  wept  until  the  night  came  on. 
And  thffn.  instead  of  love,  O  nusery ! 

She  brooded  o'er  the  inxur}'  alone: 
His  image  in  the  dusk  she  seera'd  to  see. 

And  to  the  silence  made  a  gentle  mdan. 
Spreading  her  perfect  arms  upon  the  air, 
And  On  ber  ooucb-low  murmuring.  ^  Where  ?0  where  r 

XXXI. 

But  SeUisknesi,  Love's  cousin,  held  not  long 

Its  fiery  vigil  in  her  single  breast  v 
She  fretted  fof  the  golden  hour,  and  hung 

Upon  the  time  with  feverish  norest^- 
Not  long — for  soon  into  her  heart  a  throng 

Of  higher  oceupanis,  a  richer  zest, 
Came  tragic ;  passion  not  to  be  subdued. 
Am!  sorrow  for  her  leve  in  travels  rude. ' 

XXXII. 
In  the  mid-diyt  ef  autumn,  on  their  eves 

The  breath  ef  Winter  comes  from  far  away. 
And  the  sick  west  eontinimlly  bereaves 

Of  some^gold  tinge,  and  plays  a  roundelay 
Of  death  among  the  buehea  and  the  leaves. 

To  make  all  bare  before  he  dares  to  .stray 
From  his  north  cavern.    So  sweet  Isabel - 
By.  gradual  decay  from  beauty  foil, 

xxxni. 

Because  Lorenzo  came  net    Qnentimeii 

She  ask'd  her  brothers,  with  an  eye  all  pale, 

Striving  to  be  itself,  what  dungeon  climes 

Could  keep  him  off  so  long  ?  They  spake  a  tale 

Time  afler  time,  to  quiet  her.    Their  crimes 

Cbme  on  them,  like  a  smoke  from  Hinnom's  vole ; 

Anr!  every  night  in  dreams  they  groon'd  aloud. 

To  see  their  i^isier  in  her  snowy  shroud. 


It  was  a  vision. — ^Ii|  the  drowsy  gloom. 
The  dull  of  midnight,  at  her  eoucb's  foot 

JLorenao  stood,  and  wept :,  the  forest  tonb  ' 

Had  marr'd  his  glossy  hair  which  one^  boM  iliool 

Lustre  into  the  son,  and  put  cold  doom 
Upon  his  lips,  and  tfken  the  soft  lute 

From  his  lorn  voice,  alid  post  his  loomed  o«n 

Had  made  a  mivy  chaiuel  for  his  teaia.    - 

XXXVL 
Strange  sound  it  was,  when  the  pale  shadow  apoke 

For  there  was  Striving,  in  its  piteous  longoe. 
To  speak  as  when  on  earth  it  was  a'wake. 

And  Isabella  on  its  music  hung : 
Languor  there  was  in  it,  and  tremuloos  shake* 

As  in  a  palsied  Druid's  harp  unstrung ; 
And  through  it  moan'd  a  ghostly  under-sopg^ 
like  hoarse  night-gusts  sepulehral  briers  among. 

XXXVIL 
Its  eyes,  thoi^  wild,  were  siill  all  de^  bri^t 

With  love,  and  kept  all  phantom  fear  aloof 
From  l)io  poor  girl  by  magic  ef  their  light, 

The  while  it  did  nnthread  the  horrid  woof 
Of  the  late  durken'd  time, — the  murderous  spite 

Of  pride  and  avarice, — tl^e  dark  pine  roof 
In  the  forest, — and  the  sodden  turfod  dell. 
Where,  without  any  vix>rd;  from  stabs  he  fell. 

xxxvin. 

Saying  mofeover,  *«  lAabel,  tny  sweet! 

Red  whortle>berrie8  droop  above  my  head. 
And  a  large  ffint-stone  weighs  upon  my  feet ; 

Around  me,  beeches  and  high  cHestnuts  shed 
Their  leaves  and  prickly  nuts ;  a  aheep-fold  bleat 

Conies  from  beyond  the  river  to  my  bed : 
■Go,  shed  one  tear  upon  my  heather-bloom, 
And  it  shall  comfort  me  within  the*  tomb.  • 

XXXIX. 

^'  I  am  a  shadow  now,  alas !  alas .' 

Upon  the  skirts  of  human-natuve  dwelling 

Alone :  I  chant  alone  the  Holy  mass. 

While  little  sounds  of  life  are  round  me  kneUing 

And  glossy  bees  at  noon  do  field  ward  pass. 
And  many  a  chapel-bell  the  hour  is  telling, 

fining  me  through  r  those  sounds  grow  strange  to  mt 

And  thou  art  distant  in  Humanity. 

XL    . 
"  I  know  what  was,  I  feel,  full  well  what  is. 

And  I  should  rage,  if  spirits  could  go  mad ; 
Though  I  forget  the  taste  of  earthly  bliss. 

That  paleness  warms  my  grave,  os  though  I  had 
A  Seraph  chosen  from  the  bright  abyss 

To  be  my  spouse :  thy  paleness  inakes  me  ^ad 
Thy  beauty  growv  upon  me,  and  I  feel 
A  greater  love  through  all  npy  essence  steaL" 
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ZI4. 

The  iSpiiit  mbam'd  "<  Adiea ! "— dMolired,  and  left 
The  atoiii  darknen  in  a  slow  tornieil ; 

Afl  when  of  bealthfal  midnight  sleep  benft. 
Thinking  on  ragged  hours  and  fruitless  toil, 

We  put  our  eyes  into  a  pillowy  cleft. 

And  see  the  spangly  gloqm  troth  up  and  boU : 

*t  made  sad  Isahella's  eyelids  ache, 

And  in  the  4ft9m  she  started  np  awake ; 

XUI. 
Ha!  ha!**  said  she,  ««I  knew  not  this  bad  life, 
I  thought  the  wont  was  simple  misery ; 
I  fliought  some  Fate  with, pleasure  or  with  stiiie 

Portibn'd  us'^happy  days,  or  else  to  die ; 
But  there  is  crime — a  brother's  bloody  knife ! 

Sweet  Spirit,  then  hast  school'd  my  inianey : 
111  visit  thee  Ibr'this,  and  kiss  thine  eyes, 
And  greet  thee  mom  and  even  in  the  skiee." 

XliU.       ^ 

When  the  fall  morning  came,  she  had  devised 
How  Ae  might  secret  to  the  forest  hie'; 

How  she  might  find  the  clay,  so  de^ily-  priaad, 
And  sing  to  it  one  latest  lullaby  ; 

How  her  short  absence  might  be  unsnrmised. 
While  she  the  inmost  of  the  dream  wofrid  try. 

Resolved,  she  took  with  her  an  aged  muse. 

And  went  into  that  dismal  ibrest-heaisew 

See,  as  they  creep  aton^  the  river-aide 
How  she  doth  whisper  it>  that  ag«d  Dame, 

And,  after  looking  round  the  champaign  wide,   '' 
Shews  her  a  knife. — **  What  feverous  hectic  flame 

Buma  in  thee,  «hild  ?— What  good  can  thee  betide^ 
Thaftfaoli  shouldst  smile  again  f* — ^The  evening 
came. 

And  they  had  found  Lorenzo's  earthy  bed ; 

The  flint  was  there,  the  berries  at  his  head. 

» 

XLV. 

Who  hath  not  Ioiter*d  in  »  green  chnrch-yard,'* 
And  let  his  spirit,  KRe  a  demon*mole, 

Work  throughMhe  clayey  soil  and  gravel  hard. 
To  see  skull,  cOfHn'd  bones,  and  funeral  stole ; 

Pitying  each  form  that  hungry  Death  hath  marr'd. 
And  filling  it  once  more  with  human  soul  f 

Ah !  this  is  holiday  to  what  was  felt 

When  Isabella  by  Lorenao  knelt. 

XLVI. 

She  gazed  into  die  fresh-thrown  mould,  as  theoglw 
One  glance. did  fully  all  its  secrets  tell ; 

Clearly  she  saw,  as  other  eyes  would  know 
Pftle  limbs  at  bottom  of  a  crystal  well ; 

Upon  the  murderous  spot  she  seero'd  to  grow, 
Like  to  a  native  lily  of  the  dell : 

Then  with  her  knife,  all  sudden,  she  began 

To  dig  more  fervently  than  misers  tan. 

XLVn. 
Soon  she  tum*d  up  a  soiled  glove,  whereon 

Her  silk  bad  play'd  in  purple  phantasies ; 
She  kiss'd  it  with  a  lip  more  chill  than  stone. 

And  put  ir  in  her  bosom,  where  it  dries 
And  freexes  utterly  unto  the  bone 

Those  daintie*  made  to  still  an  infiint's  cries  t 
Then  'gan  1^  Work  again ,  nor  sta/d  h^r  care, 
Bnt  to  throw  back  at  times  her  veiling  hair. 
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XLVIU. 

That  old  nnne  stood  beside  her  wondering, 
Until  her  heart  felt  pi^  to  the  core 

At  sight  of  |uch  a  dismal  laboring. 

And  so  iihe  kneeled,  with  her  loehs  al}  hoar, 

And  pot  her  lean  hands  to  ihe  horrid  thing : 
Three  hours  tbey  labor'd  at  this  tmvail  sore ; 

At  last  they  felt  the  kernel  of  the  grave, 

And  IsabeUa  did  not  stamp  and  rave. 

AUX. 
Ah !  wherefore  -all  tbm  wormy  circtrnistahoef 

Why  linger  at  the' yawning  tomb  so  kngT' 
O  for  the  gentleness  oif  old  Romance, 

The  simple  ptahnnf^  of  a  minstrel's  song ! 
Fair  reader,  at  the  old  tale  fake  a  glaoce, 

For  here,  in  truth*  it  doth  oot  Well  belong 
To  speak  ^—0  torn  thee  to  the  very  tale. 
And  taste  the  nnisiQ  of  that.viriea  pale. 


With  duller  steel  then  the  Persian  sword 
They  cut  away  no  formless  monster's  head. 

Bat  one,  whose-  gentleness  did  well  accord 

With  death,  as  life.  The  ancient  harps  haw  said 

Love  never  dies,  but  lives,  immortal  Lord : 
If  Love  impersonate  was  ever  dead, 

i^lle' Isabella  kiss'd  it,  and  low  moan'd, 

Twas  love ;  cold^— dead  indeed,  but  not  dethroned. 

LL 
In  anxious  secrecy  they  took  it  hbm^,    * 

And  then  the  priie  was  all  for  Isabel : 
She  calm'd  its  wild  hair  with  a  golden  oomlK 

And  ail  around  each  eye's  sepulchral  Oell 
Pbinted  each  fringed  lash ;  the  smeared  loam 

With  leais,  as  chilly  as  a  dripping  well,' ' 
She  drench'd  away : — and  still  she  oomb'd,  and  k&fi 
Sighing  aU  day — and  still  she  kiss'd^  and  wept 

LII. 

Tlwn  in  a  silken  scarf, — sweet  with  the  dewi 
Of  precious  flowers  pluck'd  in  Ar&by, 

And  divine  liquids  come  wfth  odorous  oo2e 
Through  the  cold  serpent-pipe  refreshfully,—    , 

She  wrapp'd  it  up ;  and  for  its  tomb  did  choose 
A  garden-spot,  wherein  she  laid  it  by. 

And  cover'd  it  with  mould,  and  o'er  it  set 

Sweet  Basil,  which  her  teats  kept  ever  weL 

LIIL 
Andtrhe  forgot  the  stars,  the  moon,  and  sun. 

And  she  forgot  the  blue  above  the  trees. 
And  she  forgot  the  dells  where  waters  rtin. 

And  she  forgot  the  chilly  autumn  breeze ; 
She  had  no  knowledge  when  the  day  wm  done, 

And  the  new  mom  she  saw  not :  bnt  in 
Hnng  over  her  sweet  Basil  evermore, 
And  moisten'd  it  with  tears  unto  the  c^re 

LIT. 

And  so  she  ever  fod  it  with  thin  lean. 

Whence  thick,  and  green,  and  oeautifti]  it  grvw 
So  that  it  smelt  more  balmy  than  its  peefi 

Of  Basil-tufts  in  F'lorence ;  for  it  drew 
Nature  besides,  and  life,  ftom  human  feaii, 

Fi^Rn  the  fiist-mouldering  head  there  thut  Anm 
view: 
So  that  the  jewel,  safely  casketed. 
Came  forth,  and  in  perfumed  leafits  spread 
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LV. 
0  Melaadioly,  linger  here  awhfle ! 

O  Music,  Music,  breathe  despondingly! 
O  Echo,  Echo,  from  some  sombre  isle, 

Unknown,  Lethean,  sigh  to  ue— O  sigh  { 
Spirits  in  grief,  lift  up  your  head^  and  sAile ; 

lift  up  your  heads,  sweet  Spiiitii,  heavily. 
And  make  a  pale  tight  in  your  oypreas  glooms, 
rinting  with  iilver  wan  your  marble  tomba. 

LVI. 
Moan  hither,  all  ye  syllables  of  woe. 

From  the  de^p  throat  of  sad  Melpomene !  . 
Huough  bron^  lyre  in  tragic  order  go. 

And  touch  the  strings  into  a  mystery ; 
Sound  mournfully  upon  the  ipirinds  and  low ; 

For  simple  Isabel  is  soon  to  be 
Among  the  dead :  she  withers,  like  a  palm 
Cue  by  an  Iiuiian  ibr  its  juicy  balm. 

LVII. 
O  leave.the  palm  to  wither  by  itself; 

Let  not  quick  Winter  chill  its  dying  hour! — 
It  may  not  be— those  Ba&lites  of  pelf. 

Her  brethren,  noted  the  continual  shower 
F»om  her  dead  eyes ;  and  many  a  curious  elf. 

Among  her  kindred,  wonder'd  that  sach  dower 
Of  youth  and  beauty  should  be  thrown  aside 
By  one  maik'd  out  to  be  a  Noble's  bride. 

LVIIL 
And,  furthermore,  her  brethren  wonder'd  much 

Why  she  sat  drooning^  by  the  Basil  green, 
And  why  il  flourish'a,  as  by  magic  touch ; 

Greatly  they  wonder'd  what  the  thing  might  mean : 
Tbey  could  not  surely  give  belief,  that  such 

A  very  nothing  woukl  have  power  to  wean 
Her  from  her  own  fair  youth,  and  pleasures  gay. 
And  even  remembrance  of  her  love's  delay. 

LIX. 

Therefore  they  walch'd  a  time  when  they  might  sift 
This  hidden  whim ;  and  long  they  watch'd  in  vain ; 

For  seldom  did  she  go  to  chapel-shrift. 
And  seldom  felt  she  any  hungeivpain ; 


And  when  she  left,  she  hurried  back,  as  swift 

As  bird  on  wing  to  breast  its  eggs'again ; 
And,  patient  as  a  hen-bird,  sat  her  there 
Beside  her  Basil,  weeping  through  her  hair. 

LX. 
Yet  they  contrived  to^teal  the  Basil-pot, 

And  to  examine  it  in  secret  place : 
The  thing  was  vile  with  green  and  livid  apol. 

And  yet  they  knew  it  was  Lorenao's  6ce 
The  guerdon  of  their  mttrder  thqr  had  got. 

And  so  left  Florence  in  a  mement's  space. 
Never  te  turn  again. — Awa^  they  went. 
With  blood  upon  their  head^  to  banishment 


LXL 
O  Melanofaoly,  turn  thine  eyeb  away! 
-    O  Music  Music  breathe  despondingly! 
0  Echc  Echo,  on  some  oihec  day»     *>  ' 

From  isles  Lethean,  sigh  to  u^--0  sigh ! 
Spirits  of  grief,  sing  not  your  **  We1)-a-way  !** 

For  Isabel,  sweet  babel,  will  die ;' 
Will  die  a  death  loo  kme  and  inoopiplete. 
Now  they  have  ta'en  aw^y  her  Basil  sweet 

LXU. 

Piteous  she  look'd  on  dead  and  seiMeleas  thi]%[s. 

Asking  for  her  lost  Basil  amorously ; 
And  with  melodious  chuckle  in  the  strings 

Of  her  lorn  voice  she  oftentimes  would  cry 
After  the  Pilgrim  in  his  wanderings. 

To  ask  him  where  her  Basil  was ;  end  why 
T  was  hid  from  her:  **  For  cruel  'tis,"  said  sbe^ 
**  To  steal  my  Basil-pot  away  from  me.** 

LXni. 

And  so  she  pined,  and  so  she  died  forbm. 
Imploring  lor  her  Basil  to  the  last 

No  4ieart  was  there  in  Florence  but  did  msiini 
In  pity  of  her  love,  so  overcast  , 

And  a  sad  ditty  of  thn  story  bom 
From  mouth  to  mouth  through  all  the  country 

Still  is  the  burthen  sung-***  O  cruelty. 

To  9teal  my  Basil-pot  away  from  me !" 


d 


a^fir  stir  of  Sbt  2lfin(0t 


<  Bt.  Aones*  EvB^Ah,  bitter  chill  ir  was ! 

[  The  owl,  ibr  all  his  feathers,  was  a-oold ; 
The  hare  limp'd  trembling  through  the  froaon  grass, 
And  silent  was  the  flock  in  woolly  fold : 
Numb  were  the  Beadsman's  Angers,  while  he  told 
Wb  rosary,  and  while  his  frosted  breath, 
like  pious  incense  from  a  censer  old, 
Seem'd  taking  flight  for  heaven,  without  a  death, 

tutt  the  sweet  Virgin's  picture,  while  his  psajrer  he 
saith.  ^ 

II. 
His  phiyer  he  saith,  this  patient,  hdy  man ; 
'JThen  takes  his  lamp,  and  riseth  from  his  knees. 
And  back  retumeth,  meager,  barefoot,  wan» 
Along  the  chapel  aisle  by  stow  degrees  : 


The  sculptured  dead,  on  each  side  seem  to  freaM 
Inbprison'd  in  black,  purgatorial  rails  : 
Knights,  ladies,  praying  in  dumb  orat'riea. 
He  passeth  by ;  and  his  weak  spirit  fails 
To  think  how  they  may  ache  in  icy  hoods  and  naik 

III. 

Northward  he  tumeth  through  a  little  door, 
.  And  scarce  three  steps,  ere  Music's  golden  tongue 
Flattered  to  tears  this  aged  man  aiid.  poor ; 
But  no — already  had  hiB  death-bell  rung ; 
The  joys  of  all  his  life  were  said  and  song : 
His  was  harsh  penance  on  St.  Agnes'  Eve : 
Another  way  he  went,  and  soon  among 
Rough  ashes  sat  he  for  his  sotil's  reprieve. 
And  all  night  kept  awake,  for  sianera'  sake  to  giievt 
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IV. 

That  andieiit  Boadinun  heud  the  prelude  soft; 
And  eo  it  chanced,  fi>r  many  a  door  waa  wide* 
From  hurry  to  and  &o.    Soon,  up  aloft. 
The  silver,  snarling  trumpets  'son  to  chide  t 
The  level  chambers,  ready  with  their  pride. 
Were  glowmg  to  receive  a  thousand  guests: 
The  carved  angels,  ever  eager^ed, 
Stared,  where  upon  their  heads  ths  cornice  resli. 
With  hair  blown  back,  and'wingi  put  cnN»wise  on 
.  ^ir  breasts. 


At  length  burst  in  the  argent  reveby, 
With  plome,  tiaia,  and  all  rich  srmy,' 
Numerous  as  shadows  haunting  fiarily  , 
The  brain,  new  stufi^d,  in  youthf-^Mnth  triumphs  gay 
Of  oM  romance.    These  let  us  wiA  away, 
And  turn,  soie-thoaghled,  lo  one  Lady  there, 
Whose  heart  had  brooded,  all  that  wintry  day, 
Oa  love,  and  wing*d  St.  Agnes*  saindy  care. 
As  ^e  had  heard  old  dames  full  mazty  times  declare^ 

VI. 

They  told  her  how,  upon  St  Agnes'  Eve, 
Toun^  virgins  might  have  visions  of  delight. 
And  soft  adorings  from  their  lovce  receive 
l^pon  the  honey'd  middle  of  the  night, 
If  oeBeiqonies  due  they  did  aright ; 
Aa,  supperlesB  to  bed  they  roust  retire. 
And  couch  supine  their  beauties  lily  white ; 
Nor  took  behind,  nor  aide  ways,  but  require 
Of  Heaven  with  upivardeyes  for  all  that  they  desire. 

VH. 

Full  of  this  whim  was  thoughtful  Madeline  t 
The  musie,  yearning  lika  a  God  in  pain. 
She  scarcely  heard  r  her  ^poaiden  ^es  divine, 
Fiz*d.on  the  floor,  saw  many  a  sweeping  train 
}  Pass  by — she  heeded  not  at  all :  in  vain 
Came  many  a  tiptoe,  amorous  cavalier, , 
And  back  retired ;  not  ooord  by  high  diadain. 
But  she  saw  not :  her  heart  was  otherwhere : 
She  ^igh'd  lor  Agnes'  dreams,  the  sweetest  of  the  year. 
■  • 

vni. 

She  danced  along  with  vague,  regardless  eyes, 
Annotts  her  lips,  her  breathing  quick  and  short: 
The  hallow'd  hour  was  near  at  hand :  she  aghs 
Amid  the  timbrel^  and  the  thronged  resort 
Of  whisperers  in  anger,  or  in  sport ; 
*Mid  looks  of  love,  defiance,  hate,  anji  scorn, 
HoodwinkM  with  fiiiry  fancy ;  all  amort. 
Save  10  St  Agn^  and  her  bmbs  unshorn. 
And  all  the  bliss  to  be  before  to-morrow  mom. 

IX 

So,  purposing  each  moment  to  retire. 
She  liiiger'd  still.    Meantime,  across  die  liioon. 
Had  come  young  Porphyro,  with  heart  on  $^ 
For  Madeline.     Beside  the  portal  doors, 
Bottr«ss*d  from  moonlight,  stands  he,  and  implores 
All  saints  lo  give  him  sight  of  Madeline, 
But  for  one  moment  in  the  tedious  hours, 
That  he  might  gaze  and  worship  all  unseen; 
Perchance  speak,  kneel,  touch,  kis^^in  sooth  such 
things  have  been 


X. 

He  venturea  m :  let  no  busz'd  whisper  tell : 
AH  eyes  be  muffled,  or  a  hundred  swords 
Will  storm  his  heart.  Love's  fev'rous  citadel . 
For  him,  those  chambeni  held  barbarian  hordes 
Hyena  foemen,  acd  hot-blooded  lofds. 
Whose  very  dogs  would  execrations  howl. 
Against  hii  lineage :  not  one  breast  afibrds 
Him  any  mercy,  in  that  roansiDn  foul,    ^ 
Save  one  old  beldamorweak  in  body  and  in  souL 

XI. 

Ah»  happy  chance !  the  aged  creature  came, 
Shuffling  along  with  ivory^ieaded  wand. 
To  where  he  stood,  hid  from  the  torch's  flame, 
Behind' a  broad  hali-piliar,  far  beyond 
The  sound  of  merriment  and  chorus  bland : 
He  startled  her:  but  so(ni  she  knew  his  face,  ' 
And  grasp'd  his  fingers  in  her  palsied  hand. 
Saying, "  Mercy,  Porphyro !  hie  diee  from  this  place ; 
They  aro  all  here  'to>night,  the  whole  bloodthinty 


raoe! 


I 


XII. 


"Get  hence!  get  hence!  there's  dwarfish  Hilde- 

brand ; 
He  had  a  fevec  late,  and  in  the  fit 
He  cursed  thee  and  thine,  both  house  and  lanll: 
Then  there's  that  old  Lord  Maurice,  not  a  whit 
More  lame  for  his  gray  hairs— Alas -me !  flit! 
Flit  like  a  ghost  away." — **  Ah,  gossip  dear, 
We're  safe  enough ;  here  in  (bis  arm-chair  sit, 
And  toll  me  hpw" — **  Good  Saints !  not  here,  not 

here; 
Follow  me,  child,  or  else  these  stones  will  be  thy  Vier.' 

Xill. 

He  fbllow'd'  through  a  lowly  arched  way. 
Brushing  the  cobwebs  with  his  lofty  plume. 
And  as  she  mutter'd  "  Well-a-i— well-a-day!*" 
He  found  him  in  a  litde  moonlit  room. 
Pale,  latticed,  chill,  and  silent  as  a 'tomb. 
''Now  tell  me  where  is  Madeline,"  said  he, 
"  O  toll  me,  Angela,  by  the  holy  loom 
Which  none  but  secret  sisterhood  may  see. 
When  they  St  Agnes'  wool  are  weaving  piously." 

XIV. 

**  St  Agnes !  Ah !  it  is  St  Agnes'  Eve— 
Yet  men  vrill  murder  upon  holy  days : 
Thou  must  hold  water  iu  a  witoh's -sieve. 
And  be  liege-lord  of  all  the  Elves  and  Fays^ 
To  venture  so :  it  fills  roe  wiUi  amaze 
To  see  thee,  Pbrphyro ! — St  Agnes'  Eve ! 
God's  help !  my  lady  fair  the  conjuror  plays 
This  very  night :  good  angels  her  deceive ! 
But  let  me  laugh  awhile,  I  'vb  mickle  time  to  grieve." 

XV. 

Feebly  she  laughedi  in  the  languid  moon, 
While  Porphyro  upon  her  flice  doth  look, 
like  puzzled  urchin  on  an  aged  crone 
Who  keepeih  closed  a  wondrous  riddlo-book. 
As  spectacled  she  sits  in  chimney-nook. 
But  soon  his  eyes  grew  brilliant  when  she  told 
His  lady's  purpose ;  and  he  scarce  could  brook 
Tearsi  at  the  thought  of  those  enchantmenfa  cold» 
And  Madeline  asleep  in  lap  of  legends  old. 

677 


46 


KEATS^S  POETICAL  WORKS. 


xvi. 

Sadden  a  thought  come  lik^  a  fu^-blown'ro■e, 
yioBhing  hit  brow,  and  in  his  pained  heart 
Made  purple  riot :  then  doih  he  propose 
A  stratagem,  that  makes  the  beldame  start : 
*'  A  cruel  man  and  impious  tLou  art : 
Sweet  lady,  let  her  play,  and  sleep,  bM  dream 
Alone  with  her  good  angels,  fiur  apart 
From  wicked  men  Eke  thee.    Go,  go ! — ^I  deem 
Thou  canst  not  surety  be  the  same  that  thoti  didst 
seem." 

xvn. 

"  I  will  not  harm  her,  by  all  saints  I  swear," 
Quoth  Porphyro:  **  O  may  i  ne'er  find  gra^ 
When  my  weak  voice  shall  whisper  its  last  prayer, 
If  one  of  her  soft  ringkls  I  displaoe. 
Or  look  with  ruffian  passion  in  her  iace : 
Good  Angela,  believe  me  bf  these  tean; 
Or  I  will,  even  in  a  moment's  spaoe. 
Awake,  with  horrid  shout,  my  foemen*s  ean, 
And  beard  them,  though  they  be  mere  iang'd  than 
wolves  and  bears." 

xvni. 

**  Ah !  why  wilt  thou  affright  a  feeble  soul  f 
A  poor,  weak,  palsy-stricken,  church-yard  thing. 
Whose  passing'bell  may,  ere  the  midnight,  tell ; 
Whose  prayers  ibr  thee,  each  mom  and  evening. 
Were  never  missU*'— Th^s  plaining,  doth  she 

bring 
A  gentler  speech  from  burning  I^orpbyro ; 
So  woful,  and  of  such  -deep  sorrowing, 
That  Angela  gives  premise  she  will  do 
Whatever  he  shall  wish,  betide  her  weal  «r  woa. 

Which  was,  to  lead  him,  in  close  secrecy, 
Even  ya  Madeline's  chamber,  and  there  hide 
Him  in  a  closet,  of.  such  privacy 
That  he  might  see  her  beauty  unespied. 
And  win  perhaps  that  night  a  peerless  bride. 
While  legion'd  fiiiries  {Mced  the  coverlet. 
And  pale  encliimtment  held  her  sleepy-eyed. 
Never  on  such  a  night  have  lovers  met. 
Since  Merlin  paid  his  Demon  all  the  monstrous  debt 

XX. 

*  It  shall  be  as  thou  wishest,*'  said  the  Dame : 
**  All  cates  and  dainties  shall  be  stored  there 
Quickly  on  this  fcast^tight :  by  the  tambour  frame 
Herr  own  lute  thou  wiit  see :  no  time  to  spare. 
For  I  am  slow  and  feeble,  and  scarce  dart 
On  such  a  catering  trust  my  dizzy  head. 
Wait  here,  my  child,  with  patience;  kneel  in  pmyer 
The  while :  Ah!  thou  must  needs  ihe  lady  wed. 
Or  may  I  never  leave  my  gmve  among  the  dead.** 

XXI. 

So  saying  idie  hobbled  off  with  busy  fear. 
The  lover's  endless  minutes  slowly  pass'd ; 
The  dame  retum*d,  and  whisper'd  in  his  eir 
To  follow  her ;  with  aged  eyes  aghast 
From  fright  of  dim  espial.    Safe  at  last. 
Through  many  a  duslqr  gallery,  they  gain 
The  maiden's-  chamber,  silken,  ikosh'd,  and  chaste ; 
Where  Florphyro  took  covert,  pleased  amain. 
His  poor  goide  hoiried  back  with  agues  in  her 


XXIL 

Her  falt'ring  hand  upon  the  balustradcc 
Old  Angela  was  f^Ung  for  the  stairs 
When  Madeline,  St  Agnes'  charmed  maid. 
Rose,  like  a  misswn'd  spirit,  unaware: 
Wii£  silver  taper's  light,  and  pious  care. 
She  tum'd,  and  dow^n  the  ageid  gossip  led 
To  a  safe  level  tiiatting.     Now  prepare, 
Toimg  Pbrphyro,  for  gazing  on  that  bed ; 
She  comes,  she  comes  again,  like  ling-dove  fity'd 
andfled- 

xxm. 

Out  went  the  taper  aa  she  hurried  in ; 

Its  little  smoke,  in  pallid  mooDshine,  died: 

She  closed  the  door,  she  pani^  all  akin 

To  spirits  of  the  air,  and  visions  wide : 

No  mter'd  syllable,  or,  woe  betide ! 
-    But  to  her  heart,  her  heart  was  voluble. 

Paining  with  eloquence  her  balmy  side; 

As  though  a  tonguelem  nightingale  should  swell 
Her  throat  in  vain,  and  die,  hearuotifled,  in  her  delL 

XXIV. 

A  casement  high  and  triple-aroh'd  there  waa* 
All  garianded  with  carven  imageries . 
Of  fruits,  and  flowers,  and  bunches  of  knot-grsss, 
And  dianionded  with  panes  of  quaint  device. 
Innumerable  of  stains  and  splendid  dyes. 
As  are  the  tiger-moth's  deep-damask'd  wings ; 
And  in  the  midst,  'mong  thousand  heraldries^ 
And  twilight  saints,  and  dim  emblaaonings, 
A  shielded  scutcheon  blush'd  with  blood  of  queens 
and  Jungs. 

XXV.     , 

Full  on  this  casement  shone  the  wintiy  moon. 
And  threw  warm  gules  on  Madeline's  fair  breast. 
As  down  she  knelt  for  heaven's  grace  and  boon : 
Rose-bloom  fell  on  her. hands,  together  prest, 
And  on  her  silver  cross  soft  amethyst. 
And  on  her  hair  a  glory,  like  a  saint : 
She  seem'd  a  splendid  angel,  newly  drest. 
Save  wings,  for  heaven : — POrphyro  grew  ftint : 
She  knelt,  so  pure  a  thing;  so  free  from  mortal  laint 

.XXVL 

Anon  his  heart  revives :  her  vespers  done. 
Of  all  its  wreathed  p^rls  her  hair  she  frees ; 
Unclasps  her  wanned  jewels. one' by  one; 
Loosens  her  fragrant  boddice ;  by  degrees 
Her  rich  attire  creeps  nistUng  to  her  knees : 
Half^hidden,  like  a  meimaid  in  aea-weed, 
'  Pensive  awhile  she  dream*  anvke,  and  sees, 
In  fancy,  fair  St  Agnes  in  her  bed. 
But  dares  not  look  behind,  or  all  the  chann  ia  fled. 

XXVII. 

Soon,  trembling  in  her  soft  and  chilly  nest. 
In  sort  of  wakeful  swoon,  perplex'd  she  lay. 
Until  the  poppiod  warmth  of  sleep  Appress'd 
Her  soothed  limbs,  and  soul  fatigued  av^-ay ; 
Flown,  like  a  thought,  until  the  morrow-dsy ; 
Blissfully'  haven'd  both  from  joy  and  pain ; 
Clasp'd  like  a  missal  where  swart  Paynims  praj 
Blinded  alike  fiom  sunshine  and  from  rain, 
Aa  though  a  rase  should  shut,  and  be  a  bud  agwi^ 
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StoYn  to  this  paradise^  and  n  entranced, 
Forphyio  gaied  upoinier  empty  dnm. 
And  Iwten'd  to  her  breathing,  tf  it  chanced  . 
To  wake  into  a  felnmberoua  tenderaeas ; 
Which  when  he  heard,  that  minute  did  he  blc«, 
And  breathed  himseif:  then  from  the  cloaet  crept, 
Ncnmlesi  q^  lear  iu  a  wide  wihlemei^ 
And  over  tlie  huab'd  carpet,  nlent,  slept. 
And- 'tween  the  cuitaina  peep'd,  where,  lo ! — ^how  ftst 
the  alept 

XXIX.    . 
Then  by  the  bed«de,  where  the  ftded  mooD  * 
Made  a  dim,  aiWer  twilight,  eoft  he  let 
A  table,  and,  half  aaguiih'd,  threw  thereon  • 
A  cloth  of'Wpven  crimton,  ^Id,  and  jet:— 
O  fyr  some  drowiy  Morphean  amulet ! 
I  The  boisterooi,  midnight,  fiMtive  clarion, 
[  The  kettleninim,  and  far-heard  clarionet, 
Afiiay  his  ean,  though  but  in  dying  tone  >- 
IQie  baU-door  shuts  again>  and  all  the  poiM  is  goine. 

.   XXX. 

And  stiU  she  slept  an  aature-lidded  sleep^ 
In  blanched  linen,  smooth,  and  lavender  d. 
While  he  fragd  forth  the  ckset  brought  a  hem) 
Of  candied  apple,  quince,  and  plum,  and  gourd; 
With  jellies  seolher  than  the  creamy  cqrd, 
'And  Ipcid  syrops,  tinct  with  cinnamon ; 
BAanna  anid  datee^  in  argosy  tiansferr'd  . 
From  Fez;  and  spiced  dainties,  every  one. 
From  sOken  Samarcadd  to  cedar'd  Tjuhaniip. 

XXXL  ' 

These  delicateelie  heap'd  with  glowing  hand  . 
On  golden  dishbs  and  in  baskets  bright 
Of  wreathed  silyer :  sumptuous  they  stimd 
In  the  retired  qniift  of  the  night, 
f  iHing  the  chilly  room  with  perfume  light-— 
**  And  now,  my  love,  my  seraph  fiur,  awake ! 
Thou  art  my  heaven,  and  I  thine  eremite : 
Open  thine  eyes,  lor  meek  6l  Agnes'  sake. 
Or  I  shall  drowse  beside  thee^  so  my  soul  doth  ache." 

XXXII. 

Thus  whispering,  his  warm,  unnerved  aim 
Sank  in  her  pillow.    Shaded  was  her  dream 
Bf  the  dbsk  ^urtains: — 'twas  a  midnight  charm 
Impossible  to  melt  as  iced  stream : 
The  lustrous  salvers  jA  the  moonlight  gleam; 
Broad  golden  fringe  upon  the  carpet  lies : . 
It  seem'd  he  never,  never  could  redeem 
From  such  a  stedfast  spell  his  lady's  eyes ;  . 
So  mused  awhilOi  entoil'd  in  woofed  ^phantasiea 

xxxin. 

Awakening  up,  he  took  her  hollow  lute« — 
Tumultuous, — and,  in  chords  that  tenderest  be. 
He  play*d  an  ancient. ditty,  long  since  mote. 
In  Provence  call'd, "  La' belle  dame  sans  mercy  ;** 
Close  to  her  ear  touching  the  melody ; — 
Wherewith  disturbed,  she  utter*d  a  sofl  moan : 
He  ceased — she  panted  quick — and  suddenly 
Her  blue  affrayed  eyes  wide  open  shone : 
Upon  his  kn^es  he  sank,  pale  as  smooth-sculptured 
stone. 


XXXIV. 

Her  eyes  were  open,  bat  she'  still  beheld,    ' 
Now  wide  awake,- the  vision  of  her  sleep : 
There  was  a  psinful  changer  that  nigh  ezpell'd 
The  bUsses  of -her  dream  so  pure  and  deep^ 
At  which  fair  Madeline  began  to  weep» 
And' moan  forth  witless  words  with  many  a  sigh ; 
While  sdll  her  gaxe  on  FOqihyro  would  keep; 
Who  knelt,  with  joined  bands  and  piteous  eye. 
Fearing  to  move  or  speak,  she  look'd  so  dreania^y. 

XXXV. 

**  Ah,  Porphyro  !**  said  she*  "  but  eveti.B0w 
Thy  voice  was  at  sweet  tremble  ia>  mine  ear» 
Made  tunable  with  every  sweetest  vow ; 
And  those  sad  eyes  were  spiritual  and  clear : 
How  changed  thou  art !  how  pallid,  chill,  and  drear! 
Give  me  that  voice  again,  my  P6rphyio, 
Those  looks  immortal,  those  complaimngs  dear  I 

0  leave  me  not  in  this  eternal  woe,    . 

For  if  thou  diest,  n^y  Love,  I  know  not  v^here  to  go.** 

XXXVL 

Beyond  a  mortal  roan  impassion*d'  far 
At  these  voluptuous  accents,  he  arose. 
Ethereal,  flushed,  and  like  a  throbbing  star 
Seen  *mid  the  sapphire  heaven's  deep  repose ; 
Into  her  dream  he  melted,  as  the  Jose 
mendetL  its  odor  with  the  violet,*—  ' 

Solution  sweet:  meantime  the  frosl-wind  blows 
like  Love's  alarum  pattering  the  sharp  deet 
Against  the  window-panes ;  St  Agnee'motNuhathsei 

xxxvn. 

T'm  dariE:  quick  pattereth  the  flaw-blown  deet* 
*' This  is.no  dream,  my  bride,  my  Madeline !" 
Tis  dark:  the  iced  gusts  stifl  rave  and  beat . 
"  No  dream,  alas !  alas !  and  woe  is  mine  f 
Pbrphyro  will  leave  me  here  to  fade  and  pine.— i- 
Cruel !  what  traitor  could  thee  hither  bring? 

1  curM  not,  for  my  heart  is  lost  in  thine. 
Though  thoii  fbrsakest  a  deceived  thing ; — 

A  dove  forlorn  and  lost  with  sick  unpnined  wing.** 

• 

XXXVTIL 

"  My  Madeline !  sweet  dreamer !  lovely  bride ! 
Say,  may  I  be  for  aye  thy  vassal  blest! 
Thy  beauly's  shield,  heart-shaped  and  vermeil  dyed 
Ah,  silver  shrine,  here  will  I  take  my  rest 
AfVer  so  many  hours  of  toil  and  quest, 
A  &mish'd  pilgrim, — saved  by  miracle. 
Though  I  have  found,  I  will  not  rob  thy  nest 
Saving  of  thy  sweet  self;  if  thou  think'st  well 
To  trust,  &i'r  Madeline,  to  no  rude  infidel.'' 

xxxix. 

**Hark !  'tis  an  elfin-stonn  from  fairy-land 
Of  haggard  seeming,'  but  a  boon  indeed : 
Arise — arise !  the  morning  is  at  hand ; — 
The  bloated  wassailers  will  never  heed  s-^ 
Let  us  away,  my  k)ve,  with  happy  speed , 
There  are  no  ears  to  hear,  or  eyes  to  see,— 
Drown'd  all  in  Rhenish  and  the  sleepy  mead  - 
Awake !  arise !  my  love,  and  fearless  be^ 
For  o'er  the  southefn  moors  I  have  a  home  for 

578 


<« 


KEATS'd  POETICAL  WORKS. 


She  hunieii  at  his  ^ords,  beset  widi  fean^ 
For  there  were  sleeping  dragons  all  aroond. 
At  glaring  watch,  perhaps,  with  ready 
Down  the  wide  stairs  a  darkling  way  Uiey  ibundr-r 
In  all  the  house  was  heard  no  human- sound. 
A  chain-dropp'd  lamp  was  ffickering  by  each  door ; 
The  arras,  rich  with  horseman,  hawk,  and  hound. 
Fluttered  in  the  besieging  wind's  uproar; 
And  the  long  carpeia  rose  idong  the  gualy  floor. 

They  glide,  like  phmUoms,  into  the  wide  hall ; 
Like  phantoms  to  the  iron  porch  they  glide» 
Where  lay  the  Porter,  in  uneasy  sprawl, 
With  a  huge  empty  flagon  by  his  side :       . 


The  wakeful  bloodhonod  roee^and  riKiok  Iw  hidt 
But  his  sagacious  eye  an  inmate  owns : 
By  one,  and  one,  the  bolts  full  easy  slide  ^o 
The  chmns  lie  silent  on  the  Ibot-wom  stones. 
The  key  tunis,  and  the  door  upon  its  falngea  graana 

XUL 

And  they  are  gon*:  ay,  ages  long  ago 
These  loTors  fled  away  into  the  storoL 
That  night  the  Baron  dreamt  of  many  a  ^toe. 
And  all  his  warrior^ests,  with  shade  and  form 
Of  witch,  and  demon,  and  laige  ooffin-worai. 
Were  long  be-nightmared.    Angela  the  old 
Died  palsy-twitch'd,  witk  meagre  face  defbm. 
The  Beadsman,  after  thousand  aves  told. 
For  aye  oosought-for  slept  among  his  ashes  «old. 


mmtvion: 


BOOK  I. 


Deep  in  th^  shady  sadness  of  a  vale  ' 
Far  sunken  from  the  healthy  breath  of  mom, 
Flsr  from  the  fiecy  noon,  and  eve's  one  star, 
I  Sot  gray-hair'd  Saturn,  quiet  as  a.stone, 
'  Still  as  the  silence  roiind  about  his  lair ; 
Forest  on  forest  hung  about  his  head 
like  cloud  on  cloud.     No  stir  of  air  was  there. 
Not  so  much  life  as  on  a. summer's  day 
Robs  not  one  light  seed  from  the  feather'd  grass. 
But  where  the  dead  leaf  fell,  there  did  it  rest. 
A  stream  went  voiceless  by,  still  deadebed  more 
By  reason  of  his  &llen  divinity 
Spreading  a  shade :  the  Naiad  'mid  her  reeds 
Ptass'd  her  oold  finger  closer  to  her  lips. 

Along  the  margin-sand  large  foot-marks  went. 
No  further  than  to  where  liis  feet  had  strey'd, ' 
And  slept  there  siace.     Upon  the  sodden  ground 
His  old  right* hand  lay  nerveless,  listless,  dead, 
Unsceptred ;  and  his  realmless  eyes  were  closed ; 
While  his  bow'd  head  seem'd  list'ning  to -the  Earth, 
His  ancient  mother,  for  some  comfort  yet 

It  seem'd  no  force  could  wake  him  from  \m  place ; 
Bat  there  oame  one,  who  with  a  kindred  hand 
Touch'd  his  wide  shoulders,  afler  bending  low 
With  reverence,  though  to  one  who  knew  it  not. 
She  was  a  Goddess  of  the  infant  worid ; 
By  her  in  stature  the  tall  Anmzon 
Had  stood  a  pigmy's  height :  she  would  have  ta'en 
Achillea  by  the  hair  and  bent  his  neck ; 


*  If  any  apolofEy  be  tboufht  necessary  for  the  appear* 
anoe  of  the  iinAniiihed  poem  of  HrPERroif,  the  publifhers 
beg  to  state  that  they  alone  are  responsible,  aa  it  was  print- 
ed at  their  particular  request,  and  contrary  tn  tlw  wiah  of 
the  author.  The  poem  was  intended  to  hav6  been  of 
equal  length  with  Endtmion.  but  the  reception  iriven  to 
that  work  discourafed  the  author  from  proceeding. 


Or- with  a  finger  sttty'd  Izion*s  wbeeL 
Her  fiu^e  was  large  as  that  of  Mempliiaii  spUni, 
Pedestall'd  haply  in  a  palace-oourt. 
When  sages  kok'd  to  Egypt  for  their  \pre. 
But  oh !  how  unlike  marble  vf/m  that  face: 
How  beautiful,  if  Sorrow  had  not  made* 
Sorrow  tnore  beautiful  than  Beauty's  self 
There  was  a  listening  fear  in  her 'regard. 
As  if  calamity  had  but  began ; 
As  if  tl^'vanward  elouds  of  evil>daya 
Had  spent  their  naliQe,  and  the  sullen  Tear 
Was  with  its  stored  thunder  laboring  upw 
One  hand  she  presa'd  upon  that  aching  spot 
Where  beats  the  hriman  heart,  as  if  just  that. 
Though  an  immortal,  she  felt  cruel  paoi : 
The  other  upon  Satum'a  bended  neck 
She  laid,  and  to  the  I#vel  of  his  ear 
Leaning  with  parted  lips,  some  wonb  she  spake 
In  solemn  teix>r  and  deep  oigan^tone  : 
Some  mourning  words,  which  in  our  feeble  tonga 
Would  come  in  these  like  accents ;  O  bow  frail 
To  that  large  utterance  of  the  early  Gods ! 
**  Saturn,  look  up  .'-^though  wherefore,  poor  old  Eiog 
I  have  no  comfort  for  thee,  no  not  one : 
I  cannot  say,  *  O  wherefore  sleepest  thoo  I 
For  heaven  ia  parted  from  thee,  and  the  earth 
Knows  thee  not,  thus  ailiicted,  for  a  Gbd ; 
And  ocean  too,  with  all  its  s6lemn  noise. 
Has  from  thy  sceptre  pan'd ;  and  aU  the  air 
Is  emptied  of  thine  hoaiy  msyesty'. 
Thy  thunder,  o(Miscious  of  the  new  command. 
Rumbles  reluctant  o'er  our  follen  house ; 
And  .thy  sharp  lightning  in  unpractised  hands 
Scorches  and  burns  our  once  serene  domain. 
O  aching  time !  O  moments  big  as  years ! 
All  as  ye  pass  swell  out  the  monstrous  truth. 
And  press  it  so  upon  our  weary  griefi 
That  unbelief  has  not  a  space  to  breathe. 
Saturn,  sleep  on .— O  thoughtless,  why  didl 
Thus  violate  thy  slumbrous  solitude  t 
Why  should  I  ope  thy  melancholy  eyes! 
Saturn,  sleep  on !  While  at  thy  foot  I  weepw" 
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As  wheli,  upon  a  tnnead  ramiiMr-liighti 
Thflie  green-robed  tenatorB  of  nvighty  woocbi 
Tall  oakt,  braAeb-charmed  by  the  eameet  itan, 
Dream,  and  ao  dream  all  night  without  a  8tic»  - 
Save  irom  ane  gradual  aolifeary  gust 
Which  cofDM  upon  the  silence,  and  dies  off. 
As  if  the  ebbing  air  had  but  one  wave :  ' 
So  came  these  words  and  wenti  the  while  in  teaia 
She  loaeh'd  her  fair  large  forehead  to  the  grouDd* 
Just  where  her  falling  hair  might  be  oais];»ead 
A  soil  and  silken  mat  for  Saturn's  feet 
One  moon,  with  alternation  slow,  had  shed 
Her  silver  seasons  four  upon  the  night. 
And  «till  these  two  were  postured  motionless. 
Like  natural  sculpture  in. cathedral  eavem ; 
The  fhNWi  God  still  couchant  on  the  earth. 
And  |he  sad  Goddess  weeping  at  his  feet : 
Until  at  length  old  Saturn  lifted  up 
His  fiided  eyes,  and  saw  his  kingdom  gone. 
And  all  the  gloom  and  sorrotv  of 'the  place. 
And  thai  filir  kneeling  Goddess ;  anti  then  spake 
As  with  a  palsied  tongue,  fOnd  \vhile  his  beard.     < 
Siook  horrid  with  such  aspen-malady : 
"O  tender  spouse  of  gold  Hyperion, 
Thea,  I  ftel  thea  ere  I  see  thy  face ; 
Look  up»  and  let  m^-see  our  doom  in  it ; 
Look  up,  and  tell  me  if  this  feeble  shape 
Is  Satara*8  y  tell  roe,  if  thou  hear'sC  the  voice.  % 
Of  Saturn  {  tell  me,  if  this  wrinkling  brow, 
Naked  and  bare  of  its  great  diadem, 
Peen  like  the  frgnt  of  Saturn.     Who  had  power 
To  make  me  desolate  ?  whence  came  the  strength  ? 
Howjwaa  it  nurtured  to  ^uch  bunting  forth, 
WhOe  Fate  seem'd  suan^ed  in  my  nervous  grasp  ? 
But  it  is- so ;  and  I  ^m  smothered  up, 
And  buried  from  all  godlike  exercise 
Of  influence  benign  on  planets  pale, 
Of  admonitions  to  the  winds  and^seas. 
Of  peaceful  sw^y  above  man's  harvesting. 
And  all  .those  acts  which  Deity  supreme 
Doth  ease  its  heart  of  love  in>-^l  am  gone 
Away  from  my  own  bosom :  I,  have  left 
My  strong  idantity,  my  real  self. 
Somewhere  between  tbte  throne,  and  where  I  sit 
Here  on  this  spot  of  earth. ,  Search,  Th^a,  search ! 
Open  thine  eyes  eteine,  and  sphere  them  round 
Upon  all  space :  space  starr'd,  and  lorn  of  light : 
Space  region'd  with  life-air :  and  barren  void ; 
Spaces  of  fire,  and  all  the  yawn  of  hell — • 
Search,  Thea,  search !  and  tell  mes  if  thou  seest 
A  certain  shape  or  shadow,  making  way 
With  wings,  or  chariot  fierce  to  repossess 
A  heaven  he  lost  erewhile :  it  must — it  must 
Be  of  ripe  progress — Saturn  must  be  King. 
Tea,  there  must  be  a  golden  victory ; 
There  must  be  Gods  thrown  down,  and  trumpets 

blown 
Of  triumph  calm,  and  hymns  of  festival 
Upon  the  goM  elouds  meuopolitan, 
Voices  of  sofl  proclaim,  and  silver  stir 
Of  stnngs  in  hollow  shells ;  and  there  shall  be 
Beautiful  things  made  Ihew,  for  the  surprise 
Of  the  sky-children ;  I  will  give  command : 
Thea '  Thea !  where  is  Saturn  ? " 

Thi»  Y^maum  lifted  him  upon  bis  feet. 
And  mode  his  hands  to  struggle  in  the  air. 


His  Drtiid  lacks  lo  ibahe  ^d  ooie  with  swMt» 

His  eyes  to  fever  out,  his  voice  to  ceeae. 

He  stood,  and  heard  net  Thea's  sobbing  deepi 

A  little  time,  and  then  again  he  snatch'd 

Utterance  thus : — **  But  cannot  I  create  t 

Cannot  I  form  7  Cannot  I  fi|bhion  fi>rih 

Another  woAd,  another  universe. 

To  overbear  aqd  crumbl'e  this  to  naught  ? 

Where  is  pother  chaos?  Where  ? "-^That  won! 

Found  way  unto  Olympus,  and  made  quakd 

The  rebel  three.    'ThcHS  was  startled  up. 

And  in  ner  bearing  was  a  sort'of  hope. 

As  thus  she  quick-voiced  spake,  yet  full  of  awe. 


"  This  cheers  our  fallen  house :  come  to  our : 

0  Saturn !  come  away,  and  give  them  heart ; 

1  know  the  covert,  fbrthence  came  I  hither." 
Thus  brief;  then  with  beseeching  eyes  she  went 
With  backward  footing  through  the  shade  a  space . 
He  followed,  and  she  tam'd  to  lead  the  yny 
Through  aged  boughs,  that  yield^  like  the  mist 
Which  eagles  cleave,  upmounting  from  their  nest 

Meanwhile  in  other  realips  big  tears  were  sbed» 
More  sorrow  like  to  this,  and  such  like  woe. 
Too  huge  for  mortal  tongue  or  pei\  o£  scribe : 
The  Titans  fierce,  self-hid,  or  prison-bound, 
Groan'd  for  the  old  allegiance  once  more, 
And  listen'd  in  sharp  pain  for  Saturn's  voice. 
But  one  of  the  whole  mammoth-brood  still  kepi 
His  sov'reignty,  and  rule,  and  majesty ; — 
Blazing  Hyperion  on  his  orbed  fire 
Still  sat,  still  snufTd  the  incense,  teeming  up 
From,  man  to  the  sun's  God ;  yet  unsecure : 
For  as  among  us  mortals  omens  drear 
Fright  and  perplex,  so  alao  shudder'd  he— 
Not  at  dog's  howl,  or  gloom-bird's  hated  screech. 
Or  the  familiar  visiting  of  oae 
Upon  the  first  toll  of  his  passing-bell,- 
Or  prophesyings  of  the  midnight  lamp ; 
But  hurroiB,  portion'd  tp  a  giant  nerve. 
Oft  made  Hyperion  ache.     His  palace  bright, 
•Bastion'd  with  pyramids  of  glowing  gold, 
And  louch'd  with  shade  of  bronzed  obelisks, 
Glared  a  blood-red  through  all  its  thousand  oourti, 
Arches,  and  domes,  and  fiery  galleries ; 
And  all  its  curtains  of  Aurorian  dcmds 
Flush'd  angerly :  while  sometimes  eagles*  wings. 
Unseen  before  by  Gods  or  vvondering  men, 
Darken'd  the  place ;  and  neighing  speeds  were  heardf 
Not  heard  before  by  Gods  or  wondering  men. 
Also,  when  he  would  taste  ihe  spicy  wreaths 
Of  incense,  breathed  aloft  from  sacred  hills, 
Instead  of  sweets,  his  ample  palate  took 
Savor  of  poisonous  brass  and  metal  sick : 
And  so,  when  harbor'd  in  the  sleepy  west. 
After  the  ft^U  cprapletion  of  fair. day, —    - 
For  rest  divine  upou  eialted  couch. 
And  slumber  in  the  arms  of  melody. 
He  paced  away,  the  -pleasant  hours  of  ease 
With  stride  colossal,  on  from  hall  to  hall; 
While  far  within  each  aisle  and  deep  recess, 
His  winged  minions  in  close  clusten  stood,    . . 
Amazed  and  full  of  fear ;  like  anxious  men 
Who  on  wide  plains  gather  in  panting  troops. 
When  earthquakes  jar  their  battlements  and  tovm^ 
Even  now,  while  Saturn,  roused  from  icy  trance^ 
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Went  tftoo  for  step  with  Thea  throng  the  woodsy 
Hyperion,  leaving  twilight  in.  the  reu; 
Came  slope  upon. the  threshold  of  the  west; 
Then,  as  was  wont,  his  palace-door  flew- ope 
In  smoothed  silence,  save  what  solemn  tubes, 
Blown  by^  the  serious  Zephyrs,  ga\'e  o(  sweet 
And  wandering  sounds,  slow-breathed  melodies ; 
And  like  a^rose  in  vermeil  tint  and  shape. 
In  fhigrance  soft,  and  coolness  to  the  eye, 
That  inlet  lo  severe  magnificenoe 
Stood  full-blown,  for  the'  God  to  enter  in. 

He  enter'd,  but  he  enter'd  full  of  wrath ; 
BQfl  flaming  robes  streamed  out  beyond  tiis  heels, 
And  gave  a  roar,  as  if  of  earthly  fire, 
That  scared  away  the  meek  ethereal'  Houni 
And  made  their  dove-wings  tremble.    On  he  flared, 
Froip  stately  nave  to  nave,  Irom  Vault  to  vault, 
Through  bowers  of  fragrant  and  enwreathed  light. 
And  diamond-paved  lustrous  long  arcades, 
Until  he  reach'd  the  ^reat  main  cupola ; 
There  standing  fierce  beneath,  he  stamp'd  his  foot, 
And  from  the  basements  deep  to  the  high  towers 
Jajyd  his  own  golden  region ;  and  -before 
The  quavering  thunder  thereupon  had  ceased. 
His  voice  leapt  out,  despite- of  godlike  curb. 
To  this  result :  *'  O  dreams  of  day  and  night ! 
O  monstrous  forms !  O  effigies  of  pain ! 
O  spectres  bu^  in  a  cold,  cold  gloom! 

0  lanitear'd  Phantoms  of  black-weeded  pools ! 
Why  do  I  know  ye  ?  why  have  I  seen  ye  f  why 
Is  my  eternal  essence  thus  distraught 

To  see  and  to  behold  these  horrors  newt 
Saturn  ia  fallen,  am  I  too  to  foil  f 
Am  I  to  leave  this  haven  of  my  rest, 
"Hus  cradle  of  my  glory,  this  soft  clime. 
This  calm  luxuriance  of  blissful  light. 
These  crystalline  pavilions,  and  pure  fonesi 
Of  all  my  lucent  empire  7  It  is  left 
Deserted,  void,  nor  any  haunt  of  mine. 
The  blaze,  the  splendor,  and  the  symmetry, 

1  cannot  see — but  darkness,  death  and  darkness. 
Even  here,  into  my  ccntl«  of  repose, 

The  shady  visions  come  to  domineer, 

Insult, 'and  blind,  and  stifle  up  my  pomp — 

Fall! — ^No,  by  Tellus  and  her  briny  robes! 

Over  the  fiery  frontier  of  my  realms 

I  will  advance  a  terrible  ri^t  arm 

Shall  scare  that  in&nl  thunderer,  rebel  JOve, 

And  bid  old  Saturn  take  his  throne  again." — 

He  spake,  apd  ceased,  the  while  a  heavier  threat 

Held  struggle  with  his  throat,  but  came  not  forth ; 

For  as  in  theatres  of  crowded  men 

Hubbub  increases  more  they  call  out  **  Hush !" 

So  at  Hyperion's  words  the  Phantoms  pale 

Bestirr'd  themselves,  thrice  horrible  and  cold  ; 

And  fiom  the  mirror'd  level  where  he  stood 

A  mist  arose,  (yi  from  a  scummy  marsh. 

At  this,  through  all  his  bulk  an  agony 

Crept  gradual,  from  the  feet  unto  the  crown^ 

like  a  lithe  serpent  vast  an^  muscular    ' 

Making  slow  way,  wjth  head  and  neck  convulsed    - 

From  overstrained  ihighL    Released,  he  fled 

To  the  eastern  gates,  and  full  six  dewy  hours 

Before  the  dawn  in  seawm  due  should  blush, 

Ha  breathed  fieioe  breath  against  the  sleepy;  portals. 
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Clear'd  them  of  heavy  vapon,  binst  them  wide 
Suddenly  on  the  ocean's  chilly  streams. 
The  planet  orb  of  fire,  whneon  he  rode 
Each  day  fiom  east  to  west  the  heavena  «**'«i<^ 
Spun  round  in  sable  curtaining  of  clouds ;  ■ 
^ot  therefore  veiled  quite,  blindfold,  and  hid. 
But  ever  and  anon  ^e  glandng  spheies, 
Circles,  and  arcs,  and  broad-belting  ooluie, 
Glow*d  through,  and  wrought  upon  the 
Sweet-shaped  lightnings  from  the  nadir  deep 
Up  U>  the  zenith,— hieroglyphics  old. 
Which  sagas  and  keen-eyed  ascrologem 
Then  living  on  the  earth,  with  laboring  tiioqghl 
Won  from  the  gaze  of  many  centuries : 
Now  lost,  save  what  we  find  on  remmnis  bnge 
Of  stone,  or  marble  swart ;  their  ilnport 
Their  wisdom  long  since  fled. — ^Two  wings 
Possess'd  for  glory,  two  fair  argent  wiags^ 
Ever  exalted  at  the  God's  approach : 
And  now,  from  forth  the  gloom  dieir  pliunaa  i 
Rose,  one  by  one,  till  all  outspreaded 
While  still  the  dazzling  globe  maihtainM 
Awaiting  for  Hyperion's  commandt 
Fain  would  he  have  commanded,  find  took 
And  bid  the  day  begin,  if  but  for  change. 
He  might  no^: — No,  though  a  primeval  God: 
The  siicred  seasons  might  not  be  diftorb'd. 
Therefore  the  operations  of  the  dawn 
Stay'd  in  their  birth,  even  as  here  'Iis4i^. 
Those  silver  wings  expanded  sisteriy. 
Eager  •to  sail  their  orb;  Che  porches  wide 
Open'd  upon  the  dusk  demesnes  of  night 
And  the  bright  Tita2,  frenzied  with  new 
Unused  to  bend,  by  bard  compulsion  bant 
His  spirit  tp  the  sorrow  of  the  time ; 
And  all  along  a  dismal  rack  of  dquds, 
Upon  the  boundaries  of  day  and  oight^ 
He  streich'd  himself  in  griff -and  ramnoe  foinL 
There  as  he  lay,  die  Heaven  with  its  slais 
Look'd  down  on  him  with  piiy,  and  the  voice 
Of  CgbIus,  from  the  universal  space. 
Thus  whisper'd  low  and  solemn  in  bis  ear.   . 
**  O  brightest  of  my  children  dehr,  earth-bom 
And  sky-eiigender'd.  Son  of  Mysteries 
All  unrevealed  even  to  the  powers  , 

Which  met  at  thy  creating !  at  whose  jtljrs 
And  palpitations  sweet,  and  pleasures  soft, 
1,  Ccdus,  wonder,  hew  they  came  aiMl  vdienop ; 
And  at  the  frails  thereof  what  shapes  they  be. 
Distinct,  and  visible ;  symbols  divine, 
Manifestations  of  that  beauteous  lifo 
Dififused  unseeif  throughout  eternal  space; 
Of  these  new-fbrm'd  art  thou,  oh  brightest  diikl ! 
Of  these,  thy  brethren  and  the  Goddesses! 
There  is  sad  feud  among  ye,  and  rebeUion 
Of  son  agauist  bis  sire.     I  saw  him  fiidt   ' 
I  saw  my  first-born  tumbled  from  his  throne !  . 
To  me  his  arms  were  spread,  lo  me  his  voice 
.Found  way  from  forth  the  thunders  round 
Pale  \v'ox  1,  and  in  vapors  hid  my  face. 
Art  thou,  ioo,  near  such  .doom  t  vague  feer  ilievie  is 
For  I  have  seen  my  sons  most  unlike  Gods. 
Divine  ye  were  created,  and  divine 
In  sad  demeanor,  solemn,  nndisturb'd, 
UnrufiSed,  Uke  high  Gods,  ye  lived  and  ruMi 
Now  I  bdiold  in  yon,  fear,  hope*  and  wrsth; 
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Actions  of  ngt  and  pMiion ;  eT«n  «t 
I  999  tlieni»  on  the  mortal  worid  benMitli, 
In  men  who  die. — ^This  is  the  grie(  O  Son ! 
Sad  sign  of  i^iiin»  sudden  dismay,  and  &U ! 
Yet  de  thou  strive ;  as  ihoa  art  Capable, 
As  thou  oaoat  move' about,  an  evident  God ; 
Ai!«l  eant  oppose  to  each  malignant  hour 
Ethereal  presence  9— I  am  but  a  voice ; 
My  liie  is  but  the  life  of  winds  and  tides. 
No  more  than  winds  and  tides  can  I  avail  »— 
But  thou  canst^-rBe  thou  therefore  in  the  vsn 
Of  circumatance ;  yea,  ieise  the  arrow's  barb 
Before  the  tpnse  string  munttur. — ^To  the  earth! 
For  there  thou  wilt  find  Saturn,  and  his  woes. 
Meantime  I  will  keep  watch  on  thy  bright  sun, 
And  of  thy  seasbns  be  a  careful  nurM." — 
Ere  half  this  re^n-whisper  had  come  down, 
Hyperion  arose,  and  on  the  stars 
lifW  his  curved  lids,  and  kept  them  wide 
Until  it  ceased ;  and  siill  he  kept  them  wide: 
And  still  they  were  the  same  bright,  patient  sian. 
Then  with  a  slow  incline  of  his  broad  breast. 
Like  to  a  diver  in  the  pearly  seas, 
Forward  he  stoop'd  over  the  airy  shore. 
And  plunged  all  noiseless  into  the  deep  night 
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JofiT  at  the  selfsame  beet  of  Time*a  wide  wings 
Hyperion  slid  into  the  nisded  air, 
And  datum  gain'd  with  Thea  that  sad  place 
Where  Cybele  and  the  bruised  Titans  moum'd. 
It  wos  a  den  where  no  insulting  light 
Could  glimmer  on  their  .tears;  where  their  own  groans 
Tbey  f^It,  but  heard  not,  for  the  solid  roar 
Of  thunderous  waterfalls  and  torrenis  hoarae. 
Pouring  a  constant  bulk,  uncertain  where. 
Crag  jutting  forth  to  crag,  and  rocks  that  seem'd 
Ever  as  if  just  rising  from  a  sleeps 
Forehead  to,  fbi^head  held-  their  monstrous  horns ; 
And  thus  ih  thoqsand  hugest  phantasies 
Made  a  fit  roofing  A>  this  nest  of  woe. 
Instead  of  thrones,  hard  ^int  they  qat  upon. 
Couches  of  rugged  stone,  and  slaty  ridge 
Stubbom'd  with  iron.    All  were  not  assemblod : 
Some  chain'd  -in  torture,  and  some  wandering. 
Coens,  and  Gyges,  and  Briareiis, 
Typhon,  and  Dolor,  and  Porphyrion, 
With  many  more,  the  bhiwniest  in  assault,  . 
Were  pent  in  regions  of  laborious  breath ; 
Dungeoo*d  in  opaque  element,  to  keep 
Their  clenched  teeth  still  clench *d,  and  all  their  limbi 
Lock'd  up  like  veins  of  metal,  crampt  and  screw'd ; 
Without  a  motion,  save  of  their  big  hearts 
Heaving  in  pain,  and  horribly  convulsed 
With  sanguine,  feverous,  boiling  gurge  of  pulse. 
Mnetoosyne  was  straying  in  the  world ; 
Far  from  her  moon  hadPhcebe  wander'd ; 
And  many  else  were  free  to  roam  abroad. 
But  for  the  main,  here  found  they  covert  drear* 
Scarce  images  of  life,  one  here,  one  there, 
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Lay  vast  and  edgeways ;  Kke  a  dismal  cirque 
Of  Druid  stones,  upon  a  forlorn  moor. 
When  the  chill  rain  begins  at  shut  of  eve, 
tn  doll  November,  end  their  chancel  vauk, 
The  Heaven  iiself^  is  blinded-  throughout  night 
Each  one  kept  shroud,  nor  to  his  neighbor  gave 
Or  word,  or  look,  m  action  of  despair. 
Creiis  was  6ne ;  his  ponderous  iron  mace 
Lay  by  him,  and  a  shafter'd  rib  of  rock 
Toki  of  his  rage,  ere  he  thus  sank  and  pined, 
lapetus  another ;  in  hii  grasp, 
A  serpent's  plashy  neck ;  its  barbed  tmtgoe 
Squeeied  from  the  goige,  ^nd  all  its  uncuriM 
Dead ;  and  because  the  creature  could  not  spit 
Its  poison  in  the  eyes  of  conquering  Jove. 
Next  Cottus :  prcme  he  lay,  chin  uppermost» 
As  though  in  pain';  for  still  upon  Uie  ilint 
He  ground  severe  his  skull,  with  open  moudi 
And  eyes  at  horrid  working.    Nearest  him 
Asia,  bom  of  most.emMrmous  Caf^ 
Who  cost  her  mother  Tellus  keener  pangs. 
Though  feminine,  than  any  of  her  eons : 
More  thought  than  woe  was  in  her  diisky  face. 
For  she  was  prophesying  of  her' glory ; 
And  in  her  wide  inuigination  stood 
Palm-shaded  temples,  and  high  rival  fimea. 
By  Oxus  or  in  Ganges'  sacred  isles. 
Even  as  Hope  upon  her  anchor  leans, 
iSo  leant  she,  not  so  fair,  upon  a  tusk 
Shed  from  the  broadest  of  her  elephants  '- 

Above  her,  on  a  crag's  uneasy  shelve. 
Upon  his  elbow  raised,  all  prostrate  else, 
Shadow'd  Eoceladns ;  once  tame  and  mild 
As  grazing  ox  un  worried  in  the  meads ; 
Now  tiger^pasrioh'd,  lion-tboughted,  wroth. 
He  meditated,  plotted,  and  even  now 
Was  hurling  mountains  in  that  second  vrar,' 
Not  long  delay'd,  that  scared  the  younger  Godi 
To  hide  themselves  in  forms  of  beast  and  bird. 
Not  far  hence  Atlas ;  and  beside  him  prme 
Phorcus,  the  sire  of  Gorgons.    Neigfabor'd  close 
Oceanus,  and  Tethys,  in  whose  lap 
Sobb'd  Clymene  among  her  tangled  hair. 
In  midst  of  all  lay  Themis,  at  the  foet 
Of  Ops  the  queen  all  clouded  round  from  sight; 
No  shape  'distinguishable,  more  than  when 
Thick  night  confounds  the  pine-tops  with  the  cloodi : 
And  many  eke  wbcee  names  may  not  be  told. 
For  when  the  Muse's  wings  are  air-ward  spread, 
Who  shall  delay  h^r  flight  7  And  she  must  chant 
Of  Saturn,  and  his  guide,  who  now  had  elimVd 
With  damp  and  slippery  footings  from  a  d^pth 
More  horrid  still.   Above  a  sombre  cliff 
Their  heads  appeaWd,  and  up  their  itature  grew  * 
Till  on  the  level  height  their  steps  fbund  ease : 
Then  Thea  spread  abroad  her  trembling  arms 
Upon  the  precincts  of  this  nest  of  pain. 
And  sidelong  fix'd  her  eye  on  Saturn's  face : 
There  saw  she  direst  strife ;  the  suprene  God 
At  war  with  all  the  frailty  of  grief. 
Of  nge,  of  fear,  anxiety,  revenge. 
Remorse,  spleen,  hope,  but  most  of  all  despair. 
Against  these  plagues  he  strove  in  vain;  for  Ftte 
Had  pour'd  a  mortal  oil  upon  his  head, 
A  disanomting  poison ;  so  that  Thea^ ' 
AflHghted.  kept  her  still,  and  let  him  pass 
First  onwards  in,  among  the  fidlen  tribe. 
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As  with  118  inoctal  meo,  the  kden  heart 
Li  penecuted  morot  and  feverVl  more, 
When  it  is  nighing  lo  the  mouroral  house 
Where  other  hearts  are  mak  of  the  same  brdise ; 
So  Saturn,  as  he  walk'd  into  the  midst. 
Felt  faint,  and  would  have  sunk  among  the  res(,    , 
But  that  he  met  Eoceladua's  eye. 
Whose  mightineaB,  and  awe  of  him,  at  once 
•Came  like  an  inspiration ;  and  he  shouted, 
*« Titans,  behold  your  God!"  at  wliich  some  groan'd; 
ScMua  started  on  their  feet ;  some  also  shouted ; 
Some  wept,  some  waird-^^ll  bowUwidi  reverenoe; 
And  OpBt  upUfUng  her  black  folded  veil, 
Sh'ow'd  her  pale  cheeks,  and  all  her  forehead  wan, 
Her  eye-browathin  and  jet,  and  hollow  eye& 
There  is  a  roaring,  in  the  bleak-grown  pines 
When  Winter  lifts  his  voice ;  there  is  a  noi9e 
Among  immortals  when  a  God  gives  sign. 
With  hushing  finger,  how  he  means  to  load 
His  tongne  with  the  iiili  weighi  of  utt^rless  thought. 
With  thunder,  and  with  music,  and  with  pomp: 
Such  noise  is  like  the  roar  of  bleak-grown  pines ; 
Which,  when  it  peases  in  this  mountain'd  world, 
No  other  sound  succeeds ;  but  ceasing  here, 
Among  these  fidlen,  Saturn's  voice  therefrom 
Grew  up  like  organ,  that  begins  anew 
Its  strain,  when  other,  harmonies,  stopt  short. 
Leave  the  dinn'd  air  vibrating  sUverly. 
Thus  grew  it  up—**  Not  in  my  own  sad  breast. 
Which  is  its  o)ivq  great  judge  and  searcher  out^ 
Can  I  find  reason  why  ye  should  be  thus : 
Not  in  the  legends  of  the  first  of  days, 
Studiefd  from  that  old  spirit-leaved  book 
Which  starry  Uranus  with  finger  bright 
Saved  from  the  shores  of  darkness,  when  the  waves 
Low-ebb'd  still  hid  it  up  in  shallow  gloom  ;-^ 
Ai)d  the  which  book  ye  know  I  ever  kept . 
For  my  firm-based  footstool . — Ah,  infirm ! 
Not  there,  nor  in  sign,  symbol,  or  portent  .   • 

Of  element,  earth,  water,  air,*  and  fire,^ 
At  war,  at  peace,  oi;  inter-quartolling 
One  against  one,  or  twp,  or  three,  or  all 
Each  several  one  i^inst  the  other  three. 
As  fire  with  air  loud  warring  when  tain-floods 
Drown  both,  and  press  them  both  against  earth's  face. 
Where,  finding  siriphur,  a  quadruple  wnUi 
Unhiiiges  the  poor  world , — not  in  that  strife, 
Wherefrom  I  take  strange  lore,  and  read  it  deep, 
Can  I  find  reason  why  ye. should  be  thus:    « 
No,  nowhere  can  unriddle,  though  I  search. 
And  pore  on  Nature's  univerMil  scroll 
Even  to  swooning,  why  ye.  Divinities,     , 
The  firit-bom  of.  all  shaped  and  palpable  Gods, 
Should  cower  beneath  what,  in  comparison, 
b  untrempndous  migfai.   Yet  ye  are  here, . 
O'erwhebn'd,  and  spurn'd,  and  batter'd,  ye  are  h«rel 
O  Titans,  shall  I  say  <  Arise !'— Ye  groan : 
Shall  I  say ' Crouch ! '—Ye  groan.   What  can  I  then? 
O  Heaven  wide !  O  untoen  parent  dear ! 
What  can  1 1  Tell  me»  all  ye  brethren  Gods, 
Hovv  we  can  war,  how  engine  o^r  great  wrtth ! 

0  spiMik  your  counsel  now,  fi>r  Saium's  ear 
Is  all  a-hunger'd.   Thou,  Oceanui, 
Fonderest  high  and  deep ;  and  in  thy  fiioa 

1  see,  asldnied,  that  severe  content 
Which  comea  of  thought  and  muang;  give  na  halp! 


'  So  ended  Saturn;  and  the  God  of  the  Sea, 
Sophist  and  sage,  from  no  Athenjan  grw. 
But  cogitaUon  in  his  wateiy  shades. 
Arose,  with  Jocks  not  oosy,  and  bagan. 
In  murmurs,  which  his  first-endeavoxing  tongne 
Caught  in&nt^ke  fimn  the  far^bamed  sands. 
"O  ye,  whom'^reth  oonsomes !  who,  lasniim  slung 
Writhe  at  defeat,  and  nurse  your  agtmies! 
Shut  up  your  senses,  stifle  up  your  cun. 
My  voice  is  not  a  bellows  unte  ire. 
Yet  listen,  ye  who  will,  whilst  I  bring  proof 
How  ye,  perforce,  must  be  content  to  stoop : 
And  in  the  proof  much  o6mlbrt  will  I  give. 
If  ye  will  lake  that  comfort  in  ilM  truth. 
We  fall  by  course  of  Nature's  law,  not  force 
Of  thunder,  or  of  Jove.   Great  Saturn,  fhon 
Hast  sifted  well  the  atom-univerBCk; 
But  for  this  reason,,  that  thou  art  the  King 
And  only  blind  from  sheer  supremacy. 
One  avenue  was-shaded  from  thine  eyes, 
Through  which  I  wander'd  to  eternal  tnilhk 
And  first,  as  thou  wast  not  the  first  of  powei^ 
So  art  thou  not  the  last;  it  cannot  be. 
Thou  art  not  the  beginning  nor  ^m  end. 
From  chaos  and  parental  darkness  came 
Light,  the  first-firuitB  of  that  intestine  brail. 
That  sullen  ferment,  which  fi>r  wondrous  ends 
Was  ripening  in  itwlf   The  ripe  hour  came, 
An^  with  it  light;  and  light,  engendering 
Upon  its  own  producer,  forthwith  touchM 
The  whole  enormous  matter  into  Kfe. 
Upon  that  very  hour,  our  parentage. 
The  Heavens  and  the  £^iih,  were  manifiet 
Then  thou  ^rst-borii,  and  we  the  giant-race. 
Found  ounelv^  fuling  new  and  beaale(^s  reafaoL 
Now  comes  the  pain  of  truth,  to  whom  'tis  paio, 
O  folly)  for  to  bear  all  naked  truths. 
And  to  envisage  drciimstance,  all  calm. 
That  Ib  the  top  of  sovereignty.   Mark  ^ell ! 
As  Heaven  and  E^ulh  are  fairer,  fairer  far 
Than  Chaos  and  blank  Darkness,  though  once  chieft 
And  as  we  show  beyond  that  Heaion  and  Earth 
In  form  and  shape  compact  and  bcautiftd. 
In  wilU  in  action  free,  companionship, 
And  thousand  other  signs  of  purer  life ; 
So  on  our  heels  a  fresh  perfection  treads, 
A  power  more  strong  in  beauty,  bora  of  us 
And  fated  to  excel  us,  as  \ve  pass 
In  glory  that  old  Darkness :  nor  are  we 
Therel^^  more  eonquer'd  than  by  us  the  rule 
Of  shapeless  Chaos.   Say,  doth  the  duU  soil 
Quarrel  with  the  proud  forests  it  hath  fed. 
And  feodeth  still,  more  comely  than  itself  f 
Can  it  deny  the  chiefdom  of  green  groves  t 
Or  shall  the  tree  be  envious  of  the  dove 
Because  it  oooeth,  and  hath  snowy  wings 
To  wtinder  wherewithal  and  find  its  joys! 
We  are  such  forest-trees,  and  our  fair  boughs 
Have  bred  forth,  not  pale  solitary  doves. 
But  eagles  golden-feather'd,  who  do  tower 
Above  us  in  their  beauty,  and  must  reign 
In  right' thereof;  for  'tis  the  eternal  law 
That  first  in  beauty  .should  be  first  in  might: 
Yea,  by  that  law,  another  race  may  drive 
Our  eonqueron  to  mourn  as  we  do  now. 
Have  ye  beheld  the  young  God  of  the  8ea% 
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My  dapnaawDr?  Hare  ye  Men  hia  fate  t 
Have  ye  beheld  liis  phariot,  fbani'd  along 
By  noble-winged  creatures  he  hath  made  ? 
I  saw  him  on  the  calmied  waten  scad. 
With  such  a  glow  of  beauty  in  his  eyes, 
That  it  enforced  me  to  bid  sad  farewell 
To  all  my  empire :  &rewell  sad  I  took. 
And  hither  came,  to  see  how  dolorous  fiite 
Had  wA»aght  upon  ye ;  and  how  I  might  bsat  ^ 
Give  oooaoiation  in  this  woe  extreme. 
Receive  &e  tr^th,  and  let  it  be  your  balm.*' 

Whether  through  pozed  convictipn,  or  disdain, 
They  guarded  silence,  when  Oceanus 
I«ft  murmuring,  what  deepest  thought  can  tell  ? 
But  so  it  was,  none  aoswerM  for  a  space. 
Save  one  whom  none  regarded,  Clymene : 
And  yet  she  answer'd  not,  only  complain'd, 
With  hectic  lips^  and  eyes  up-looking  mild, 
Thus  wofdbig  timidly  among  the  fierce: 
"  O  Father  T'  I  am  here  the  simplest  voice, 
And  all  my  knowledge  is  t^at  joy  is  gone, 
And  this  thing  woe  crept  in  among  our  hearts, 
There  to  rentain  for  ever;. as  I  fear: 
I  wobld  not  bode  of  evil,  if  I  thought 
So  weak  a  creature  could  turn  off  the  help 
Which  by  just  right  should  come  of  mighty  Gods ; 
Yet  let  me  tell  my  sorrow,  let  me  tell 
Of  what  I  heardt  and  how  it  made  me  weep, 
And  know  that  we  had  parted  from  all  hope. 
I  stood  upon  a  shore,  a  pleasant  shore. 
Where  a  sweet  clime  was  breathed  fitjm  a  land 
Of  fragrance,  quietness,  and  trees,  and  fioweis  • 
Full  of  cahn  joy  it  was,  as  I  of  grief; 
Too  full  of  joy  and  sofl  delicious  warmth ; 
So  that  t  felt  a  tnovement  in  my  heart 
To  chide,  and' to  reproach  that  solitude 
With  songs  of  misery,  music  of  our  woes  ; 
And  sat  me  down,  and  took  a  mouihed  shell   ; 
And  roiurmur'd  into  it,  and  made  melody— 

0  melody  no  more !  for  while  I  iang, 
And  with  poor  skill  let  pass  into  the  Breeze 
The  dull  shell's  echo,  fiim  a  bowery  strand 
Just  opposite,  an  island  of  the  sea. 

There  came  enchantment  with  th^  shifting  wind, 
That  did  <both  drown  and  keep  alive  ray  ears. 

1  threw  my  shell  away  upon  th6  sand. 

And  a  wave  fill'd  it,  as  my  sense  was  fill'd    * 

With  that  new  blissful  golden  melody. 

A  living  death  was  in  each  gosh  of  sounds, 

£ach-&mily  of  rapturous  hurried  notes, 

That  fell,  oiie  afler  one,  yet  all  at  once, 

like  pearl  beads  dropping  sudden  from  their  string : 

And  then  another,  then  another  strain. 

Each  like  a  dove  leaving  i'ts  olive  perch,  ' 

With  music  wing'd  instead  of  silent  plumes. 

To  hover  round  my  head,  and  make  me  sick 

Of  joy  and  grief  at  once.   Grief  overcame. 

And  I  was  stopping  up  my  frantic  ears,     ' 

Wheii,.past  all  hindrance  of  my  trembling  hands, 

A  voice  came  sweeter,  sweeter  than  all  tune. 

And  still  it  cried, 'Apollo .'  young  Apollo! 

The  moming-bright  Apollo!  young  Apollo!* 

I  fled,  it  fulk>w*d  me,  and  cried,  'Apollo !' 

O  Father,  and  O  Brethren !  had  ye  felt 

Thos6  p^  of  mine !  O  Saturn,  hadst  thou  felt, 


Ye  would  ODt  call  this  too  indulged  tongne 
Pkesamptuoufl»  in  thus  venturing  to  be  heaid !" 

'  &  fiir  her  voice  flowed  on,  lUte  liBnoroas  trook 
That,  lingering  along  a  pebbled  coast. 
Doth  fear  to  meet  the  sea :  but  sea  it  met. 
And  shiidder'd ;  for  the  overwhelming  voice 
Of  huge  Enceladtts  swallowed  it  in  wrkth : 
The  ponderous  syllables,  tike  suUta  waves 
Tn  the  half-glutted  hollows  pf  reef-hxiki, 
Came  burning  thus,  while  still  upon  his  arm      i 
He  lean'd ;  not  rising,  from  supreme  contempt 
*'  Or  shall  we  listen  to  the  over-wise. 
Or  to  the  over-foolish  jpai^t,  Gods  ? 
Not  thunderbolt  on  thunderbolt,  tUI  all         ^ 
That  robeK  Jovfr's  whole  armory  wdre  vpept. 
Not  world  on  world  upon  these  shoirlders  pfled. 
Could  agonise  me  more  than  baliy-words 
In  midst  of  this  dethronement' horrible. 
Speak!  roar!  shout!  yell!  ye  sleepyTitans^IL 
Do  ye  forget  the  blows,  fho  bufl^ls  vile  ?    - 
Are  ye  not  smitten  by  a  youngling  arm  ? 
Dost  thou  forget,  sham  Monarch  of  the  Waves, 
Thy  scalding  in  the  seas?  What!  hrive  I  roused 
Yom-  spleens  With  so  few  simple  words  as  these  f 
O  joy !  for  now  1  see  ye  are  not  lost: 
O  joy!  for  now  I  see  a  thoimnd  eyes 
Wide  glaring  for  revenge!"— As  this  he  said. 
He  lifted  up  his  stature  vast,  and  stood, 
Still  without  intermission  speaking  thus : 
**  Now  ye  are  flames,  1  '11  lell  you  how  to  bum  . 
And  purge  the  ether  of  our  enemies  > 
How  to  feed  fierce  the  crooked  stings  of  fire, 
And  singe  away  the  swollen  clouds  of  Jove, 
Stifling  that  puny  essence  in  ils  tent 
O  let  him  feel  the  evil  he  hath  done  ; 
For  though  I  scorn  Oceanus'b  lore, 
Much  pain  have  I  for  mom  than  loss  of  realms 
The  days  of  peace  and  slumberous  calm  are  fled ; 
Those  days,  all  innocent  of  scathing  war, 
When  all  the  fair  Existences  of  heaven 

Came  open-eyed  to  guess  what  we  would  speak : 

That  was  before  our  brows  were  taught  to  frown. 

Before  our  lips  knew  else  but  solemn  sounds ; 

That  was  before  yiife  knew  the  winged  thing. 

Victory,  might  h^  lost,  or  might  be  won. 

And  be  ye  mindful  that  Hyperion, 

Our  brighlest  brother,  still  is  undisgraced -^ ' 

Hyperion^  k> !  his  radiance  is  here ! "     '' 


All  eyes  were  on  Enceladbs's  fiioe. 
And  they  beheld,  while  sliii  Hyperion's  name 
Flew  from  his  lips  up  to  |he  vaulted  rocks, 
A  pallid  gleam  ac^^oss  his  features  store : 
Not  savage,  for  he  saw  full  many  a  God 
Wroth  as  himself   He  look'd  upon  them  all, 
And  in  each  face  he  saw  a  gleam  of  light. 
But  splendider  in  Saturn's,  whose  hear  iockir 
Shone  like  the  bubbling  fbani  about  a  keel 
When  the  prow  sweeps  into  a  midnight  ooveJ 
In  pale  and  silver  silence  theyr^mainid. 
Till  suddenly  a  splendor,  tike  the  mora. 
Pervaded  all  the  be^Uing  glooQy  steeps, 
All  the  sad  spaces  fji  obUvionk 
Ahd  every  gulf,  and  every  chasm  old, 
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And  every  he^hU  and  ev«ry  iullML  depAh. 

VoioeleM,  or  hoarae  with  loiid  tormenied  itraamB : 

And  all  Ui6  everiastiiig  cataracts. 

And  all  the  headlong  torrents  fiur  and  near, 

Manded  before  in  darkneae  and  huge  abaUe, 

Now  saw  the  light  andmade  it  terriUe. 

It  was  Hyperion :— a  granite  peak 

His  bright  feet  louch'd,  and  there  he  itay*d  t»'View 

The  misery  his  brilliance  >had  betrey'd 

Td  the  most  hateful  seeing  of  itaelC 

Golden  his  hair  of  short  NuQidian  cuA, 

Regal  his  shape  nuyestic,  a  vast  shade 

In  midst  of  hk  own  brightness,  like  the  bnHc  ' 

Of  Memnon's  image  at  the  set  of  son  •    * 

To  one  who  travela  £rom  the  dusking  East : 

Sighs,  too,  asmoumfol  as  that  Memnon's  htfp» 

He  utter*d,  while  his  hands,  contemplative. 

He  press'd  together,  and  in  silence  stood. 

Deapondence  seized  again  the  ftllen  Gods 

At  sight  of  tSe  dejected  King  of  tlay, 

And  many  hid  their  ftces  from  the  %bt : 

Bat  fierce  Enceladus  sent  forth  his  eves 

Among^the  brotherhood ;  and,  at  their  glare. 

Uprose  lapetus,  and  Creiis  too. 

And  Phorcus,  s^-bom,  and  logethejr  strode 

To  where  he  towered  on  his  eminence. 

There  those  four  shouted  forth  old  Sainm's  name ; 

Hjrperion  from  the  peak  loud  answered,  "'Saturn  !** 

Sauiim  sat  near  the  Mother  of  the  Gods, 

In  whose  iace  was  no  jojf  though  all  the  Goda 

G»ve  fiom  their  hollow  thioa^  the  name  of  '«Satuiii  T 
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Tbuh  m  alternate  uproar  and  sad  peace, 
Amased  were  thoee  Titans  utterly. 
O  leave  them.  Muse !  O  leave  tliem  to  their  woes ! 
For  thou  art  weak  to  sing  such  tumults  dire : 
A  solitary  sorrow  beet  befits 
Thy  lips,  and  antheming  a  lonely  grie£ 
Leave  them,  O  Muse !  for  t^ou  anon  wilt  find 
Many  a  fallen  old  Divinity 
Wandering  in.  vain  about  hewilder'd  shores. 
Meantime  touch  piously  the  Delphic  harp^ 
And  not  a  wind  of  heaven  but  will  breathe 
In  aid  soft  warble  from  the  Dorian  flute'; 
For  -lo .'  'tis  for  the  Father  of  all  verM. 
Flush  eivery  thing  that  hath  a  vermeil  hue, 
Let  the  rooe^glow  intense  and  warm  the  air, 
And  let  the  clouds  of  even  and  of  mom- 
*Float  in  voluptuous  fleeces  o'er  the  hills ; 
Let  t^e  red  wine  within  the  goblet  boil, 
Cdd  as  a  bubbling  well ;  let  faint-Kpp*d  shells. 
On  sands,  or  in  great  deeps,  vermilion  turn' 
Through  all  their  labyrinths ;  and  let  the  maid 
Blush  keenly,  as  with  some  warm  kiss  surprised. 
Chief  isle  of  the  embower'd  Cyclades, 
Rejoice,  O  Delos,  with  thine  olivM  green, 
And  poplars,  and  lAwn-shading  palms,  and 'beech, 
In  which  the  Zephyr  breathes  the  loudest  soOg, 
And  hasels  thick,  dark-ttemih'd  beneath  the  shade : 
ApoUo  is  oncQ  more  the  golden  theme ! 


Whete  was  he,  when  the  Giant  of  the  Sm 
Stood  bright,  amid  the  sorrow  of  hit  peen? 
Tocether  had  he  kfi  his  mother  fair 
And  his  twin-siiftec  sleeping  in  their  bower. 
And  in  the  morning  twilight  wandered  forth 
Beside  the  osiers  of  a  rivulet. 
Full  ankle-deep  in  lilietf  of  the  vale. 
The  nightingale  had  ceased,  and  a  few  stan 
Were  lingering  in  the  heavens,  vrhile  thi^  thraril 
Began  calm-throated.    Throughout  all  the  isle 
There  was  no  covert,  no  retirad  cave 
Unhaunted  by  the  murmurous  noise  of  wave^ 
Though  scarcely  heard  in  many  a  green  rectm. 
He  Usten'd,  and  he  wept,  and  his  bright  tears 
Went  trickling  down  the  goldon  bow  he  held. 
Thus  with  half-ehut  sufiuMtd  eyes  he  stood. 
While  from  beheath  some  cumbrous  bougfaa  hard  fay 
With  solemn  step  an  awful  Goddess  came. 
And  there  was  purport  in  her  looks  for  him. 
Which  he  with  eager  guess  began  to  read 
Perplei'd,  the  while  melodiously  he  said : 
**  How  camest  thou  over  the  unfooted  seat 
Or  hath  that  antique  mien  anii. robed  form 
Moved  in  these  vales  invisible  till  now  ? 
Sure  I  have  heard  those  vestments  sweeping  o*er 
The  &Uen  leaves,  when  I  have  sat  akme 
In  ooqI  mid  forest   Surely  I  have  traced 
The  rustle  of  those  ample  skins  about' 
These  grassy  solitudes,  and. seen  the  flowers 
lift  up  ^eir  heads,  as  still  the  whisper  passU 
Goddess !  I  hayp  beheld  those  eyes  befbre, 
And  their  eternal  calm,  and  all  that  face. 
Or  I  have  dream'd.** — **  Yes,"  said  the  supreme  i 
"  Thou  hast  dream'd  of  me ;  and  awafcmg  up 
Didst  find  a  lyre  all  golden  by  thy  side. 
Whose  strings  touched  by  thy  fii^en,  all  the 
Unwearied  ear  of  the  whole  universe 
lisien'd  in  pain  and  |deasure  at  the  birth 
Of  stich  new  tuneful  wonder.   ]s*t  not  strange 
That  thou  shouldst  weep,  so  gifled  t  Tell  m^yoalh 
What  sorrow  thou  canst  feel ;  for  I  am  sad 
When  thou  dost  shed  a  tear:  explain  thy  griefo 
To  one  who  in  this  lonely  isle  hath  been 
The  watcher  of  thy  sleep  and  hours  of  life. 
From  the  young  day  when  firat  thy  infant  hand 
Pluck'd  widess  the  weak  flowers,  till  thine  aim 
Could  bend  that  bow  heroic  to  all  timesi 
Show  thy  heart's  secret  to  an  ancient  Pbwer 
Who  hath  forsaken  old  aqd  sacred  thrones 
For  prophecies  of  .thee,  and  for  the  sake 
Of  loveliness  new-boni" — Apollo  then. 
With  sudden  scrutiny  and  gloG;mleas  eym. 
Thus  answered,  while  his  while  melo<fioo8  throat 
ThrobbM  with  the  syllables.—^  Mnemosyne ! 
Tl^  namjB  is  on  my  tougne,  I  know  not  how ; 
Why  should  I  tell  th^  what  thou  ao  well  aeestf 
Why  should  I  strive  to  show  what  from  Ifay  Upa 
Would  come  no  mystery  ?  For  me,  dark,  daik^ 
And  painful  vile  oblivion  seals  my  eyes : 
I  strive  to  search  wherefore  I  am  so  sad. 
Until  a  melancholy  numbs  my  limbs; 
And  then  upon  the  grass  I  sit,  and  moan, 
like  one  who  once  had  wingp^ — O  why  diovld  1 
Feel  cursed  and  thwarted,  when  the  Uegeleas  au 
Yields  to  my  step  aspirant  ?  why  ahould  I 
Spurn  the  green  turf  as  hateful  to  my  feet ! 
Goddess  benigp!  poitft  forth  some  unknown  Ihiog. 
Are  there  not  other  regions  than  this  islef 
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What  are  Oie  alanT  There  ii  the  eon.  the  enn! 

And  the  inott  patient  brilliance' of  the  inooa!     . 

And  aiaie  oy  theuaands !  Point  Hie  Out  the  vmy 

To  any  one  particular  beauteous  star. 

And  I  will  fiU  into  It  vv|ih  my  lyre, 

And  makB  its  silvery  splendor  pant,  with  bliss. 

I  have  heard  the  oloudy  thunder:  Where  is  power  t 

Whose  hand,  whose  essence,  what  divinity 

Makes  this  alarm  in  the  elemeDts» 

While  I  here  iijlle  liaten  on  the  shores 

In  fearless  yet  in  aching  ignorance  7 

O  tell  roe,  lonely  Goddess!  by  thy  harp, 

Thai  waileth  every  mom  and  eventide. 

Tell  me  why  thus  I  rave,  aboiit  these  groves ! 

Mute  thou  remainest — Mute  ?  yet  1  can  read 

A  wondrous  lesson  in  thy  silent  iace : 

Knowledge  enormous  makes  a  GSod  of  me. 

Names,  deeda,  gray  legends,  dire  events,  rebellions,  ' 

Majesties,  sovran  voices,  agoniei^ . 

CreatuiM.  and  destioyings,  all  at  once  . 

Four  into  the  wide  hollows  of  my  brain, 


And  deHy  me,  as  if  iome  blithe  wine^ 
Or  bright  elixir  peerless  I  had  drunk, 
And  so  become  imniorlal.*'~Thus  the  God, 
While  his  enkindled'  eyes,  with  level  glance 
Beneath  his  white  sofl  temples,  stedfast  kept 
Trembling  with  light  upon  Mnemosyne. 
Soon  wild  commotions  shook  him,  and  made  flwh 
All  the  immortal  fairness  of  his  limbs: 
Most  like  the  struggle  at  the  gate  of  death ; 
Or  liker  ptill  to  one  who  should  tal^e  leave 
Of  pale  imnkorial  death,  and  with' a  pang 
As  hot  as  death's  is  fehill,  with  fierce  convulse 
Die  into  life :  so  jroung  Apollo  anguish'd ; 
His  very  hair,>'his  golden  tresses  lamed 
Kept  undttlation  round  his  eager  neck» 
Daring  the  paift,  Mnemosyne  upheld    ' 
Her  arms  as  one  who  profrfiesieid. — ^At  length 
ApoUo  shriek'd ;— aod  b !  fiom  all' his  lilnba 
Celestial  •        ♦        •        •        ♦        ♦ 


JFntocellaneottfiE  ^otmn. 


What  more  fblidty  can  fkll  to  ctcataie 
Tl»n  to  enjoy,  delight  with  liberty  1 

■  Ate  qf  HU  AtMM:/^.— Spbmsbk. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  LEIGH  HUJST,  ESQ. 

€1loAt  and  lovoUncas  have  pass'd  away  ; 

Por>if  we  wander  out  in  early  morn. 

No  wreathed  incense'  do  We  see  upborne 
Into  the  east  to  meet  the  smiling  day ; 
No  crowd  of  nymphs  soft-voiced  and  young  and  gay, 

In  wo^en  baskets  bringing  ears  of  com. 

Rosea,  and'  pinks,  and  violets,  to  adorn 
The  shrine  of  Flora  in  her  early  May. 
But  there  are  lefl  delights  as  high  as  these ; 

And  I  shall  ever  bless  my  desUny, 
That  in  a  thne  when  under  pWaan^  trees 

Pan  is  no  Idnger  sought,  I  feel  a  free, 
A  jeafy  luxury,  seeing  t  could  please,    ' 

Widi  these  (Mkh*  offerings,  a  man  like  thee 


Places  of  nnstUag  green  for  poets  mads. 

St0ry  qf  Bimni. 

I  STOOD  tiptoe  upon  a  little  hill. 
The  air  was  cooling,  and  so 'very  still, 
That  the  sweet  buds  which  widi  a  modest  pride 
Pull  droopingly,  in  slanting  eurye  aside, 
Their  scanty-leaved,  and  finely-tapering  steins, 
Had  not  yet  lost  their  starry  diadems 
Caught  from  the  early  sobbing  of  the  monK 
The  clondS' were  pure  and  white  as  flookr  new-shorn, 
And  fresh  firom  the  clear  brook ;  sweetly  they  slept 
On  the  blue  fiekls  of  heaven,  and  then  there  crept 
43* 


A  tittle  noiseless  noise  among  the  leaves. 

Bom  of  the  very  sigh  that  silencp  heaves : 

For  not  the  faintest  motioivcoilld  be  seen 

Of  all  the  shades  that  slanted  o'er  the  green. 

There  was  wide  wandering  for  the  greediest  eye^ 

To  peer  about  Mpon  variety ; 

F^  round  the  horizon's  crystal  ajr  to  skim. 

And  trace  the  dwindled  edgings  of  its  brim; 

To  picture  out  the  quaint  and  curious  bending 

Of  a  fresh  woodland  alley  never-ending : 

Or  by  the  bowery  clefts,  and  4eafy  shelves, 

Guess  where  the  jaunty  stteams  refresh  themaelfM. 

I  gaaed  awhile,  and  felt  aa  light,  and  free 

As  though  the  fiuming  wings  of  Mercury 

Had  pky'd  upon  my  heels :  I  was  light-hearted. 

And  many  pleasures  to  my  vision  started ; 

So  I  straightway  began  to  pluck  a  posy 

Of  luxuries  bright,  milky,  soft  and  tosy. 

A  bosh  of  May-fiowen  with  the  bees  about  them ; 
Ah,  sure  no  tasteful  nook  could  be  without  them ; 
And  let  a  lush  laburnum  oversweep  fhem^ 
And  let  long  grass'grow  round  the  roots,  to  keep  them 
Moist,  cool  and  green ;  and  shade  the  violets. 
That  they  ma^  bind  the  moss  in  leafy  nets 

• 

A  filbert-hedge  with  wild-brier  overtwined. 
And  chimps  of  woodbine  taking  the  soft  wind 
Upon  their  summer  thrones ;  there  too  sfiould  h6 
The  frequent  chequer  of  a  youngling  tree,   > 
That  with  a  score  of  light  green  brethren  shooli 
From  the  quaint  mossiness  of  aged  roots :  ' 

Round  which  is  heard  a  spritig-head  of  clear  waten 
Babbling  so  wildly  of  its  lovely  daughters, 
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The  spreading  bluebells  i  it  msy  haply  mourn 
Tbai  such  fair  clusters  should  be  rudely  torn 
From  their  fresh  beds,  and  scattered' thoughtleflBly 
By  infaat  hands,  left  on  the  path  to  die. 

Open  afresh  your  round  of  starry  firfda, 

Y^aident  marigolds! 

Dry  up  the  moisture  from  your  golden  lids. 

For  great  Apollo  bids  ■ 

That  in  these  days  your  praises  should  be  sung 

On  many  harps  which  he  has  lately  strung ; 

And  when  again  your  dewiness  he  kisses. 

Tell  him,  I  have  you  in  my  World  of  blisses : 

So  haply  when  I  rove  in  some  far  vale,* 

His  mighty  voice  may  come  upon  the  gale. 

Here  are  sweet  peas,  on  tiptoe  (or  a  flight : 

With  wings  of  gentle  flush  o'er  delicate  white, 

And  taper  fhigers  catching  at  all  things. 

To  bind  them  alh  about  with  tiny  rings. 

linger  awhile  up^m  some  bending  planks 

That  lean  against  a  streamlet's  rushy  banks, 

And  watch  intently  Nature's  gentle  doinp : 

They  will  be  found  sofier  than  ring-dove's  cooings. 

How  silent  comes  the  water  round  that  bend ; 

Not  the  minutest  whisper  does  it  send 

To  the  o'eihanging  sallows :  blades  of  gnus 

Slowly  acrosrtbe  chequer'd  shadows  pass. 

Why  you  might  read  two  sonnets,, ere  they  reach 

To  where  Ihe  hurrying  freshnesses  aye  preach 

A  natural  sermon  o'er  their  pebbly. beds; 

Where  swanns  of  minnows  show  their  little  heads. 

Staying  their  wavy  bodiea  'gauist  the  streams. 

To  taste  the  luxury  of  sunny  beams 

Temper'd  with  coolness.    How  they  ever  vinrestle 

With  their  own  sweet  delight,  and  ever  nestle 

'nieir  silver  bellies  on  the  pebbly  sand ! 

If  you  but  scantily  hold  out  the  hand. 

That  very  instant  not  one  will  remain ; 

But  turn  your  eye,  and  they  are  there  again. 

The  ripples  seem  right  glad  to  reach  those  cresses, 

And  cool  themselves  among  the  emerald  tresses  ; 

The  while  they  cool  themselves,  they  freshness  give, 

And  moistuTe,  that 'the  bowery  green  may  live : 

So  keeping  up  an  interchange  of  favors, 

like  good  men  in  the  truth  of  theii*  behaviors. 

Sometimes  goldfinches  one  by  one  wtTl  drop 

From  low-hung  branches*:  little  space  they  stop ; 

But  sip,  and  twitter,  and  their  feathers  sleek; 

Theni  off  ^t  om;e,  as  in  a  wanton  freak : 

Or  perhaps,  to  show  th^ir  black  and  golden  wings, 

Pausing  upon  their  yellow  flutt^rings. 

Were  I  in  such  a  place,  I  sure  should  pray 

That  naught  less  sweet  might  call  ray  thoughts  away. 

Than  the  soft  rustle  of  a  maiden's  gown 

Fauning  away  the  dandelion's  down:  ; 

Than  the  light  music  of  her  nimble  toes 

Patting  against  the  sorrel  as  she  goes. 

How  she  would  start,  and  blush,  thus,  to  be  caught* 

Playing  in  all  her  innocence  of  thought ! 

O  let  me  lead  her  gently  o'er  the  brbpk. 

Watch  her  half-smiling  li|is  and  downward  look ; 

O  let  me  for  one  moment  touch  ^er  wrist ; 

Lef  me  one  moment  to  het  breathing  list ; 

And  qS  she  leaves  me  may  she  of^en  turn 

Her  fair  eyes  looking  through  her  locks  auburiL 


What  next  f  A  tuft  i>f  evening  primroaes. 

O'er,  which  the  mind  may  hover  till  it  dines ; 

O'er  which  ir  well  might  *take  a  pteesaal  staep. 

But  tiu^t  'tis  ever  startled  fay  the  leap 

Of  buds  into  rijpe  floweis ;  or  by  the  flitting 

Of  diverse  moths,-  that  aye  their  rest  are  quitting ; 

Or  by  the  moon  lifting  her  silver  rim 

Above  a  cloudy  and  with  a  gradual  swim 

Coming  into  the  blue  with  all  her  light 

O  Maker  of  sweet  poets !  dear  delight 

Of  this  fair  world  and  all  its  geAtle  liven ; 

Spangler  of  douds,  halo  of  crystal  rivers, 

Mingler  with  leaves,  and  dew  and  tumbling. 

Closer  of  lovely  eyes  to  lov<dy  dreams. 

Lover  of  loneliness,  and  wandering; 

Of  upcast  eye,  and  tender  pondering! 

Thee  must  I  praise  above  all  ether  gloiiei 

That  smile  us  on  to  tell  delightful  stories. 

For  what  has  made  the  sage  or  poet  'vyrite 

But  the  &ir  paradise  of  Nature's  Ughtt 

In  the  calm  grandeur  of  a  sober  Une,  ' 

We  see  the  waving  of  the  mountain  pine; 

And  when  a  Take  is  beautifully  staid. 

We  feel  the  safety  of  a  hawthorn  glade : 

Wlien  it  is  moving  on  luxurious  wings. 

The  soul  is  lost  in  pleasant  smotherings : 

Fair  dewy  roses  brush  against  our  faces. 

And  flowering  laurcb  spring  from  diamond 

O^er'head  we  see  the  jasmine  and  sweet-brier. 

And  bloomy-  grapes  laughing  from  green  attire ; 

While  at  our  feet^  |he  voice  of  crystal  bubbles 

Charms  us  sjt  once  away' from  all  our  troubles : 

So  thaf  we  feel  upliAcd  from  the  worid. 

Walking  upon  the  while  clouds  wreathed  and  curi'd 

So  felt  he,  who  first  told  how  Ryche  went 

On  the  smooth  wind  to  nealms  of  wondeimoit; 

What  Psyche  felt,  and  Love^  when  their  full  Ups 

First  touch *d ;  what  anuMous  and  fbndfing  nips 

They  gave  each  other's  cheeks ;  with  all  their  sighi 

And  how  they  lust  each  c»ther's  tretuuious  eyes : 

Tlie  silver  lamp.— the  ravishment — the  wWier,-^ 

Th^  darkness — loneUuess,— the.  fearful  thundo- : 

Their  woes  gone  by,  and  both  to  heaven  up4k>wn. 

To  bow  for  gratitude  before  Jove's  throne. 

So  did  he  feel,  who.  pull'd  the  boughs  a^^de, 

That  we  might  look  intd  a  forest  wide, 

To  catch  a  glimpse  of  Fauns,  and  Diyades 

Coming  with,  softest  rustle  through  the  trees ; 

And  gariands  woyen,  of  flowers  wild  and  sweet,  . 

Uphold  on  ivory  wrists,  or  sporting  feet : 

Telling  us  how  fair  ti^inbling  Syrinx  fled 

Arcadian  Pan,  with  such  a  fearful  dread. 

Poor  nyraph, — poor  Pan, — how  h^  did  weep,  to  find 

Naught  but  a  lovely  sighing  of  the  wind 

Along  the  reedy  stream ;  a  half^heard  strain. 

Full  of  ^weet  de8olation->-balmy  pain. 


What  first  inspired  a  bard  of  old  to  si^^ 
Narcissus  pining  o'er  Uie  untainted  spring  f 
In  some  delicious  ramble,  he  had  found 
A  little  space,  with  boughs  all  woven  loand: 
And  in  the  midst  of  alK  a  clearer  pool 
Than  e'er  reflected  in  its  pleasant  cool 
The  blue  sky,  here  and  there  serenely  peepii^^ 
Through  tendril  wreaths  fantastical^  creeping. 
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And  on  the  InidL  a  lonely  flower  he  tpied, 
A  meek  and  fodom  flower,  with  neught  of.  pride» 
DroQfing  in  beenty  o'er  the  watery  cleameM, 
To  woo  ill  own  sad  image  into  neameaB: 
Deaf  to  light  Zephyrut,  it  would  not  move ; 
Bat  atill  woold  aeem  to  droopi  to  pine,  to  love. 
So  while  the  poet  atood  in  this  aweet  apot, 
Some  ftinter  gleaminga  o'er  hia  fancy  ahod ; 
Nor  WM  it  kmg  ere  he  had  told  the  tale 
or  young  NarcMiW,  and  aad  Echo'a  bde. 


Where  had  he  been,  ftom  whoae  warm  head  oat>flew 

That  aweeleat  of  all  aonga,  that  ever  new, 

That  aye  raflwahing,  pare  delicioaBneai, 

CoiBing  ever  to  bias 

The  wanderer  by  moonlight  7  to  htm  bringing 

Shapea  fmn  the  invaible  worid,  unearthly  ainging 

FromtNit  the  middle  ajr,  flom  flowery  neata, 

And  fiom  the  pillowy  alkineai  that  reaia 

Full  in  the  apeculatioa  of  the  atars. 

Ah !  anrely  he  had  bant  our  mortal  ban ; 

Into  aome  wondrooa  region  he  had  gene. 

To  aaweh  Ibr  thee,  divine  C^ymien ! 


He  waa  a  Poet,  aora  e  lover  too, 
Who  atood  on  Latmua'  lop^  what  time  there  blew 
Soft  hreeiea  from  the  mjrrtle  vale  below ; 
And  brought,  in  ftintneai  aolemn,  sweet,  and  atow, 
A  hyau'fiDm  Dian's  temple ;  while  upawelling. 
The  incenw  went  to  her  own  starry,  dwelling. 
But  though  her  Ace  was  clear  as  infant's  eyea, 
Though  she  stood  smiHng  o'er  the  aacrilice, 
Tlie  poet  wept  at  her  so  piteous  &ie. 
Wept  that  such  beauty  should  be  desolate : 
So  in  fine  wrath  aome  golden  sounds  be  won, 
And  gave  meek  Cynthia  her  £ndymion. 

Queen  of  the  wide  air ;  thou  most  lovely  queen 
Of  all  the  brightness  that  mine  eyes  have  seen ! 
As  thou  exoeedest  all  things  in  thy  shine, 
So  every  tale,  doea  this  sweet  tale  of  thine. 
O  for  three  wordi  of  honey,  t^at  I- might 
Tell  but  one  wonder  of  thy  bridal  night ! 

Where  distant  sHips  do  seem  to  show  their  keels, 

PhoBbua  awhile  delay'd  his  mighty  wheels, 

And  tum'd  to  smile  upon  thy  bashful  eyes, 

Ere  he  his  unseen  pomp  would  solemnize. 

The  evening  weather  was  so  bright,  and  clekr, 

That  men  of  health  were  of  unusual  cheer ; 

Stepping  like  Homer  at  the  trumpet's  call. 

Or  youn^  Apollo  on  the  pedestal : 

And  lovely  women  were  as  fiiir  and  warm. 

As  Venua  looking  sideways  in  alarm. 

The  breeaea  were  ethereal,  and  t>ure, 

And  crept  through  half-dosed  lattices  to  cure 

The  languid  sick ;  it  cool'd  their  iever'd  sleep. 

And  soothed  them  into  slumben  full  and  deep. 

Soon  they  awoke  clear-eyed :  nor  burnt  with  thint- 

•ing. 
Nor  with  hot  iingen,  nor  vith  temples  bunting : 
And  springing  up,  they  met  the  wond'ring  aight 
Of  their  dear  friends,  nigh  foolish  with  delight ; 
Who  foel  their  arms,  and  breasla,  and  kiss,  and  stare, 
And  &a  their  placid  foreheads  pert  the  hair. 
Tonng  men  and  maidens  at  each  other  gaaed, 
WIdi  handi  held  backj  and  moiioalesa.  amaied 


To  aee  the  biighlneaa  in  each  odier'a  vymi 
And  ao  they  stood,  fill'd  with  a  sweet  soipriae* 
Until  their  toqgues  were  loosed  in  poe^. 
Therefore  no  lover  did  of  anguish  die : 
But  the  soil  numben,  in  that  moment  spoken. 
Made  silken  tio,  that  never  naay  be  broken. 
Cynthia !  I  cannot  tell  the  greater  blisses 
'That  follow'd  thine,  and  thy  dear  shepherd'p 
Was  there  a  poet  bom  t — ^But  now  no  mare— 
My  wandering  spirit  pmat  no  liuther  aoar. 


SPECIMEN  OF  AN  INDUCTION  TO  A  POEM. 

Lo !  I  must  tell  a  tale  of  chivalry ; 
For  large  white  plumes  are  dancii^  in  mine  eyew 
Not  like  the  formal  crest  of  latter  daya. 
But  bending  in  a  thousand  graceful  ways ; 
So  graceful,  that  it  seems  no  mortal  hand, 
Or  e'en  the  touch  of  Archimago's  wand. 
Could  charm  them  into  auch  an  attitude. 
We  must  think  rather,  that  in  playful  mood. 
Some  mountain  breeze  had  tum'd  its  chief  deligiU 
To  show  this  wonder  of  its  gentle  might 
Lo! ' I  must  tell  a  tale  of  chivaby ; 
For  while  I  muse,  the  lanoe  points  slantingly  • 
Athwart  the  morning  air :  some  lady  sweet, 
Who  cannot  feel  ibr  cold  her  tender  feet. 
From  the'  worn  top  of  some  old  battlement 
Hails  it  with  tears,  her  stout  defender  sent; 
And  from  her  own  pure  self  no  joy  dissembling, 
Wraps  round  her  ample  robe  with  happy  tremhUog 
Sometimes  when  the  good  knight  his  rest  could 
It  is  reflected,  clearly,  in  a  kke. 
With  the  young  ashen  boughs,  Igainst  which  it 
And  th'  half^een  moasiueas  of  linnets'  nests. 
Ah !  shall  I  ever  tell  ilk  cruelty, 
When  the  fire  flashes  from  a  warrior's  eye. 
And  his  tremendous  hand  is  grasping  it. 
And  his  dark  brow  for  very  wAth  is  knitt 
Or  when  his  spirit,  with  mora  calm  infen^ 
Leaps  to  the  honors  of  a  tournament. 
And  makes  the  gazen  round  about  the  ring 
Stafe  at  the  gran<feur  of  the  balancing  t 
No,  no ! '  this  is  fiir  off. — then  how  shall  [ 
Revive  the  dying  tones  of  minstrelsy. 
Which  linger  yet  about  long  Gothic  archea. 
In  dark-green  iVy,  and  among  wild  larches  T 
How  sing  the  splendor  of  the  revelries. 
When  butts  of  wine  are  drank  off  to  the  leea* 
And  that  bright  lance,  against  the  fretted  waU, 
Beneath  the  shade  of  stately  bonnerel. 
Is  slung  with  shining  cuirass,  sword,  and  shield  f 
Where  ye  may  s(to  a  spur  in  bloody  field, 
Light-footed  damsels  move  with  gentle  paoea 
Round  the  wide  hall,  and  show  their  happy  fiicea ; 
Or  stand  in  courtly  talk  by  fivea  and  sevens, 
like  those  fair  stan  that  twinkle  in  the  beavena. 
Yet  must  I  tell  a  tale  of  chivalry  i 
Or  wherefore  cornea  that  knight  so  proudly  fay  t 
Wherefore  more  proudly  does  the  gentle  knight 
Rein  in  flie  swelling  of  his  ample  might? 
Spenser!  thy  brows  are  arched,  open,  kind, 
And  come  like  a  clear  sunrise  to  my  mind  { 
And  always  doea>my  heart  with  pleasure  dailM 
When- 1  think  on  thy  noble  countenance  x 
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Wbeie  never  yet  wai  aught  more  earthly  qeen 

Than  the  pure  freihneflB  of  thy  laureli  gxeen. 

Hierefore,  great  bard,  I  not  so  fearrully 

CaU  on  thy  gentle  spirit  to  hover  nigh    - 

My  daring  steps :  or  if  Ihy  tender  care. 

Thus  startled  unaware. 

Be  jealous  that  the  foot  of  other  wight 

Should  madly  follow  that  bright  path  of  light 

Traced  by  thy  loved  Libertas ;  he  will  speak, 

And  tell  thee  that  ray  prayer  is  very  meek ; 

That  I  vfUl  follow  with  due  reverence. 

And  start  with  awe  at  mine  own  strange  pretence. 

Him  thou  wilt  hear ;.  so  I  will  rest  in  hope 

To  see  wide4>lains,  fahr  trees,  and  lawny  slopes 

The  mom,  the  eve,  the  light,  the  shade,  the  flowers ; 

Gear  streams,  smooth  lakes,  and  overlooking  towers. 


CALIDORE. 

A  FRAaMSNT. 

Young  Calidore  is  paddling  o*er  the  lake ; 

His  healthful  spirit  eager  and  awake 

To  feel  the  beauty  of  a  silent  eve, 

Which  seo^'d  full  loth  this  happy  world  to  leave. 

The  lightpflwelt  o'er  the  scene  so  lingeringly. 

He  bares' his  forehead  to  the  cool  blue  sky. 

And.  smiles  at  the  lar  clearness  all  around, 

Until  his  fietcrt  is  well-nigh  over^wound, 

And  turns  for  calmness  to  the  pleasant  green 

Of  easy  slopes,  and  rfiadowy  trees  that  lean 

Sk>  elegantly  o'er  the  waters'  brim 

And  show  their  blossoms  trim. 

Scarce  can  his  clear  and  nimble  eyesight  follow 

The  freaks,  and  darlings  of  the  black-wing'd  swallow. 

Delighting  much,  to  see  it  half  at  rest. 

Dip  so  refreshingly  its  wings  and  breast 

'Gainst  the  smooth  surface,  and  to  mark  anon, 

The  widening  circles  into  nothing  gone. 

And  now  the  sharp  keel  of  his  little  boat 
Comes  up  with  ripple  and  with  easy  float. 
And  glides  into  a  bed  of  water-lilies :  , 

Broad-leaved  are  they,  and  their  white  conopies 
Are  upward  turn'd  to  catch  the  heaven's  dew. 
Near  to  a  little  island's  point  they  grew ; 
Whence  Calidore  might'  have  the  goodliest  view 
Of  this  sweet  spot  of  earth.    The  bowery  shore 
Went  off  in  gentle  windingrto  the  hoar 
And  light-blue  mountains :  but  no  breathing  man 
With  a  warm  heart,  and  eye  prepared  to  scan 
Nature's  clear  beauty,  could  pass  lightly  by 
Objecto  that  look'd  out  so  invitingly 
On  either  side.    These,  gentle  Calidore 
Greeted,  as  he  had  known  them  long  before. 

The  sidelong  view  of  swelling  leofiness, 
Which  the  glad  setting  sun  in  gold  doth  drea. 
Whence,  ever  and  anon,  the  joy  outsprings, 
And  scales  upon  the  beauty  of  its  wings. 

The  lonely  turret,  shatter'd,  and  outworn. 
Stands  venerably  proud }  too  proud  to  mourn 
Its  long-lost  grandeur :-  fir.treefl  grow  around. 
Aye  diopping  their  hard  fruit  upon  the  gronnd. 


The  little  chapel,  with  the  cvoas  above 
Upholding  wreaths  of  ivy ;  the  white  dove. 
That  on  the  windows  spreads  his  featHers  light. 
And  seems  from  purple  clouds  tp  wiog  its  flighL' 

Green-tufled  islands  catting  their  aofl  shades 

Across  the  lake  ;  sequester'd  leafy  glades, 

That  through  the  dimness  of  their  twilight  show 

Large  dock-leaves,  spiral  foxgloves,  or  the  glow 

Of  the  wild  cat's-eyes,  orvthe  silvery  ateme 

Of  delicate  birch-trees,  or  long  grass  which  heme 

A  liule  brook:    The  youth  had  long  been  viewing 

These  pleasant  things,  and  heaven  was  bedewing 

The  mountain  flowers,  when  his  glad  senses  c«i|^ 

A  trumpet's  silver  voice.     Ah!  it  was  finaugfat 

With  many  joys  for  him :  the  warder's  ken 

Had  found  white  coursers  prancing  in  the 'glen : 

Friends  very  dear  to  him  he  soon  will  see  ; 

So  pushes  off  his  boat  most  eagerl3ii. 

And  soon  upon  the  lake  he  skims  alohg. 

Deaf  to  the  nightingale's  first  undereong,* 

Nor  minds  he  the  while  swans  that  dream  an  aweatiy . 

His  spirit  flies  before  him  so  completely. 

And  now  he  turns  a  jutting  point  of  land. 

Whence  may  be  seen  the  castle  gloomy  and  grand . 

Nor  will  a  bee  buzz  round  two  swelling  peachea. 

Before  the  point  of  his  light>shallop  reaches 

Those  marble  steps  that  through  the  water  4ip: 

Now  over  them  he  goes  with  hasty  trip, 

And  scarcely  stays  to  ope  the  folding<dkion - 

Anon  he  leaps  along  the  oaken  floors 

Of  halls  and  corridon* 

>  Delicious  sounds !  those  little  bright-eyed  thtQQi 
That  float  about  the  air  on  azure  wings, 
Had  been  less  heartfelt  by  him  than  the  clang 
Of  clattering  hoofs ;  into  the  court  he  sprang. 
Just  as  two  noble  steeds,  and  palfreys  twain. 
Were  slanting  out  their  necks  with  looaen'd  rein ; 
While  from  beneath  the  threatening  portcullis 
They  brought  their  happy  burthens.    What  a  kin. 
What  .gentle  squeeze  he  gave  each  lady's  hand  ! 
How  tremblingly  their  delicate  ankles  spann'd ! 
Into  how  sweet  a  trance  his  soul  was  gone. 
While  whisperings  of  aflection 
Made  him  delay  lo  let  their  tender  feet 
Come  to  the  earth ;  with  an  incline  so  sweet 
From  their  low  palfreys  o'ei^his  neck  they  bent: 
And  whether  there  were  tears  of  languish ment. 
Or' that  the  evening  dew  had  pearlM  their 
He  feels  a  moisture  on  his  cheek,  and  bk 
With  lips  that  tremble,  and  with  glistening  eye. 
All  the  aofi  luxury 

That  nestled  in  his  arms.     A  dimpled  hand. 
Fair  as,  some  wonder  out  of  fairy  land, 
Hung  from  his  shoulder  like  the  drooping  flowera 
Of  whitest  Cassia,  fresh  from  summer  ahoweis : 
And  this  he  fondled  with  his  happy  cheek. 
As  if  for  joy  he  wonld  no  further  seek : 
When  the  kind  voice  of  good  Sir  Clerimond 
Came  to  his  ear,  like  something  from  beyond 
His  present  being :  bo  he  gently  drew 
His  worm  armsi  thrilling  now  with  pulses  new* 
From  their  sweet  thnll,  and  forward  gently  bending 
Thank'd  heaven  that  his  joy  was  nevei^enidi]^: 
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While  'gainst  hit  forehead  he  devoutly  preas'd 
A  hand  Heaven  made  to  saccor  tho  distreea'd ; 
A  hand  Uiat  from  the  WMld's  bleak  promontory 
Had  lifted  Calidore  for  deeds  of  Gloiy. 


1, 


Amid  the  pages^  and  die  torches'  glare, 

There  stood  a  knight,  patting  the  flowing  hair 

Of  his  proud  horse's  mane  :  he  was  withal 

A  man  of  elegance,  and  stature  tall : ' 

So  that  the  waving  of  his  plumes  would  be 

High  as  the  berries  of  a  wild-ash  tree. 

Or  as  the  winged  cap  of  Mercury. 

His  armor  was  so  dexterously  wrought 

In  shape,  that  sure  no  living  man  had  thought 

It  har^,  and  heavy  steel :  but  that  indeed 

It  was  some  glorious  form,  some  splendid  weed. 

In  which  a  spirit  new  come  from  the  skies 

Sffight  live,  and  show  itself  to  human  eyes. 

Tis  the  &r-&med,  the  brave  Sir  Gondibert, 

Said  the- good  man  to  Calidore  alert  r 

While  the  young  warrior-with  a  step  of  grace ' 

Came  up,— ^  courtly  smile  upon  his  face. 

And  mailed  hand  held  put,  ready  to  greet 

The  large-eyed  wonder,  and  ambitious  heat 

Of  the  aspiring  boy ;  who,  as  he  led 

Those  smiling  ladies,  ofVen  tum*d  his  head 

To  admire  the  visor  arch'd  so  gracefully 

Over  a  knightly  brow ;  while  ihey  went  by 

The  lamps  that  from  the  high-roofd  walls  were 

pendent^ 
And  gave  the  steel  a  shining  quite  transcendent 

Soon  in  a  pleasant,  chamber  they  are  seated. 

The  swee^lipp'd  ladies  have  already  greeted 

All  the  green  leaves  that  round  the  window  clamber, 

To  show  their  purple  stars,  and  bells  of  amjMr. 

Sir  Gondibert  has  dofTd  his  s>)ining  steel. 

Gladdening  in  the  free  and  oiry  feel 

Of  a  light  mantle;  and  while  Clerimond 

Is  looking  round  about  him  Uith  a  fond 

And  plftcid  eye,  young  Calidore  is  bumir^g   . 

To  hear  of  knightly  deeds,  and  gallant  spuming 

Of  &11  un worthiness ; '  and-  how  the  strong  of  arm 

Kept  off  diimay,  and  terror,  and  alarm 

From  lovely  woman :  while  brimful  of  this. 

He  gave  eaoh  damsel's  hand  so  wqrm  a  Iciss, 

An4  had  such  manly  ardor  in  his  eye. 

That  each  at  other  look'd  half-staringly : 

And  then  thtoir  features  started  into  smiles. 

Sweet  as*  Uue  heavens  o'er  enchanted  isles. 

Softly  4he  breezes  from  the  forest  came. 
Softly  they  blew  aside  the  taper's  flame  ; 
Clear  ^was  the  song 'from  Philoihers  iar  bow^r ; 
Grateful  the  incense  from  the  lime>tree  flower; 
Mysterious,  wild,  the  far-heard  trumpet's  tone ; 
Xxively  the  moon  in  e^er,  all  alone :    > 
Sweet  too  the  converse  of  these  happy  mortals, 
As  that  of  busy  spirits  when  the  portals 
Are  closing  in  the  West ;  or  that  soft  humming 
We  hear  arouAd  when  Hesperus  is  coming. 
Sweet  be  their  sleeps    ♦♦*••* 


TO  SOM£  LADIES 

ON  RKCEIVINO  A  CTTKIOUS  SHELL. 

What  though,  while  the  wooden  of  imtura  ezploringi 
I  cannot  your, light  mazy  footsteps  attend ; 
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Nor  listen  to  accents,  that  almost  adoring, 
Bless  Cynthia's  face,  the  jenthusiast's  fiiend  c 

Yet  over  the  steep,  whence  the  mountaiiMtream  nishef^ 
With  you,  kindest  friends,  in  idea  I  rove ; 

Mark  the  clear  tiunbling  crystal,  its  possionatp  gnahei^ 
Its  spray  that  the  wild-flower  kindly  bedews. 

Why  linger  ye  so,  the  wild  labyrinth  strolling? 

Why  breathless,  unable  your  bUs9  fo  declare  ? 
Ah!  you' list  to  the  nightingale's  tender  condoling, 

Responsive  to  sylpjis.  in  the  moonbearay  air. 

T  is  mom,  and  the  flowers  with  dew  are  yet  drooping, 
I  see  you  are  treading  the  verge  of  the  sea : 

And  now !  ah,  1  see  it — ^you  just  now  are  stooping 
To  pick  up  the  keepsake  intended  for  me. 

If  a  cherub,  on  pinions  of  silver  descending. 

Had  brought  me  a  gem  from  the  fretwork  of  Heaven  ^ 
And  smiles  with  his  star-cheering  voice  sweetly  blend- 

The  blessings  of  Tighe  had  melodioosly  given ; 

It  had  not  created  a  wanner  emotion 
Than  the  present,  fair  nymphs,  I  was  blest  with 
from  you ; 
Than  the  shell,  from  the  bright  golden  sands  of  the 
ocean, 
Which  the  emerald  waves  at  your  feet  gladly  threw. 

For," indeed,  'tis  a  sweet  and  peculiar  pleasure 
(And  blissful  is  he  who*  such  happiness  finds). 

To  possess  but  a  span  of  the  hour  of  leisure 
In  elegaiit,  pure,  and  aerial  minds. 


ON  RECEIVING  A  COPY  OF  VERSES  FROM  THE 
SAME  LADIES. 

J 

Hast  thoit  from  the?caves  of  Golconda,  a  gem 
Pure  as  the  ice-drop  that  froze  on  the  mountains^ 

Bright  OS  the  humming-bird's  green  diadem, 

When  it  flatters  in  sunbeams  that  shine  through  a 
fountain  ? 

Hast  thou  a  goblet  for  dark  sparkling  winef      ^ 
That  goblet  right  heavy,  and  massy,  and  gold? 

And  splendidly  mark'd  with  the  story  divine 
Of  Armida  the  fair,  and  Rinaldo  the  bold  t 

Hast  thou  a  steed  with  a  mnne  richly  flowing  f 
Hast  thou  a  sw^nTthat  thine  enemy's  smart  ist 

Hast  thou  a  trumpet  rich  melodies  blowing? 

And  wear'st  thou  the^shield  of  the  famed  Briti^ 
martis  ? 

What  is  it  tliat  hangs  from  thy  shoulder  so  brwe, 
Embroider'd  with  many  a  spring-peering  flower? 

Is  it  a  scarf  that  thy  fair  lady  gave  t 
And  hastest  thou  now  to  that  fair  lady's  bower  t 

Ah!  courteous  Sir  Knight,' wiA  large  joy  thim  art 
crown'd; 
Full  many  the  glories  that  brighten  thy  youdi! 
I  will  tell  thee  my  blisses,  which  richly  aboimd 
In  magical  powen  to  bless  and  to  soothe. 
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On  dw  icrolLtboa  Meit  written  in  characten  ftir 
A  ■onbeaming  tale  of  a  wveath^  and  a  chain :' 

And,  warrior,  it  nurtures  the  property  rare 
Of  cbaming  my  mind  from  the  tnmmek  of  pain. 

IVa  canopy  mark:  'tis  the  werii  of  a  fay ; 

Beneath  ita  rich  ihade  did  King'Oberon  langniih. 
When  lovely  Titania  was  fu,  fiir  away. 

And  cruelty  left  him  to  lonow  and 


Tlien,  oft  would  he  bring  from  hia  aoft-eighing  lute 
Wild  stiaina*  to  which,  8pell4)ound,  ibe  nigfatin- 
galet  liaten'd  I  -       • 

The  wondering  Bpiriia  of  Heaven  were  mute. 
And  teen  'mong  the  dew-diopa  of  morning  oft 


In  thia  little  dome,  all  ihoee  melodiee  atmnge, 
80ft,  plaintive,  and  melting,  for  ever  will  «igh ; 

l|Br  e'er  will  the  notes  from  their  tendemem  change, 
JNor  e*er  will  the  moaic  of  Oberon  die. 

So  wbeii  I  am  in  a  voluptuous  vein, 
I  pillow  my  head  on  the  sweets  of  the  rose, 

And  Kst  to  the  tale  of  the  wreath,  and  the  chain, 
XiU  iii  echoea  depart;  (hen  1  sink  to  repose. 

Adien!  valiant  Eric !  with  joy  thou  art  crokn'd. 
Full  many  the  glories  that  brighten  thy  you^, 

I  toe  have  my  Mimes,  which  richly  abound 
In  magical  powen  to  bless  and  to  soothe. 


TO 


Hadtf  thou  lived  in  days  of  old, 

O  what  wonders  had  been  told 

Of  thy  lively  oountonance. 

And  thy  humid  eyes  that  dance. 

In  die  midst  of  their  own  brightness. 

In  the  very  fane  of  lightness; 

Over  which  thine  eyebrows,  leaning, 

Picture  out  each  lovely  meaning ! 

In  a  dainty  bend  they  lie, 

like  to  streaks  acroas  the  sky. 

Or  the  foathers  fiom  a  crow, 

Fallen  on  a  bed  of  snow. 

Of  thy  dark  hair,  that  extends 

Into  many  graceful  bends : 

As  the  leaves  of  hellebore 

Turn  to  whence  they  sprung  before. 

And  behind  each  ample  curi 

Peeps  the  richness  of  a  pearl. 

Downward  too  flows  noany  a  tress 

With  a  gloaiy  waviness, 

Full,  and  round  like  globes  that  rise 

Fkom  the  censer  to  the  skies 

Through  sunny  air.    Add  too,  the  sweetness 

Of  thy  honey*d  voice ;  the  neatness 

Of  thine  ankle  lightly  tan'd : 

With  those  beautiea  scarce  dlKem'd, 

Kept  with  such  sweet  privacy, 

That  they  seldom  meet  the  eye 

Of  the  little  Lovea  diat  fly      , 

Round  about  with  eager  piy. 

fiaving  when  with  fieshening  lave, 

'nww  dipp*8t  them  in  tte  liintleai  mem  1 


like  twin  watsMilies^  bora 

In  the  coolness  of  dte  mora* 

O,  if  thon  hpdst  breathed  then, 

Now  the  Muses  had  been  ten. 

Couldst  thou  widi  for  lineege  higher 

Than  ttrin-sisier  of  Thalia  f 

At  least  for  ever,  evermore 

Will  I  call  the  Graces  fonr^ 

Hadst  thou  lived  when  chivalry 

lifted  up  her  lance  on  high. 

Tell  me  what  thou  wouldst  have  \mpaf 

Ah !  I  see  the-silver  sheen 

Of  thy  broider'd  floetiog  vest 

C6v*ring  half  thine  ivory  breast ; 

Which,  O  Heavens !  1  should  seOi 

But  that  cruel  Destiny 

Has  placed  a  golden  euiram  there. 

Keeping  secret  what  is  fair* 

like  sunbeams  in  a  cloudlet  nested. 

Thy  locks  in  knightly  casque  are  rested : 

O^er  which  bend  four  milky  plumes, 

like  the  gentle  lily's  blooms 

Springing  from  a  cosdy  "rase. 

See  with  what  a  stately  pace 

Comes  ihine  alabaster  steed ; 

Servant  of  heroic  deed ! 

O'er  his  loins,  his  tfappings  glow 

like  the  northern  lights  on  snow. 

Mount  his  beck !  thy  sword  nnsheath ! 

Sign  of  the  enchanter's  death; 

Bane  of  every  wicked  spell ; 

Silencer  of  dragon's  yell. 

Alas!  thou  this  wilt  never  do: 

Thou  art  an  enchantress  too, 

And  wilt  sufely  never  spill 

Blood  of  those  whose  eyes  can  kiU. 


TO  HOPE. 

When  fay  my  aolitaiy  hearth  I  sit, 

And  baleful  thoughts  ehwrap  my  soul  in  gloom 
When  no  fair  droams  before  my  ** mind'seye**  fli^ 

And  the  bare  heath  of  life  presents  no  faleom-; 
Sweet  Hope !  ethereal  balm  upon  me  shed. 
And  wave  thy  ailver  pinions  o^er  pny  heail 

WheneW  I  wander,  at  the  fidl  of  nighc. 

Where  woven  boughs  shut  out  thie  moon's  bri^ 
ray, 

Siould  sad  Despondency  my  musings  fiight; 
And  frown,  to  drive  iair  Chef rfulnesa  aWay, 

Peep  with  the  nwonbeams  through  the  leafy  inC 

And  keep  that  ilend  Deapondenoe  &r  aIoe£ 

Should  Disappointment,  parent  of  Despair, 
Strive  for  her  son  to  seiae  tny  carelem  heait 

When,  like  a  cloud,  he  sils  upon  the  air. 
Preparing  on  his  spell-bound  prey  to  dait : 

Chase  him  away,  sweet  Hope,  with  visage  fari|kti 

And  fiighl  him,  as  the  moning  fii|^iteBa  night! 

Whene'er  the  fate  of  tfaoae  I  hold  most  dear 
Tells  to  my  peinfnl  breest  a  tola  of  oonow, 

O  bright-eyed  Hope*  my  morbid  foncy  cheer; 
Let  me  awhile  thy  sweetest  eomfoiia  honow: 

Thy  heaven-bom  radiance  aroimd  me  died. 

And  wave  %  silver  pinaena  o*«r  my  head! 
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Should  «*er  unbappy  love  jay  boaom  pais, 
Fkom  erael  pamli^  or  relendew  tig, 

O  let  me  think  it  is  not  quitp  in  vain 
To  mgh'  oat  ■onnets  to  the  midnight  air ! 

Sweet  Hope!  ethereal  Wm  open  roe  8hed» 

And  wave  thy  nlver  pinnna  o'er  my,  head. 


Id  the  long  visia  of  the  yean  to  roll. 
Let  me  not  tee  our  country*i  honor  fiule ! 

C  let  me  see  our  land  retain  her  soul ! 

Her  pride,  her  freedom ;  and  not  freedom*!  shad^. 

From  thy  bright  eyei  unuiual  brightneai  ahed— 

Beneath  thy  pimooi  canopy  my  head !  •     % 

Let  me  not  aee  the  patrlot'f  high  bequeit. 
Great  Liberty!  how.great  in  plain  attire ! 

With  the*  base  purple  of  a  court  oppreee'd. 
Bowing  her  headland  rpady  to  expire : 

Bat  let  me  aee  thee  itoop  from  Heaven  on  wingi    ' 

That  fill  the  akies  with  silver  glitterings! 

And  aa,  in  sparkling  miyesty,  a  star 

Gilds  the  bright  summit  of  some  gloomy  cloud ; 
Brightening  the  hali^veird  face  of  heaven  a&r : 

So.  when  dark  thoughts  my  boding  spirit  shroud. 
Sweet  Hope !  celestial  infiuence  round  me  abed, 
Waving  thy  silver  pinions  o'er  my  head. 

Febrmry,  1815. 


IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

•        *-*        •        •        •        •        « 

I9o^  Mondng  from  htor  orient  chamber  came, 
And' her  first To^istep  tquch'd  a  yerdalft  hill: 
Crowning  its  lawny  crest  wth  amber  fiatne,* 
•  Silvering  the  untainted  gushes  of  its  rill ; 
Which,  pure  from  mossy  beds,  did  down  distil, 
And,  aAer  parthig  beds  of  simple  flowers, 
By  many  streams  a* little  lake  did  fill. 
Which  round  its  marge  reflected  woven  bowers. 
And,  in  its'^middle  space,  a  sky  that  never  lowers. 

There  the  kingfisher  saw  his  plumage  bright, 
Vying  with  fish  of  brMlient  dye  below ; 
Whose  silken  fins*  and  golden  scales'  light 
Cast  upward,  through  the  waves,  a  ruby  glow: 
There  saw  the  swan  his  neck  of  arched  snow. 
And  oar'd  himself  along  with  majesty ; 
Sparkled  his  jetfy  eyes ;  his  feet  did  show    . 
Bieneath  the  waves  like  Afric's  ebony. 
And  on  his  back  a  fiiy  recUned  voluptuously 

Ah!  could  I  tell  the  wonders  of  an  isle 
That  in  that  fairest  lake  had  plared  been, 
I  could  e'en  Dido  of  her  grief  beguile ; 
Or  rob  from  aged  Lear  his'biuer  teen : 
For  sure  so  fiur  a  place  w&s  never  seen 
Of  all  that  ever  charm'd  romantic  eye: 
It  seem'd  an  emerald  in  the  silver  sheen 
Of  the  bright  waters ;  or  as  when  on  high. 
Through  clouds  of  fleecy  white,  laughs  the  cerulean 
sky. 

And  all  around  it  dipp'd  luxuriously 
Slopings  of  verdure  through  the  gloaay  tida^ 
Which,  as  it  were,  in  gentle  amity, 
Kippled  delighted  up  the  flowery  side; 


As  if  to  glean  the  ruddy  teaia  it  tiied. 
Which  ibU  profu^ly  fiom  the  rose-tree  rtem! 
Haply  it  was  the  workings  of  its  pride, 
In  strife  to  throw  upon  the  ^hore  a  gem 
Outvying  all  the  buds  in  Flora's  diadem. 


Woman  !  when  I  behold  thee  flippant,  vain, 

Inconstant,  chihlisb,  proud,  and  full  of  ianciea^ 
.  Without  that  modest  sotflening  that  enhances 

The  downcast  eye,  repentant  of  the  pain 

That  its  mild  light  creates  to  heal  again ; 
E'en  then,  elate,  my  spirit  leaps  apd  prsncCa, 
E'en  then  my  soul  with  exultation  .dances 

For  that  to  1ove>  so  long,  I  've  dormant  lain : 

But  when  I  see  thee  meek,  and  kind,  and  tender 
Heavens !  how  desperately  do  I  adore 

Thy  winning  graces ; — to  be  thy  defender 
I  hotly  burn — to  be  a  Calidore — 

A  very  Red-Cross  Knight — a  stout  Leander — 
Might  I  be  loved  by  thee  like  these  of  yooa. 

light  feet,  daric  violet  eyes,  and  parted  hair ; 

Soft  dimpled  hands,  white  neck,  and  creamy  bxeist 

Are  things  on  which  the  dazzled  sentes  rest 
Till  the  fond,  fixed  eyes,  forget  they  stare. 
From  sueh  fine  pictures,  Heavens !  I  canpot  dale 

To  turn  my  admiration,  though  unpossess'd 

They  be  of  whfit  is  worthy, — though  not  drest 
In  lovely  modesty,  and  virtues  rare. 
Yet  these  I  leave  as  thoughtless  as  a  lark ;    / 

These  lures  I  straight  fbrget^-^  e'en  ere  I  dinc^ 
Or  thrice  my  palate  moisten  z  bai  when  I  mark 

Such  charms  with  mild  inlMligences  shine. 
My  ear  is  t>pen  like  a  grebdy  shark- 

To  catch  the  tunings  of  a  voice  divine. 

Ah !  who  can  e'er  forget  so  feir  «  being  ? 

Who  can  ibiget  her  half^retiring  sweets  f 

iSod !  she  is  like  a  milk-white  iamb  that  bleats 
For  man's  protection.     Surely  the  All-seeing, 
Who  joys  to  see  ua  with  his  gifts  agreeing. 

Will  never  give  him  pinions,  who  entreats 

Such  innocefice  to  ruin, — who  vilely  cheats 
A  dovepb'ke  bosom.     In  truth,  there  is  no  freemg 
One's  thoughts  from  such  a  beauty ;  when  I  hear 

A  lay  that  once  I  saw  her  hand  awake. 
Her  form  seems  floating  palpable,  and  near : 

Had  I  e'er  seen  her  fiom  an  arbor  take 
A  dewy  flower,  oft  would  that  haiui  appear, 

And  o'er  my  eyes  the  trembling  xnoisture  shake 


ODE  TO  A  NIGHTINGALE. 

1. 
Mr  hehrt  aches,  and  a  drowsy  numbness  pains 

My  sense,  as  though  of  hemlock  I  had  drunk. 
Or  emptied  some  dull  opiate  to  the  drains 

pne  jninute  past,  and  Lethe-wards  had  sunk 
T  is  not  through  envy  of  thy  happy  lot. 
But  beihg  too  happy  in  thy  happmess* — 
•That  thou,  light-winged  Dryad  of  the  treek 
In  some  melodious  plot 
Of  beechen  green,  and  shadoi^'s  nnmberieie 
fiingest  of  summer  in  filll4hroated 
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2.       » 

O  for  a  dniig1it*'of  vintage,  tVjat  hath  been 

Cool'd  a  long  ago  in  the  deep-delved  earth, 
Tasting  of  Flora  and  the  oountry-green, 

Dance,  and  Provencal  song,  and  sun-bamt  mizth ! 
O  for  a  beaker  full  of  the  warm  Soutli, 
Fbll  of  the  true,  the  bloahfal  Uippocrene, 
With  beaded  bubbles  winking  at  the  bHm, 
And  purple^tained  mouth ;     . 
That  T  might  drink,  and  leave  the  w6r1d  unseen, 
And  with  Ihee  fade  away  into  the  forest  dim : 

3. 
Fade  far  away,  dissolve,  and. quite  ibi^et 

What  thou  among  the  leaves  hast  never  known. 
The  weariness,  the  fever,  and  the  fret 

Here,  where  men  sit  and  hear  each  other  groan ; 
Where  pelsy^hakes  a  few,  snd,  last  gray  hairs. 
Where  youth  grows  pale, and  spectre-thin, and  dies; 
Where  but  to  think  \i  to  be  full  of  sorrow 
And  leaden-eyed  despairs. 
Where  Beauty  cannot  keep  her  lustrous  eyes, 
.Or  new  Love  pine  at  them  beyond  to-morrow. 

4. 
Away !  away !  for  I  will  fiy  to  thee. 

Not  charioted  by  Bacchus  and  his  pards, 
But  on  the  viewjess  wings  of  Poesy, 

Though  the  dull  brain  perplexes  and  retards : 
Already  with  thee !  tender  is  the  night. 
And  haply  the  Queen-Moon  is  on  her  throne, 
Cluster'd  around  by  all  her  starry  Fays ; 
But  here  there  is  no  light. 
Save  what  from  heaven  is  with  Uie  breezes  blown 
Through  verdurous  glooma  and  winding  moHy 
ways. 


I  cannot  see  what  fjowers  ate  at  my  feet, 

Nor  what  soft  incense  hangk  upon  the  boughs. 
But,  in  embalmed  darkness,  guess  e&ch  sweet 
Wherewith  the  seasonable  month  endows 
The  grass,  the  thicket,  and  the  frnit-tree  wild ; 
White  hawthorn,  and  the  pastoral  eglantine ; 
Fast*fiuiing  violets  cover'd  up  in  leaves ; 
And  mid-May's  eldest  child, 
The  coming  musk-rme,  full  of  dewy  wine, 
The  murmurous  haunt  of  flies  on  summer  eves. 

6. 

Darkling  I  listen  ;  and,  for  maYiy  a  time 

I  have  been  linM"  in  love  with  eeaeful  Death, 
Call'd  him  soil  names  in  many  a  mused  xjiyme. 

To  take  into  the  air -my  quiet  breath  ; 
Now  more  than  ever  roems  it  rich  td  die. 
To  cease  upon  the  miii night  with  no  pain. 

While  than  art  pouring  forth  thy  soul  abroad 
In  such  ah  ecstasy! 
Still  wouldst  thou  sing,  and  I  have  ears  i&  valin — 

To  thy  high  requiem  become  a  sod. 

7. 
Thou  wast  not  bom  for  death,  immortal  Bird ! 

No  hun^  generations  tread  thee  d«wn ; 
llie  voice  I  hear  this  passing  night  was  heard 

In  ancient  days  by  emperor  and  clown  i 


Periiaps  the  self-aame  song  diat  fimnd  a  'path 
Through  the  sad  het|n  of  Ruth,  when,  dck 
home. 
She  stood  in  tears  amid  the  alien  com ; 
The  same  that  oft-times  hath 
Chann'd  magic  casements,  opening  on  the 
Of  perilous  sieas,  in  fiury-lands  ibrlocn. 

8. 

Forlorn !  the  very  word  is  like  a  bell 

To  toill  ne  beck  from  thee  to  my  sole  self! 
Adieu !  the  fancy  cannot  cheat  so  well 
As  she  is  famed  to  do^  deceiving  elf. 
Adieu !  adieu !  thy  plaintive  mthem  fades 
Past  the  near  meadows,  over  the  still  streanu 
Up  the  hill-side;  and  now  *tis  buried  deep 
In  the  next  valley-glades : 
Was  it  a  virion,  or  a  waking  dream  T 
Fled  is  that  music : — pb  I  wtike  or  sleep  f 


ODE  ON  A  GRECIAN  URN. 


i 


I. 

Thod  bUU  unrevish'd  bride  of  quiemess ! 

Thou  foster-child  of  Silence  afkl  slow  TiSMi 
Sylvan  historian,  who  canst  thus  express 

A  flowery  tale  more  sWcetly  than  our  rhyme : 
What  leaf-fringed  legend  haunts  about  thy  ahape 

Of  deities  or  mortals,  or  of  both'. 
In  Tempe  or  the  dales  of  Arcady  T 

What  men  or  gods  are  these  ?   What  maidens  loCh  * 
What  mod  pursuit?  What  struggle  tp  escape f' 

What  pipes  and  timbrels  ?  What^wild  ecaCasyf 


Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but  those  unheard 

Are  sweeter ;  therefore,  ye  sof\  pipes,  play  oa  ; 
Not  to  the  sensual  ear,  but,  more  endear'd. 

Pipe  to  the  spirit  ditties  of  no  tone : 
Fair  youth,  beneath  the  trees,  thou  canst  not  le%Te 

Thy  song,  nor  ever  can  those  trees  be  bare; 
Bold  Lover,  fleverr  never  canst  thou  kias. 
Though  winning  near  the  goal — ^yet,  do  not  grieve 

She  cannot  fade,  though  thou  hast  not  thy  blB% 
For  evei'  wilt  thou  love,  end  she  be  fiur  1 

3. 

Ah,  happy,  happy  botighs !  that  cannot  shed 

Your  leaves,  nor  ever  bid  the  Spring  adieu; 
And,  happy  melodist,  unwearied. 

For  ever  piping  Bongs  for  evter  new ; 
More  happy  love !  more  happy,  happy  love! 
'  For  ever  warm  and  still  to  be  enjoy*d. 

For  ever  panting  and  for  ever  young ; 
All  breathing  human  passion  far  above. 

That  leaves  a  heart  high-sorrowful  and  do/d. 
A  btiming  forehoul,  and  a  parching  tongue. 

4.  • 

Who  are  these  coming  to  the  ssfcrifioe  T 
To  what  green  altar,  O  mysterious  priests 

Lead'st  thou  that  heifer  lowing  at  the  skies. 
And  all  her  silken  flanks  with  garlands  dreiCf 

What  little. tovi-n  by  river  or  aea'shore. 

Or  moimtain-built  with  peaceful  citadel, 
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U  emptied  of  thk  iblk,  this  piopa  momt 
And,  fitde  town,  iky  street*  tot  evennore 
Will  nlent  be ;  and  not  M>ul  to  t«U 
Why  thou  art  desolate,^aii  e'er  retain. 

6. 

O  Attic  shape!  Fair  attttnde!  with  biede 

Of  marble  men  and  maidens  overwrought. 
With  forest  braoohes  and  the  trodden  weed ; 

Thou,  silent  form !  dost  tease  us  out  of  thought 
As  doth  eternity :  Cold  Pttstoral ! 

When  old  age  shall  this  geneiatibn  waste. 
Thou  shalt  remain,  in  midst  of  other  woe 
Than  ours,  a  friend  to  roan,  to  whom  thou  say'st, 

"  Beauty  is  truth,  troth  beauty," — that  is  all 
Te  luow  on  earth,  and  all  ye  need  to  know. 


ODE  TO  PSYCHE. 

0  G0DDI88 !  hear  these  tunetes  numbers,  wrung 
By  sweet  eoforcepaent  and  remembrance  dear, 

And  pardon  that  ibf  secrets  should  be  sung, 
Even  into  thine  own  solV-couched  ear : 

Sorely  I  dreamt  tcMlay,  or  did  I  see 

I'he  winged  ^yehe  with  awaken'd  eyes! 

1  wander'd  in  a  forest  thoughtlessly, 

And,  on  the  sudden,  fainting  widi  surprise. 
Saw  two  fair  creature^  couched  side  by  ^de 

In  deepest  grass,  beneath  the  whispering  roof 

Of  leaves  and  trembled  blofasoms,  where  there  ran 
A  brooklet,  scarce  espied : 
Mid  hush'd,  oool-i;poted  flowera,  fragrant:eyed, 

Blue,  silver-white,  and  budded  Tynan, 
rhey  lay  calm-breathing  on  the  bedded  grass ; 

Their  arms  embraced,  and  their  pinions  too ; 

Their  lips  touched  not,  but  had  not  bade  adieu, 
As  if  disjoined  by  sofVhanded  slumber, 
And  ready  still  post  kisses  to  outnumber 

At  tender  eye-dawn  of  Aurorean  love : 
The  winged 'boy  I  knew; 

But  who  wast  thou,  O  happy,  happy  dovel 
His  Pliyche  true ! 

O  latest-bom  and  loveliest  vision  iar 

Of  all  Olympus'  laded  hierarchy ! 
Fairer  than  Phoebe's  sapphire-region'd  star. 

Or  Vesper,  anioroas  glow-worm  of  the  sky ; 
Fairer  than  these,  though  temple  thou  hast  none, 

Nor  altar  heap'd  with  flowers ; 
Nor  Virgin-choir  tp  make  delicious  moan 

Upon  the  midnight  hourt; 
No  voice,  no  lute,  no  pipe,  no  incense  sweet 

Prom  chain-swung  censer  teeming; 
No  shrine,  no  grove,  no  oracle,  no  heat 

Of  pale-mouthed  prophet  dreaming. 

0  brightest !  though  too  late  for  antique  vows, 
Too,  too  late  for  the  fond  believing  lyre. 

When  holy  were  the  haunted  forest  boughs. 
Holy  the  air,  the  u'ater,  and  die  fire ; 

Tet  even  in  these  da]m  so  far  retired 
From  hapi^  pieties,  thy  lucent  fims, 
Fhittering  among  the  faint  Olympians, 

1  see,  and  sing,  by  my  own  eyes  inspired. 

80  let  nie  be. thy  ehoir,  aiid  make  a  moan 
Upon  the  midnight  lioors ; 
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Thy  voiGe,  thy  lute,  thy  pipe,  thy  incense  sweet 

Frpm  swinged  censer  teeming ;' 
Thy  shrine,  thy  grove,  thy  oracle,  thy  heat 

Of  pale-mouth'd  prophet  dreaming. 

Yes,  I  will  be  thy  priest,  and  build  a  fone 

In  some  untrodden  region  of  my  mind. 
Where  branched  thoughts;  new-grown  with  pleasant 
pain, 

Instead  of  pines  shall  murmur  in  the  wind 
Far,  far  around  shall  those  dark-cluster'd  trees 

Fledge  the  wild-ridged  mountains  steep  \ff.  steep ; 
And  there  by.  lephyrs,  streams,  and  bis4s,  and  bees, 

The  moss  lain  Dryads  shall  be  luU'd  to  sleep ; 
And  in  the  niidalt  of  this  wide  quietness 
A  rosy  sanctuary  will  I  dress 
With  the  wreathed  trollis  of  a  working  brain, 

With  buds,,  and  bells,  and  stars  without  a  name. 
With  all  the  gardener  Fancy  e'er  could  feign. 

Who  breeding  flowen,  will  never  breed  the 
And  there  shall  be  for  thee  all,  90ft  delight 

That  shadowy  thought  can  win, 
A  bright  toroh,  and  a  casement  ope  at  Jiight, 

To  let  the  warm  Love  in !      . 


FANCY. 

Ever  let  the  Fancy  roam,  - 
Pleasure  never  is  at  home : 
At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth, . 
like  to  bubbles  when  rain  peheth ; 
Then  let  winged  Fancy  wander 
Through  the  thoughts  still  spread  beyond  her 
Open  wide  the  mind's  cage^door. 
She  '11  dart  forth,  and  cloudward  soar. 
O  sweet  Fancy '  let  her  loose ; 
Summer's  jOys  are  spoilt  by  use. 
And  the  enjoying  of  the  Spriqg 
Fades  as  does  its  blossoming : 
Autumn's  red-lipp'd  fruitage  tooy 
Blushing  through  the  mist  and  dew. 
Cloys  with  tasting :  What  do  then? 
Sit  thee  by  the  ingle,  when 
The  sear  fogot  blazes  bright. 
Spirit  of  a  winter's  night; 
When  the  soundless  earth  is  muffled. 
And  the  caked  snow  is  shuffled 
From  ihe  pipwboy's  heavy  shoon ; 
When  the  Night  doth  meet  the  Noon 
In  a  dark  conspiracy 
To  banish  F.ven  from  her  sky. 
Sit  the^  there,  and  send  abroad, 
With  a  mind  self-overaWd, 
Fancy,  high  comminion'd  :  send  her! 
She  has  vafsals  10  attend  her : 
She  will  .bring,  in-spile  of  frost. 
Beauties  that  the  earth  hath  lost ; 
She  will  brin^  thee,  all  together. 
All  delights  of  summer  weather ; 
All  the  buds  and  bells  of  May, 
From  dewy  sward  or  thorny  spray ; 
All  the  heaped  Autumn's  wealth. 
With  a  still,  mysterious  stealth ; 
She  will  mix  these  pleasures  up  . 
like  three  fit  WSlies  in  a  cup, 
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And  thoa  thalt  quaff  it^^thou  ahalt  h^tur 
Distant  hanrett-carols  clear ; 
Roatle  of  the  reaped  oofm ; 
Sweet  biids  antheming  the  mora ; 
And,  in  the  eame  moment — hark ! 
*Tia  the  early  April  laik. 
Or  the  rooks,  with  busy  caw, 
Foraging  fbr  sticks  and  straw. 
Thou  s^t,  at  one  glance,  behold 
The  daisy  ahd  the  marigold  ;  ^ 

White-plumed  lilies,  and  the  first 
Hedge-grown  primrose  that  hath  biuak; 
Shaded  hyacinth,  alway 
Sapphire  queen  of  the  midoMay ; 
And  every  leaf,  and  every  fluwer 
Pearled  with  the  self'Same  shower. 
Thou  shalt  see  the  field-mouse  peep 
Meager  fiom  its  celled  sleep ; 
And  the  snhke  all  winler-thin 
Cast  on  sminy  bank  its  skin ; 
Freckled  nest-eggs  thou  shalt  see 
Hatching  in  the  hawthorn-tree, 
When  the  hen-bird's  wii^  doih  rest 
Quiet  on  her  roosiy  nest ; 
.  Then  the  hurry  and  alnon 
When  the  bee-hive  casts  its  swarm ; 
Acorns  ripe  down-pattering. 
While  the  autumn  breezes  sing. 

O,  sweet  Fancy !  let  her  loose; 
Every  thing  is  spoilt  by  use : 
Where's  the  cheek-that  doih  not  ftde, 
Tbo  much  gazed  at  7  Where 's  the  maid 
Whose  lip  mature  is  ever  new  T    -    . 
Where's  the  e)re,  however  blue. 
Doth  not  weary?  Where's  the  fiice 
One  would  meet  in  every  .place  ? 
Where 's  the  voice,  however  soft, 
One  would  hear  so  very  oflT 
At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth 
Like  to  babbles  when  rain  pelteth. 
Let,  then,  winged  Fancy  find 
Thee  a  mistress  to  thy  mind : 
Dttlcet^ed  as  Ceres'  daughter. 
Era  the  God  of  Torment  taught  her 
How  to  frown  and  how  to  cUde ; 
With  a  waist  and  with  a  side 
White  as  Hebe's  when  her  zone 
Slipt  iti  golden  clasp,  and  down 
Fell  her  kirtle  to  her  feet. 
While  she  held  the  goblet  sweet. 
And  Jove  grew  languid. — Break  the  meah 
Of  the  Fancy's  silken  leash ; 
Quickly  brtek  her  prison«tring, 
And  such  jqys  as  these  she'll  brings—' 
Let  the  winged  Fancy  roam, , 
Pleasure  never  is  at  home. 


With  the  noise  of  ftantaiiB  •maaAtom, 
And  the  porle  of  voioea  tkuadVow ; 
With  the  whisper  of  heaven^ 
And  one  anotheif  in  aoft 


ODE. 

Baum  of  Ptarion  and  of  Afirth, 
Ve  have  left  your  souls  on  earth ! 
Have  ye  soub  in  heaven  too, 
Double4ived  in  regions  hew  ? 
Yes,  and  those  of  heaven  commuM 
With  the  spheres  of  sun  and  moon ; 


Seated  on  Elysian  lawns 
Browsed  by  none  but  Dian's  &wob  ; 
Underneath  large  Uoe-bells  tanted. 
Where  the  daisies  are  rososcented» 
And  the  rose  herself  has  got 
Perfume  which  on  earth  is  not ; 
Where  the  nightingale  doth  sing 
Notm  senseless,  tranced  thing; 
Bat  divine  melodioiis  truth ;    • 
Philosophic  numbeis  smooth; 
Tales  and  golden  histories 
Of  heaven  and  itp  mysteries. 

Thus  ye  live  oo  high,  and  then 
On  the  earth  ye  live  again ; 
And  the  souls  ye  left  behipd  yo« 
Teach  us,  here,  the  way  lo  find  ]f^oa. 
Where  your  other  souls  are  joying. 
Never  sldmber'd,  nevef  cloyinff. 
Here,  your  earth-bom  souls  still  speak 
To  moriah,  of  their  little  week; 
Of  their  sorrows  and  deh'ghts; 
Of  their  passions  and  theirvpites. 
Of  their  glory  and  their  shame ; 
What  doth  strengthen  and  what  maim. 
Thus  ye  teach  us,  every  day. 
Wisdom,  though  fled  iar  away. 

Bards  of  Passion  and  of  Mirth, 
Ye  have  left  your  soiils^on  earth! 
Ye  have  ^uls  in  heaven  toe,   ' 
Double-lived  in  regions  new ! 


LINES  ON  THE  MERMAH)  TAVERN 

Souls  of  poeto  dead  and  gone* 
What  Elysium  -  have  ye  known* 
Happy  field  or  moay  cavern. 
Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  Tavern  f 
Have  ye  tippled  drink  more  fine 
Than  mine  host's  Canary  winef 
Or  are  frui'ti  of  .Fsradise 
Sweeter  than  thoetf  dainty  pies   . 
Of  venison  ?  O  generous  Aod ! 
Drest  as  though  bold  Robin  Hood 
Would,  with  hb  maid  Marian, 
Sup  and  t»wse  frem.hora  and  can. 

I  have  heard  that  on  a  day 
Mine  host^  sign-board  flew  away. 
Nobody  knew  whither,  till 
An  astrologer's  old  quill 
To  a  sheepskin  gave  the  storyr^ 
Said  he  saw  you  in  your  ^ory, 
Underneatli  a  new-old  sign    , 
Sipping  bevemge  divine. 
And  pledging  with  contented  sonde 
The  Mermaid  in  the  Zodiac 

Soub  of  Poets  dead  and  gone. 
What  Elysium  have  ye  known, 
Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern. 
Choicer  than  the  Mermakl  Tsvemf 
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.  ROBIN  HOOO 

TO  A  rftlBfDu 

I9o !  those  day*  are  gone  away, 
And  fheir  hoffn  are  old  and  gray. 
And  tkeir  nmiatet  baried-  all 
XMet  the  down-trodden  pall 
Of  the  leaves  of  many  yean : 
Many  timet  have  Winter's  shean, 
Froxen  Nortl^  and  chillmg  East, 
Sounded  tempests  to  the  feast 
Of  the  forest's  whispering  fleeoeSt 
Sinoe  men  knew  nor  rent  nor  leasee. 


No,  the  hagle  sounds  no  more. 
And  the  twanging  bow  no  more; 
Silent  is  the  ivory  shrill 
Fast  the  heath  and  up  the  hill ; 
There  is  no  mid-ibrest  laugh, 
'Where  lone  Echo  gives,  the  half 
To  some  wight,  amazed  to  hear 
Jesting,  de^  in  forest  drear 

On  thf  fairest  time  of  June 
Ton  may  go,  with  sun  or  n^ood, 
Or  the  seven  stam  to  Ught  you, 
Or  the  polar  ray  to  right  yoti ; 
But  you  never  may  behold 
Little  John,  or  Robin  imld  < 
Never  one,  of  all  the  clan. 
Thrumming  on  an  empty  can 
Some  old' hunting  ditty,  while 
He  (foth  his  green  way  beguil 
To  fair  hostess  Merriment, 
Down  beside  the  posture  Trent; 
For  he  left  the  meny  tate 
Messenger  for  spicy  ale- 


Gone,  the  merry  morris  din  ; 
Gone,  the  song -of  Gamely  n ; 
Gone,  the  tough-beked  outlaw 
Idling  in  the  **  gtenA  shawe ;" 
All  are  gone  away  and  past ! 
And  if  Robin  should  be  cast 
Sudden  from  his  tuftecr  grave. 
And  if  Marian  should  have 
Once  again  her  forest  days. 
She  would  weep,  and  he  woUld  erase ; 
He  would  swear,  for  all  his  oaks, 
Fall'n  beneath  the  dock-yard  strokes,  ^ 
Have  rotted  on  the  briny  seas;     • 
She  would  weep  that  iier  wild  bees 
Sang  not  to  her— strange!  that  honey  " 
Can't  be  got  without  hard  money ! 

So  It  IS ;  yet  let  us  sing 
Honor  to  the  old  bow-string! 
Honor  to  the  bugle-bom ! 
Honor  to  the  woods  unshorn^ 
Honor  to  the  Uncoln  green !       .   ^ 
Honor  to  the  areher  keen! 
Honor  to  tight  little  John, 
And  the  horse  he  rode  upon! 
Honor  fo  bold  Robin  Hood, 
Steeping  in  the  underwood ! 


HoBor^to  maid  Buriafl^ 
And  to  all  the  Sherwood  clan ! 
Though  their  days  have  honied  by. 
Let  us  two  a  burden  try. 


TO  autumn; 

Sbabon  of  mists  and  mellq w  fruitiblness ! 

Close  bosom-friend  of  the  maturing  sun ; 
Conspiring  with  him  how  to  load  and  bless 

Witkfhiit  the  vines  that  round  the  thatch-eves  nm, 
To  bend  with  apples  the  moes'd  cottage-trees. 

And  fill  all  fruit  with  ripeness  to  the  core ; 
To  swell  the  gourd,  aind  plump  the  haxel^heUa 
With  a  sweet  kernel ;  to  set  budding  more. 

And  still  liiore,  later  flowers  for  the  bees,    . 
Until  they  think  warm  days  will  never  cease, 

For  Summer  has  o'er-bnmm*d  their  clamtey  celli. 

• 

Who  hath  not  seen  thee  oft  amid  thy  More  t 
Sometimes  whoever  seeks  abroad  may  ^nd 

Thee  sitting  careless  on  a  granary  floor. 

Thy  hair  soft-lifted  by  the  winnowing  wind ; 

Or  on  a  half-reap'd  ftjrrow  sound  asleep. 

Drowsed  with  the  fume  of  poppies,  while  tiiy  hook 
Spares  the  next  swath  and  all  its  twined'floweis; 

And  somistimes  like  a  gleaner  thou  do4t  keep 
Steady  thy  laden  head  across  a  brook ; 
Or  by  a  oder-presi,  witii  patient  look. 

Thou  watehest  the  last  ooongs,  lionrs  by  hoofi. 

Where  are  tfa»  songs  of  Spring?  Ay,  whbre  are'they  f 
Think  not  of  them,  thou  hast  thy  music  too, — 

While  barred  clouds  bloom  the  soft-dying  day,'' 
And  touch  the  stubble-plaios  vdth  rosy  hue ; 

Then  in  a  wailful  choir  the  «mall  gnats  moum 
Among  the  river  sallows,  home  aloft 
Or  sinking  as  the  light  wind  lives  or  dies ; 

And  full-grown  lambs  loud  bleat  from  hilly  boum; 
HedgeK:ricke(iB  sing ;  and  now  with  treble  )oft 
The  red-breast  whistles  from  a  gurden-croft ; 
And  gathering  swallows  twitter  in  the  skies 


ODE  ON  MELANCHOLY. 

* 

No,  no,  go  not  to  Lethe,  neither  twist 

Wolfs^bane,  tight-rooted,  for  its  poisonous  wine; 
Nor  suffer  thy  poLe  forehead  to  be  kiss'd 

By  nightshade,  ruby  grape  of  Proserpine ; 
Make  not  your  rosary  of  yew-berries. 

Nor  let  the  beetle,  nor  the  death-moth  be 
Your  mournful  PSyche,  wor  the  downy  owl 
A  partner  in  your  sorrow's  mysteries ; 

For  shade  to  shade  will  oonke  too  drowsily, 
And  drown  the  wakeful  anguish  o£  the  souL 

But  when  the  melancholy  fit  shall  fall 

Sudden  from  heaven  like  a  weeping  cipud. 
That  fosters  th^  droop-hoaded  flowers  all,  ' 

And  hides  the  green  hill  in  an  April  shroud « 
Then  glut  thy  sorrow  on  a  morning  rose. 
Or  on  the  rainbow  of  the  salt  sand-wave* 
Or  on  the  wealth  of  globed  peonies; 
Or  if  thy  mistress  soqne  rich  anger  shows. 
Imprison  her  soft  hand,  and  let  her  lavo. 
And  feed  deep,  deep  upon  her  peerless  eyes. 
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She  dwelli  "with  Beauty-^Beauty  that  must  die ; 

And  Joy,' whose  hand  is  ever  at  his  lips 
Bidding  adieu ;  and  aching  Pleasure  nigh, 

,  Turning  \a  poison  while  the  be^-mouth  nfM :        ^ 
Ay.  in  the  \ery  temple  of  Delight 

Veil'd  Melancholy  has  her  sovran  shrine, 
Though  seen  of  none  save  him  whose  strenuous 
tongue 
Can  burst  Joy's  grape  against  his  palate  fine ; 
Hb  soul  shall  taste  the  sadness  of  her  ipight. 
And  b^  among  her  cloudy  trophies  hilng. 


SLEEP  AND  POETRY. 


As  X  lay  ih  my  bed  steps  full  unmete 
Was  unto  me,  but  why  that  I  ne  might 
Rest  I  ne  wist,  for  there  n'  as  erthly  wight 
(Ai  I  iuppose)  had  more  of  bertis  esc 
Than  I,  for  I  n*  ad  sicknesse  nor  disese. 

CUAOCBR. 


What  is  more  gentle  than  a  wind  in  summer  ? 
W[hat  is  more  soothing,  than  ihe-  pretty  hummer 
That  stays  one  moment  in  an  open  flower, 
And  buzzes  clveerily  from  bower  to  bower  ? 
What  is  more  tranquil  than  »•  musk-ruse  blowing 
In  a  green  island,  far  from  all  men's  knowing  ? 
More  healthful  than  the  leafiness  of  dales? 
More  secret  than  a  ne^t  of  nightingales  ? 
More  serene  than  Cordelia's  countenance  f 
More  fullx)f  visions  than  a  high  romance? 
What,  but  thee.  Sleep.  ?  SoA  closer  of  our  eyesj- 
Low  murmurer  of  tender  lullabies ! 
Light-  hoverer  around  our  happy  pillows ! 
Wreather  of  poppy  buds,  and  weeping  willows ! 
Silent  entangler  of  a  beauty's  tresses ! 
Most  happy  listener !  when  the  morning  bleses 
Thee  for  enlivening^  all  .the  cheerful  eyes 
That  glance  so  brightly  at  the,  new  sunrise. 

But  what  is  higher  beyond  thought  than  thee  ? 

Fresher  than  berries  of  a  mountain-tree  ? 

More  strange,  more  beautiful,  more  smooth,  more  regal, 

Than  wings  of  swans,  than  doves,  than  dim-seen  eagle  ? 

What  is  it  7  And  to  what  shall  I  compare  it  f 

It  has  a  glory,  and  liaught  else  can  share  it : 

The  thought  thereof  .is  awful,  sweet,  and  holy, 

Chasing  away  all  worldliness  and  folly : 

Coming  sometimes  like  fearful  claps  of  thunder ; 

Or  the  low  rumblings  earth's  regions  under ; 

And  sometimes  like  a  gentle  whispering 

Of  all  the  secrets  of  ^me  wondrous  thing 

That  breathes  about  us  in,  the  vacant  air ; 

So  that  we  look  around  with  prying  stare,  % 

Perhaps  to  see  shapes  of  light,  aerial  lymning, 

And  catch  soA  floatings  from  a  faint-heard  hymning ; 

To  see  the  laurel-wreath,  on  high  suspended. 

That  is  to  crown  dur  name  when  life  is  ended. 

Soiaetimes  it  gives  a  gldry  to  the  voice, 

And  from  the  heart  upniprings.  Rejoice !  rejoice ! 

Sounds  which  will  reach  the  Framer  of  all  things, 

And  die  away  in  ardent  mutterihgs.* 

Ko  one  who  mice  the  glorious  sun  has  seen. 
And  all  the  clouds,  and  felt  his  bosom  clean 


For  his  great  Maker's  presence,  bat  taraitt  know 
What  'tis  I  mean,  and  feel  his  being  glow : 
Therefore  no  insult  will  I  give  his  spirit, 
By  telling  what  he  sees  from  native  merit 


O  Poesy!  fiv  thee  I  hold  my  pen. 

Thai  am  not  yet  a  glorious  .denizen 

Of  thy  wide  heaven— ^ould  I  rather  kneel 

Upon  some  mouniain-top  until  I  feel 

A  glowing  splendor  round  about  me  hung. 

And  echo  back  the  voice  of  thine  ewn  ttm/gmt 

0  Foeasy !  for  thee  i  grasp  my  pen 

That  am  not  yet  a  glorious  denizen 

Of  thy  wide  heaven ;  yet,  to  my  ardent  prayer. 

Yield  from  thy  sanctuary  some  clear  air. 

Smoothed  for  iniosicMion  by  the  breath 

Of  flowering  bays,  that  1  may  die  a  deadi 

Of  luxury,  and  my  young  spirit  follow 

The  morning  sunbMms  lo  the  great  Apollo^ 

Like  a  fresh  sacrifice ;  or,  if  I  can  bear 

The  o'erwheUning  sweets,  '^t  will  bring  lo  me  the  ftii 

Visions  of  all  places :  a  bowery  nook 

WiU  be  elysium— fin  eternal  book 

Whence  I  may  copy  many  a  lovely  saying 

About  the  leaves,  and  flowers— about  the  playing 

Of  nymphs  in  woods,  and  ibuntains ;'  and  the  shads 

Keeping  a  silence  round  a  sleeping  maid ; 

And  many  a  verse*  fipm  so  strange  influence  - 

That  we  must  ever  wonder  how,  and  whence 

It  came.    Also  imaginings  will  hover  , 

Round  my  flre-side,  oind  haply  there  diacover 

Vistas  of  solemn  beauty,  where  Td.  wander 

In  happy  silence,  like  the  clear  Meander 

Through  its  lone  vales;  and  where  I  found  aspU 

Of  aw^uller  shade,  or  an  enchanted  grot. 

Or  a  green  hill  o'erspr^d  with  chequer'd  dj^ess 

Of  flowers,  and  fearful  from  its  lovelinesi. 

Write  on  my  tablets  all  that  was  permitted. 

All' that  was  for  our  human  senses  fitted. 

Then  the  events  of  this  wide  world  I  'd 

like  a  strong  giant,  and  my  spirit  tease 

Till  all  its  shoulders  it  should  proudly 

Wings  to  find  out  an  immortality. 


Slop  and  consider !  life  is  hot  a  day ; 
A  firagile  dew-drop  on  ito  perilous  way 
From  a  tree's  summit ;  a  poor  Indian's  sleep 
While  his  boat  hastens  to  the  monstroua  sleep 
Of  MontmorencL   Why  so  sad  a  moan  ? 
Life  is  the  rose's  hope  while  yet  unblawa; 
The  reading  of  an  ever«hanging  tale; 
The  light  uplifting  of  «  maiden's  veil ; 
A  pigeon  tumbling  in  clear  summer  air ; 
A  laughing  school-boy,  wxthont  grief  or  care. 
Riding  the  springy  bmnches  of  an  elm. 


O  for  ten  years,  that  I  may  overwhelm 
Myself  in  poesy !  so  I  may  do  the  deed 
That  my  own  soul  has  to  itself  decreed. 
Then  i  will  pass  the  countries  that  I  see 
In  long  perspective,  and  continually  * 
Taste  their  pure  fountains.    First  the  realm  I  'U  pas 
Of  Flora,  and  old  Fan :  sleep  in  the  graas. 
Feed  upon  apples  red,  and  strawberries, 
And  choosa  each  pleasure  that  my  fiincy 
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Catch  the  white-handed  nymphs  in  shady  pUoes, 

To  woo  sweet  kisses  from  averted  faces,— 

Flay  with  th^ir  fingers,  touch  their  sli^oalders  white 

Into  a  pretty  shrinking  with  a  bite 

As  hard  as  lips  can  make  it:  till  agreed, 

A  lo.vely  tale  of  human  lile  we'll  read. 

And  one  will  teach  a  tame  dove  how  it  bes^ 

May  fan  the  cool  air  gently  o'er  my  rest : 

Another,  bending  o'er  her  nimble  tread, 

Will  set  a  green  robe  floating  round  her  head. 

And  fltill  will  dance  with  ever-varied  ease, 

Smiling  upon  the  flowen  and  the  trees : 

Another  will  entice  me  on,  and  on 

Through  almond  blossoms  and  rich  ciimamoni 

Till  in  the  bosom  of  a  leafy  world 

We  rest  in  silence,  like  two  gems  upcmrrd 

In  the  recesses  of  a  pearly  shell. 

And  can  I  ever  bid  these  joys  &rewell  f 

Yes,  I  must  pass  them  for  a  nobler  life, 

Where  I  may  find  the  agonies,  the  strife 

Of  human  hearts :  for  lo !  1  see  afar, 

O'er-sailing  the  blue  cmggineas,  a  car 

And  steeds  with  streamy  manes — the  charioteer 

Looks  out  upon  the  winds  With  glorious  fbar : 

And  now  the  numerous  tromplings  quiver  lightly 

Along  a  huge  cloud's  ridge ;  and  now  with  sprightly 

Wheel  downward  come  they  into  fresher  skies, 

Tipt  round  with  silver  from  th^  sun's  bright  eyes. 

Still  downward  with  capacious  whirl  they  glide ; 

And  now  I  see  them  on  a  green  hill-side 

In  breezy  rest  among  the  nodding  stalks. 

The  charioteer  with  wondrous  gesthre  talks 

To  the  trees  and  inountains ;  and  there  soon  appear 

Shapies  of  delight,  of  mystery,  find  fear. 

Passing  along  before  a  dusky  space 

Made  by  some  mighty  oaks :-  as  they  would  chase 

Some  ever-fleetjtig  music,  on  they  sweep. 

Lo!  how  they  murmur,  laugh,  and  smile,  and  weep : 

Some  with  tipholden  hand  and  mouth  severe; 

Some  with  their  fiices  muffled  to  the  ear 

Between  their  arms ;  some  clear  in  youthful  bloom. 

Go  glad  and  pmilingly  athwart  the  gloom  ; 

Some  looking  back,  and  some  with  upward  gaze; 

Yes,  thousands  In  a  thousand  different  ways 

Flit  onward — ^now  a  lovely  wreath  of  gjrls 

Dancing  tlieir  sleek  hair  into  tangled  curls; 

And  now  broad  wings.    Most  awfully  intent 

The  driver  of  those  steeds  is  forward  bent, 

And  seems  to  listen :  O  that  I  might  know 

All  that  he  writes  with  such  a  hurrying  glow ! 

The  visioDs  all  are  fled — the  car  is  fled 

Into  the  light  of  heaven,  and  in  their  st^ad 

A  sense  oj  .real  things  comes  doubly  strong,  , 

And,  like  a  muddy  stream,  would  bear  along 

My  suul  to  nothii^ess :  but  I  will  strive 

Against  all  doubtings,  and  will  keep  alive 

The  thought  of  that  same  chariot,  and  the  str^uige 

Journey  it  went 

• 

. 

Is  there  so  small  a  range 
In  the  present  strength  of  manhood,  thi^t  the  high 
Imagination  cannot  freely  fly 
As  she  was  wont  of  old  7  prepare  her  steeds. 
Paw  up  against  the  light,  and  do  strange  deedfl 
44*  3Q 


Upon  the  clouds  f  Has  she  no^  shown  us  all  f 

From  the  clear  space,  of  ether,  to  the  small 

Breath  of  new  buds  unfolding  ?  From  the  meaxung 

Of  Jove's  large  eye-brow,  to  the  tender  greening 

Of  April  meadows  7 '  Here  her  altar  shone, 

£*en  in  this  vAe ;  and  who  could  paragon 

The  fervid  choir  that  lifted. up  a  noise 

Of  harmony,  to  where  it  aye  will  poise 

lis  mighty  self  of  convoluting  seund, 

Huge  as  a  planet,  and  like  that  roll  round. 

Eternally  around  a  dizzy  void  7 

Ay,  in  those  days  the  Muses  were  pigh  cloy'd 

With  honors ;  nor  had  any  other  care 

Than  .to  sing  out  and  soothe  their  wavy  hair         * 

Could  all  this  be  forgotten  7   Yes,  fi,  schism 
Nurtured  by  foppery  and  barbarism. 
Made  great  Apollo  blush  for  this  his  land. 
Men  were  thought  wise  who  oould  not  undexstaiid 
His  glories:  with  a  puling  infant's  force 
They  sway'd  about  upon  a  rocking-horse. 
And  thought  it  Pegasus.   Ah,  dismal-soul'd ! 
The  winds  of  Heaven  blew,  the  oceaA  roU'd 
Its  gathering  waves — ^ye  felt  ft  not.   The  blue 
Bared  its  eternal  bosom,  and  the  dew 
Of  summer  nighi  collected  still  to  make 
The  morning  precious :  Beauty  was  awake ! 
Why  were  ye  not  awake  7  But  ye  were  dead 
To  things  ye  knew  npt  of, — ^were  closely  wed 
To  musty  laws  lined  out  with  wretched  rule 
And  compass  vile :  so  that  ye  taught  a  school 
Of  dolls  to  smooth,  inlay,  and  clip,  and  fit. 
Till,  Uke  the  certain  wands  of  Jacob's  wit. 
Their  verses  tallied,    ijosy  was  the  task.: 
A  thousand  handicraflsmen  #ore  the  iMbk 
Of  Poesy.    Ill-fated,  impious  race ! 
That  blasphemed  the  bright  Lyiist  to  his  face, 
And  did  not  know  it, — no,  they  went  about. 
Holding  a  poor,  decrepit  standard  oot, 
Mark'd  with  most  flimsy  mottoes,  and  in  large 
The  name  of  one  Boileau !  -  - 

,  O  ye  whobd  chpge 

It  is  to  hover  round  our  pleasant  Kills ! 
Whose  congregated  majesty  so  fills 
My  boundly  reverence,  that  I  canfiot  trace 
Yonr  hallo w'd  names,  in  this  unholy  place. 
So  near  those  common  folk ;  did  not  dfieir  shaipea 
AflTright  you  7  Did  our  old  lamenting  Thames 
Dchght  you !  did  ye  never  cluster  round 
Delicious  Avon,  with  a  mournful  sound. 
And  weep  7  Or  did  ye  wholly  bid  adieu 
To  regions  where  no  more  the  laurel  grew  7 
Or  did  ye  stay  to  give  a  welcoming 
To  some  lone  spirit^  who  coufd  proudly  sing 
Their  youth  away,  and  die  7  T  was  even  so : 
But  let  me  think  away  those  times  of  woe : 
Now  'tis  a  fairer  season  ;  ye  have  breathed 
Rich  benedictions  o'er  us;  ye  have 'writhed 
Fresh  garlands  :  for  sweet  music  has  been  heanf 
In  many  places ;  some  has  been  upstirr'd 
From'out  its  crystal  dwelling  in  a  lake, 
By  a  swan's  ebon  bill ;  from  a  thick  brake, 
Nested  and  quiet  in  a  valley  mild, 
Bubbles  a  pipe ;  fine  sounds  are  floating  wild 
AboUk  the  earth :  happy  ard  ye  dnd  gjad. 
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Theie  diiii^i  are,  doubdaM :  yet  in  truth  wa  Ve  bad 

Stiange  thimden  fiom  the  potency  of  song ; 

Miiigied  indeed  with  what  ii  tweet  and'atitmg, 

From  majesty :  hot  in  clear  truth  the  themes 

Are  ugly  cubs,  the  Poets*  Polyphemes 

Disturbing  the.gmnd  sea.   A  dndnless  sholver 

Of  light  is  poesy;  'tis  the  supreme  of  power; 

*Tis  might  halfslumb'ring  on  its  owki  right  aim. 

The  very  archings,  of  her  eyelids  charm 

A  thousand  vHlling  agents  to  obey, 

And  still  she  governs  with  tho  mildest  sway: 

But  strength  al^ne  though  of  the  Muses  bom 

Is  like  a  (alien  angel :  trees  uptom. 

Darkness*  and  woms,  and  shrouds,  and  sepulchrea 

Delight  It ;  for  it  feeds  upon  the  burrs 

And  thorns  of  life ;  forgetting  the  great  end 

Of  poesy,  that  it  should  be  a  friend    . 

To  soothe  the  cares,  and  lift  the  thoughts  of  man. 


Yet  I  nyoice :  a  myrtle  fairer  than 
E*er  gr^w  in  Plaphos,  from  the  bitter  weeds 
UAs  its  sweet  head  into  the' air.  and  feeds 
A  silent  space  with  ^er-sprouting  green. 
All  tenderest  birds  there  find  a  pleqs&nt  screen. 
Creep  through  the  shade  with  jaunty  fluttering. 
Nibble  the  little  cupped  flowers,  and  sing. 
Then  let  os  clear  away  the  choking  thorns 
From  round  its  gentle  stem ;  let  the  young  fawns, 
Yeaned  in  after-times,  when  we  are  flown, 
Find  a  fresh  sward  beneath  it,  overgrown 
With  simple  flowers :  let  th6re  nothing  be 
More  boisterous  than  a  lover's  bended  knee  ; 
Naught  more  ungentle  than  the  placid  look , 
Of  one  wh^eans  upon  a  closed  book ; 
Naught  mora  untranquil  than  the  grassy  slopes 
Between  two  hills.    All  hail,  delightful  hopes ! 
As  she  was  wont,  th*  iinagination 
Into  most  lovely  labyrinths  will  be  gone, 
And  they  shall  be  accounted  poet  kings 
Who  simply  tell  the  most  he^ut-easing  things. 
O  nuy  these  joys  be  ripe  befoke  I  die ! 


Will  not  some  say  that  I  presumptuqosly 

Have  spoken  7  that  from  hastening  disgrace 

T  were  better  far  to  hide  my  foolish  tace  f 

That  whining  boyhood  should  with  reverence  bow 

Ere  the  dread  thunderbolt  could  reach  ?  iiow! 

If  I  do  hide  myself;  it  sure  shall  be 

In  the  very  fiine,  the  light  of  Po^y : 

If  I  do  fall,  at  least  I  will  be  laid 

Beneath  the  silence  of  a  poplar-shade ; 

And  over  me  the  grass  shall  be  smooth  shaven; 

And  there  shall  be  a  kind  memorial  graveiL 

But  ofl^  Despondence  t  misemble  bane ! 

They  should  not  know  thee,  who  uiliirat  to  gain 

A  noble  end,  are  thiisty  every  hour. 

What  though  I  am  not  wealthy  in  the  dower 

Of  spanning  wisdom ;  though  I  do  not  know 

The  shIfUngs  of  the  mighty  winds  that  blow 

Hither  and  thither  all  the  changing  thoughts 

Of  man;  though  no  great  minist'ring  reason  sorts 

Out  the  dark  mysteries  of  hiunan  souls 

To  clear  conceiving :  yet  there  ever  roUa 

A  vast  idea  before  me,  and  I  glean 

Theiefiom  my  liberty ;  thence  too  I've  aeaa 


The  end  and  aim  of  Poesy.  *Tia  d«ar 

As  any  thii^g  most  true ;  aa  that  the  year 

Is  made  of  the  lour  seasons — mamfeat 

As  a  laige  cross,  some  old  catbednl^  crai^ 

lifted  10  the  while  douds.   Therefiwe  should  t 

Be  but  the  essence  of  delbrmjty,' 

A  coward,  did  my  veiy  eyelids  wink 

At  speaking  out  what  I  have  dared  to  dunk 

Ah!  mther  let  me  like  a  madman  nm 

Over  some  precipice;  let  the  hot  ton 

Melt  my  Dedalian  wings,  and  drive  me  down 

Convulsed  and  headlong !  Slay !  an  inward  fiovm 

Of  conscience  bids  me  tie  more  calm  awhiloL 

An  ocean  dim,  sprinkled  with  many  an  iale. 

Spreads  awfully  before  me.   How  much  toil ! 

How  many  days !  what  desperate  turmoil  2 

Ere  I  can  have  explored  ils  wkienesses. 

Ah,  what  a  task !  upon  my  bended  kne^ 

I  could  unsay  those— ikk  ii 

Impossi^ef 


For  sweet  relief  111  dwell 
On  humbler  ihoughtR,  and  let  this  strange 
Begun  in  gentleness  die  so  away. 
E'eri  flow  all  tumi^t  from  my  bosom  &des: 
I  turn  full-hearied  to  the  fnendly  aids 
That  smooth  the  path  of  honor;  brotheihood. 
And  friendliness,  the  nune  of  mutual  good. 
The  hearty  grasp  that  sends  a  pleasant  aonnel 
Into  the  brain  ere  one  can  think  upon  it ; 
The  sil^ce  when  some  rhymes  are  coming  ciat 
And  when  they're  come,  the  J^eiy  plaaa^t  loat 
The  message  certain  to  be  done  to-morrow. 
Tis  perhaps  as  weU  that  it  should  be  to  boivow 
Some  precious  book  from  out  its  snug  retreat. 
To  cluster  found  it  when  we  next  shall  meet. 
Scarce  can  I  scribble  oti ;  for  lovely  ain 
Are  fluttering  round  the  room  like  doves  in  .pun 
Many  defights  of  that  glad  day  recalling. 
When  first  my  senses  taught  their  tender  ftUiii^ 
And  with  these  airs  come  forms  of  elegance 
Stooping  their  sboulden  o*er  a  hone's  prance. 
Careless,  and  grand — fingers  soft  and  round 
Parting  luxuriant  curls ; — and  the  swift  bound 
Of  Bacchus  from  his  chariot,  when  his  eye 
Made  Ariadne's  cheek  look  bludtingly. 
Thus  I  remember  all  the  pleasant  £w 
Of  words  at  opening  a  portfolio. 


\  Things  such  as  these  are  ever  harhii^gen 
To  trains  of  peacefu}  images :  the  stin 
Of  a  swan's  neck  unaeen  among  the  rashes . 
A  linnet  starting  all  about  the  boshes: 
A  butterfly,  with  golden  winga  broad-parted. 
Nestling  a  rose,  oonvulaed  at  though  it  smaitod 
With  ovei^pleasure — many,  many  more. 
Might  I  indulge  at  large  in  All  my  store 
Of  luxuries :  yet  I  must  not  lorgei 
Sleeps  quiet  with  his  poppy  corooet : 
For  what  there  may  be  worthy  ^  fhrne  thymes 
I  partly  owe  to  him :  and  thus,  the  chiaiea 
Of  friendly  voices  had  just  given  place 
To  as  sweet  a  silence,  when  I  *gan  retnoa 
The  pleaaant  day«  upon  a  ooneh  at  eaaa^ 
It  was  a  poet's  house  who  kaeps  the  kq^ 
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>f  pleamire't  temple^— Round  about  ware  hang 

rh«  g^ioriooi  ^tuTM  of  the  bards  who  rang 

[n  other  agea— cold  and  tacred  buiti 

Smiled  at  each  other.    Hapfijr'he  who  troata    ' 

To  clear  Futurity. hk  darling  fiune ! 

Then  there  ware  fauna  and  aatyia  taUng  aim 

At  awelling  applei  i^-ith  a  frisky  leap, 

And  readitng  fingers  *nud  aJusciotts  heap 

Of  vine-tea ves.    Then  there  rose  to  view  a  fiuM 

Of  liney  nuirbhs,  and  thereto  a  train 

Of  nymphs  approaching  fiiiriy  o'er  the  sward  i 

One,  lotveliest,  holding  her  white  hand  toward 

The  dazzling  sanrise :  two  sisters  sweet 

Bending  their  graceful  figures.  tiU  they  meet 

Over  the  trippings  of  a  little  child :  ^ 

And  aome  are  hearing,  eagerly,  the  wild 

Thrilling  liquidity  of  dewy  piping. 

See,  in  another  picture,  nymphs  are  wiping' 

Cherishingly  Diana's  timorous  limbs  ^^x 

A  Ibid  of  lawny  mantle  dabbling  swims 

At  the  bath's  edge*  and  keeps  a  gentle  motida 

"With  the  subsiding  crystal :  as  when  ocean' 

Heaves  calmly  its  broad  swelling  smoothness  o'er 

Its  rocky  marge,  and  balonces  once  more 

The  patient  weeds ;  that  now  unshent  by  ibam« 

Feel  all  about  their  undulating  home. 

Sappho's  meek  head  was  there  half  smiling  down 

At  nothing;  just  as  though  the  earnest  frown 

Of  over-thinking  had  that  moment  gone 

From  od*  her  brow,  and  left  her  all  alone. 

Great  Alfred's  too,  with  anxious,  pi^ng  eyes, 
As  if  he  always  listen'd  to  the  sighs 
Of  the  goaded  world ;  and  Kosciusko's,'  worn 
By  horrid  sufibrance— mightily  forlorn. 

Petrareh,  ouMtepjHng  from  the  shady  green. 

Starts  at  the  sight  of  Laura ;  nor  can  wean 

Hii  eyes  from  her  sweet  face.    Most  happy  they ! 

For  ovarthem  was  seen  a  free  display  - 

Of  outspread  wings,  and  from  between  them  shone 

The  fkoB  of  Poesy :  from  ofi*  her  throne 

She  overiook'd  things  that  I  scaroe  could  tell. 

The  very  senijp  of  where  I  was  might  well 

Keep  Sleep  aloof:  but  more  than  that  there  came 

Thought  afler  thooght  to  nourish  up  the  flame 

Within  my  breast;  so  that  Aie  momiog  light 

Surprised  me  even  from  a  sleepless  njght ; 

And  up  I  rose  refresh'd,  and  g)ad,  and  gay, 

Resolving  to  begin  that  vary  day 

Theae  lines ;  and  howsoever  they  be  done, 

I  leare  them  aa  a  Ather  does  his  son. 


SONN£T& 


.  r 


TO  If  r  BMOTSUOL  OBOIflB. 

Mant  the  wonders  I  this  day  have  seen : 
The  sun,  when  firet  he  kist  away  the' tears 
That  filPd  the  eyes  of  Mom ; — the  laurell'd  peers 

Who  from  the  feathery  gold  of  evening  lean ; — 

The  Ocesn  with  its  vastness,  its  blue  green, 

Its  ihips,  its  rocks,  its  caves,  its  hopes,  its  fean« — 
Its  Toioe  mysterious,  which  whoso  hears 

Unit  lynk  on  what  will  be,  and  what  hat  been. 


E'en  now,  dear  Qeoige,  while  tl^is  for  you  I  write. 

Cynthia  is  from  her  silken  curtains  peeping 
So  soantly,  that  it  seems  her  bridal  night. 

And  she  her  halfdiscover'd  revels  keeping. 
But  what,  without  the  social  thought  of  thee. 
Would  be  the  wondan  of  the  sky  and  sea? 


s 


TO 


Had  I  a  mta'a  fair  Ibrm,  then  might  my  iighs 
Be  echoed  swiftly  through  that  ivory  shell 
Thine  ear,  and  find  thy  gentle  heart;  so  well 

Would  passion  arm  me  for  the  eiiterprise : 

But  ah !  I  am  no  knight  m^iose  fbeman  dies ; 
Ho  cuirass  glistens  on  my  bosom's  swell ; 
I  am  no  happy  shepherd  of  the  dell 

Whose  lips  have  trembled  with  a  maiden's  eyes. 

Yet  must  I  dote  upon  thee^ — call  thee  sweot. 
Sweeter  by  &i  than  Hybla's  honey'd  foses^ 
When  steep'd  in  dew  rich  to  intoxication. 

Ah!  I  will  taste  that  dew,  for  me  'tis  meet. 
And  when  the,  moon  her  pallid. ftoe  discloses, 
I'll  gather  ^me  by  spells,,  and  incantatioik 


WUTTBN  ON  THK  J>AT  THAT  JUL  LlHOB  BITNT  LDT 

raisoN. 

What  though,  for  showing  truth  to  flatter'd  slate, 

Kind  Hunt  was  shut  in  prison,  yet  has  he 

In  his  immortal  spirit,  been  as  free 
As  the  sky-searching  lark,  and  as  elate. 
Minion  of  grundeUr!  think  you 'he  did  waitt 

Think  you  he  naughi  but  prison-walls  did  see. 

Till,  so  unwilling,  thou  unium'dst  the* key? 
Ah,  no!  far  happier,  nobler  yviu  his  fate ! 
In  Spenser's  halls. he  stray'd,  and  bowers  &ir, 

Culling  enrhonted  flowers ;  and  he  flew 
With  daring  Milton  through  ihe  fields  of  air: 

To  regions  of  his  own,  his  genius  true 
Took  happy  flights.     Who  shall  his  fiune  impair 

When  thou  art  dead,  and  all  thy  wretched  crewt 


How  many  bards  gild'  the  lapses  of  time ! 

A  few  of  them  have  ever  been  the  fcod 

Of  my  delighted  fancy. — I  could  brood 
Over  their  beauties,  earthly,  or  sublime : 
And  often,  when  1  sit  me  down  to  rhyme. 

These  will  in  throngs  before  my  mind  intrude  t 

But  no  confusion,  no  disturbance  rude 
Do  they  occasion  ;  '( is  a  pleasing  chime. 
So  the  unnumjber'd  sounds  timt  evening  store ; 

The  songs  of  birds — the  whisp'ring  of  the 
The  voice  of  waters — the  great  bell,  that  heaves 

With  solemn  sound,  and  thousand  othen  more. 
That  distance  of  recognizance  bereaves. 

Moke  pleasing  music,  and  not  wild  uproar. 


TO  A  FtIBM»  WHO  IXNT  MB  BOIOB  ROCBL 

Ab  late  I  rainbled  in  the  happy  fielda. 
What  time  the  skykrk  shakes  the  tremulous  daw 
From  his  lush' clover  covert  :—rwhen  anew 

Adyenturoua  knights  take  up  their  dinted  dualdii 
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J  aaw  the  ttveeteat  flower  wild  nature  3rield8, 

A  fresh4>lown  miuk-roee;  't  wu  the  ftrst  that  threw 
Its  sweets  upoif  the  summer:  graceful  it  grew 

As  is  the  wand  that  queen  Titania  wields. 

And,  as  I  feasted  <xi  its  fragrancy, 

I  thought  the  garden-rose  it  far  ezcell'd ; 

But  when,  O  Wells !  thy  roses  came  to  me, 
My  sense  with  their  deUciousness  was  speH'd : 

Soft  voices  had  they,  that  with  tender  plea 

Whisper'd  of  peace,  ancl  truth,  and  fnendliness 
linquell'd. 


— '    TO  a.  A.  w. 

Nymph  of  the  downward  smile,  and  sidelong  glance! 

In  what  diviner  moments  of  the  day 

Art  thou  most  lovely  7  when  gone  fiir  astray       '^ 
into  the  labyrinths  of  sweet  utterance  7 
Or  when  serenely  wand'ring  in  a  trance 

Of  sober  thought  ?  Or  when  starting  away, 

With  careless  robe  to  meet  the  morning  ray, 
ThoU  sparest  the  flowers  in  thy  roAxy  dance  7 
Haply  'tis  when  thy  ruby  lips  part  sweetly, 

And  so  remain,  because  thou  listenest: 
But  thou  to  please  wert  nurtured  so  com{detely 

That  I  can  never* tell  what  mood  is  best 
I  shall  as  soon  pronounce  which  Grace  more  neatly 

Trips  it  before  Apollo  than  the  rest 


KN  fitful  guils  are  whispering  here  and  thef« 

Among  the  bushes,  half  leafless  and  dry ; 

The  stars  look  vtfry  cold  .about  tbe  sky. 
And  I  have  many  miles  on  foot  to  fore. 
Yet  feel  1  little  of  the  cool  bleak  air, 

Or  of  the  dead  leaves  rustling  drearily. 

Or  of  those  silver  lamps  that  bum  on  high. 
Or  of  the  distance  from  homer's  pleasant  lair: 
For  I  am  brimful  of  the  friendliiiess 

That  in  a  little  cottage  I  have  found ; 
Of  foir>hair*d  Milton's  eloquent  distress, 

And  all  his  love  ipr  gende  Lydd*  divwn'd  ; 
Of  lovely  Lftura  in  her  light-green  dxtses. 

And  fkithful  Petrarch  gloriously  crownM. 


O  SouTuijiE !  if  I  must  with  thee  dwell, 
'Let  it  not  be  among  the  jumbled  hqap 
.Of  murky  buildings :  climb  with  me  the  steep, — 

Nature's  observatory — ^whence  the  dell, 

Ite  flowery  slopes,  its  river's^  crystal  swell, 
May  seem  a  span ;  let  me  thy  vigils  keep 
'Mongst  boughs  pavilion'd,  where  the  deer's  swiA 
leap, 

Startles  the  wild  bee  from  the  fozrglove  bell. 

But  though  I  '11  gladly  trace  these  scenes  with  thee. 
Yet  the  sweet  converse  of  an  innocent  mind, 

Whose  words  are  images  of  thoughts  refined. 
Is  my  soul's  pleasure ;  and  it  sure  must  be 

Almost  the  highest  bliss  of  human-kind. 
When  to  thy  haunts  two  kindred  spirits  flee. 


'  *   TO  MT  BR0THKR8. 

Shall,  busy  flames  play  through  the  fresh-laid  coals, 

And  their  foint  cracklings  o'er  our  silence  creep 

liike  whispers  of  the  household  gods  that  keep 
A  gentle  empire  o'er  fraternal  souls.  > 
And  while,  for  rhymes,  1  search  around  the  poles. 

Your  eyes  are  fix'd,  as  in  poetic  sleep, 

Upon  the  lore  so  voluble  and  deep, 
That  aye  at  foil  of  night  our  care  condoles. 
This  is  your  birth-day,  Tom,  and  I  rejoice 

That  thus  it  passes  smoothly,  quietly, 
Many  'such  eves  of  gently  whisp'ring  noise 

May  we  together  pass,  and  calmly  try 
What  are  this  worid's  true  joys,— ere  the  great  Voice, 

From  its  fair  foce  shall  bid  our  spinte  Ay. 

Novemier  18,  I8I6   ' 


To  one  who  has  been  long  in  city  pent, 

Tis  very  sweet  to  look  into  the  foir 

And  open  face  bf  heaven, — ^to  breathe  a  prayer 
Full  in  the  smile  of  the  blue  firmament 
Who  is  more  happy,  when,  with  heart's  coQiWkt, 

Fatigued  he  sinks  into  some  pleasant  lair 

Of  wavy  grass,  and  reads  a  debonair 
And  gentle  tale  of  love  and  languiahment  f 
Heturning  home  at  evening,  with  an  ear . 

Catching  the  notes  of  Philomel, — an  eye 
Watching  the' sailing  cloudlet'sibright  career. 

He  mourns  that  day  so  soon  has  glided  by : 
E*en  like  the  passage  of  an  angel's  tear 
.    That  foils  through  the  clear  ether  silently 


■—ON  mar  LOOKiita  into  cbapman*8  b6ii9k 

Much  have  I  travell'd  in  the  realms  of  gold. 

And  man^  goodly  states  and  kingdoms  seen  ; 

Round  many  western  island  have  I  htea 
Which  bfirds  in  fealty  to  Apollo  hol^.. 
Oft  of  one  wide  expanse  had  I  been  told 

That  deep-brow'd  Homer  ruled  as  his  denMB» 

Yet  did  I  never  breathe  its  pure  kerene 
Till  I  heard  Chapman  speak  out  loud  and  bold : 
Then  felt  I  like  some  watcher  of  .the  skies 

When  a  new  planet  swims  into  his  ken  > 
Or  like  stout  Cortez  when  with  eagle  eyes 

He  stared  at  the  Pacific — and  all  his  men 
Look'd  at  toch  other  with  a  wild 

SQent,  upon  a  peak  in  Darien. 


ON  LKAYING  SOMK  FKIENDS  AT  AN  BABLT  BOVft 

GivK  me  a  golden  pefi,  and  let  me  lean 
On  heap*d-up  flowers,  in  regions  clear,  and  fu% 
Bring  me  a  tablet  whiter  than  a  star. 
Or  hand  of  hymning  angel,  when  'tis  seen 
The  silver  strings  of  heavenly  harp  atween : 
And  let  there  glide  by  many  a  pearly  car. 
Pink  robes,  and  wavy  hair,  and  dianiood  ju; 
And  balf<4iscover'd  Wings,  and  glances  keeik 
The  while  let  mu^c  wander  round  my  ears. 
And  as  it  reaches  each  deUcious  ending. 
Let  me  write  down  a  line  of  glorious  tone. 
And  full  of  many  wonden  of  the  spheres  t 
For  what  a  height  my  spirit  is  oontendiog- 
Tit  not  content  so  soon  to  be  alone. 
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ABDRBBSED  TO  HATDOM. 

H1QH-MINOCONB8S,  a  jealousy  for  food, 
A  loving-kindness  for  the  great  man's  &me. 
Dwells  here  and  there  with  people  of  no  name. 

In  noisome  alley,  and  in  pathless  wood: 

And  where  we  think  the  truth  least  understood, 
Otl  may  be  found  a  "  singleness  of  aim," 
That  ought  to  frighten  into  hooded  shame        « 

A  mooey-nioog'ring,  pitiable  brpod. 

How  glorious  this  aflection  for  the  cause 
Of  stediast  genius,  toiling  gallantly ! 

What  when  a  stout  unbending  champion  awes 
Envy,  and  malice  to  their  native  sty  ? 

Unnumber'd  souls  breathe  out  a  still  applause, 
Froad  10  behold  him  in  his  country's  eye. 


A3DRE88ED  TO  THE  8AME» 

Great  spirits  now  on  earth  are  sojourning : 

He  of  the  cloud,  the  cataract,  the  likke, 

Who  on  Helvellyn's  suniroit,  wide  awake, 
Catches  his  freshness  from  Archangel's  wing-: 
He  of  the  rose,  (he  violet,  the  spring. 

The  social  smile,  the  chain  for  Freedom's  sake; 

And  lo!  whose  sted  fastness  would  never  take 
A  meaner  sound  than  Raphael's  whispering. 
And  other  spirits  there  are  standing  apart 

Upon  the  forehead  6f  the  age  to  come  i 
These,  these  will  give  the  world  another  heart, 

And  oth^r  pulses.     Hear  ye  not  the  hum 
Of  mighty  working? 

Listen  awhile,  ye  nations,  and  be  dtttnb» 


ON  THE  GRAS8HQPPER  AND  CRICKET. 

Thk  poetry  0/  earth  is  iiever  dead : 

W^en  all  the  birds  are  faint  with  the  hot  sun, 
And  hide  in  cooling  trees,  a  voice  will  rm 

From  l)edge  to  hedge  about  the  new-mown  mead : 

That  is  the  Grasshopper's-T-he  takes  the  lead 
In  summer  luxury,— he  lias  never  done 
With  his  delights,  for  when  tired  out  with  fun. 

He  rests  at  ease  beneath  some  pleasant  weed. 

The  poetry  of  earth  ift  ceasing  never: 
On  a  lone  winter  eveiiing,  when  the  fitMt 
Has  wrought  a  silence,  from  the  dlove  there  shrills 

The  Cricket's  song,  in  warmth  increasing  ever, 

And  seems  to  one  in  drowsiness  half  lost, 

^  The  Grasahopper's  among  some  grassy  hilLh 

December  30,  1816. 


It  tells  me  too,  that  on  «  happy  day, 

When  some  good  spirit  walks  upon  the  earth. 
Thy  name  with  Alfred's,  and  the  great  of  yore 
Gently  commingling,  gives  tremendous  birth 
To  a  loud. hymn,  that  sounds  for,  far  away 
To  where  the  great  God  lives  for  evermore. 


TO  K06CIT78KO. 

Good  Kosciusko!  thy  grea^  name  i^lone 

Is  a  full  harvest  whence  to  reap  high  feeling ; 
It  comes  upon  us  like  the  glorious  pealing 

Of  the  wide  spheres — ^an  everlasting  tone. 

And  now  it  tells  me,  that  in  worlds  unknown. 
The  names  of  heroea  burst  fipom  clouds  concealing. 
And  changed  to  harmonies,  for  ever  stealing 

Through  cloudless  blue,  and  round  each  lilTer  throne. 


Happt  is  Enj^land !  I  could  be  content 

To  see  no  other  verdure  than  its  own ; 

To  feel  no  other  breezes  than  are  bl9wn 
Through  its  tsU  woods  with  high  romances  bloit: 
Yet  do  I  sometimes  feel  a  languishment  ' 

For  skies  Italian,  and  an  inward  groan 

To  sit  upon  an  Alp  as  on  a  throne, 
And  half  forget  what  world  or  worldling  meant 
Happy  is  England,  sweet  her.  artless  daughters ; 

Enough  their  simple  loveliness  for  me, 

Enough  their  whitest  arms  in  silence  clinging  t 

Yet  do  I  oflen  wannly  bum  to  see 

Beauties  of  deeper  glance,  and  hear  thfeir  singing 
And  float  with  them  about  the  summer  wnten. 


THE  HUMAN  SEASONS. 

Four  Seasons  fill  the  measure  of  the  year ; 

There  are  four  seasons  in  the  mind  of  man ; 

He  has  his  lusty  Spring,  when  foncy  clear 

Takes  in  all  beauty  with  an  easy  span : 

He  has  his  Summer,  when  luxuriously 

Spring's  honey'd  cud  of  youthful  thought  he  lovea 

To  ruminate,  and  by  such  dreaming  nigh. 

Is  nearest  unto  heaven :  q^uiet  coves 

His  soul  has  in  its  Autumn,  when  his  wings 

He  furleth  close ;  contented  so  to  look 

On  mists  in  idleqess^to  let  fair  things 

Pass  by  unheeded  as  a  thrjesbold  brook. 

He  has  his  winter  too  of  pale  misfeature. 

Or  else  he  would  forego  his  mejrtal  nature. 


ON  A  PICTURE  OF  LSANDER. 

Come  hither,  all  sweet  maidens  soberly, 
Down-looking  aye,  and  with  a  cha^ten'd  light 
Hid  in  the  fringes  of  your  eyelids  white. 
And  meekly  let  your  fair  hands  joine<l  be. 
As  if  so  gentle  that  ye  could  not  see, 
Untouch'd,  a  victim  of  your  beauty  bright, 
Sinking  awsy  to  his  young  spirit's  night. 
Sinking  bewilder'd  'mid  the  dreary  sea : 
'Tis  young  Leander  toiling  to  his  death ; 
Nigh  swooning,  he  doth  purse  his  weury  lips 
For  Hero's'  cheek,  and  smiles  against  her  smile. 
0  horrid  dream !  see  how  his  body  dips  ) 

Pead-heavy ;  arms  and  shoulders  gleam  awhile:' 
He's  gone ;  up  bubbles  all  his  amorous  breath ! 


TO  AIUSA  ROCK. 

Heahkbn,  thou  craggy  ocean  pyramid ! 
Give  answer  from  thy  voice,  the  sea-fowl's  screams' 
When  were  thy  shoulders  mantled  in  huge  streams  I 
When,  from  the  sun,  was  thy  broad  forehead  hid  T 
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How  long  18  *t  since  the  mighty  power  trid 

Thee  heave  to  airy  sleep  from  ikthom  dreams  f 

Sleep  in  the  lap  of  thunder  or  sunbeams, 

Or  when  gray  clouds  are  thy  cold  cever-lid  f 

Thou  an8wer*st  not,  ^r  thou  art  dead  asleep ! 

Thy  life  is  bat  two  dead  eternities — 

The  last  in  air,  the  former  in  the  deep ; 

Fint  with  the  whales,  last  with  the  eagle^kies — 

Drown*d  wast  thou  till  an  earthquake  mado  theesteep» 

Another  cannot  wake  thy  giant  size. 


EPISTLES. 


Anooff  the  rest  a  shepherd  (thoag h  but  young 
Yet  bartned  to  his  pfpe)  wiih,all  tbe  skill 
Bis  few  yeerea  could,  began  to  fit  bis  quill.  ^     . 
BrUanniq'a  PattoraU.—BtiOvnx*. 


TO  OBOKOE  FBLTON  XATHEW. 

Swnr  are  the  pleasures  that  to  verse  belong, 

And  doubly  sweet  a  brotherhood  in  song ; 

Nor  can  remembrance,  Mathew  !  bring  lo  view 

A  fate  more  pleasing,  a  delight  more  true 

Than  that  in  which  the  broker  poets  joy*d. 

Who,  with  combined  powers,  their  wit  emplqy'd 

To  raise  a  trophy  to  the  drama's  muses. 

The  thought  of  this  great  partnership  diffuses   " 

Over  the  genius-loving  heart,  a  feeling 

Of  all  that*s  high,  and  great,  and  good,  and  healing. 

Too  partial  friend  !  fain  would  I  follow  thee 

Past  each  horixon  of  fine  poesy ; 

Fain  would  I  echo  back  each  pleasant  note 

As  o'er  Sicilian  seas,  clear  anthems  float 

'Mong  the  lightekimming  gondolas  far  parted. 

Just  when  the  sun  his  ftirewell  beam  has  darted :    . 

But  'tis  impossible  ;  far  difierent  caries 

Beckon  me  sternly  from  soft  **  Lydian  airs," 

And  hold  my  faculties  so  long  in  thrall, 

That  ]  am  oft  in  doubt  whether  at  all 

I  shall  again  see  Phoebus  in  the  morning ; 

Or  flush'd  Aurora  in  the  roseate  dawning ; 

Or  a  white  Naiad  in  a  rippling  stream; 

Or  a  rapt  seraph  in  a  moonlight  beam ; 

Or  again  witness  what  with  thee  I  've  seen. 

The  dew  by  &iry  feet  swept  from  the  green, 

Afler  a  night  of  sqme  quaint  jubilee 

Which  every  elf  and  fay  had  come  to  see : 

When  bright  processions  took  their  airy  march 

Beneath  the  curved  moon's  triumphal  arch. 

But  might  I  now  each  passing  moment  give 
To  the  coy  muse,  with  me  she  would  not  live 
In  this  dark  city,  nor  would  condescend 
'Mid  contradictions  her  delights  to  lend. 
Should  e'er  the  fine-eyed  maid  to  me  be  kind. 
Ah !  surely  it  must  be  whene'er  1  find 
Some  flowery  spot,  sequestered,  wild,  romantic, 
That  oflen  must  have  seen  a  poet  frantic ; 
Where  oaks,  that  erst  ihe  Druid  knew,  are  growing, 
And  flowers,  the  glory  of  one  day,  are  blowing ; 
Where  the  dark-leaved  laburnum's  drooping  clusters 
Reflect  athwart  the  stream  their  yellow  lustres^ 


And  intertwinMi  the  cana's  anna  unite. 
With  its  own  drooping  buds,  but  rery  white. 
Where  on  one  side  are  eoveit  branches  ha«g« 
'Mong  which  the  nightingales  have  always 
In  leafy  quiet;  where  to  piy,  aloof 
Atween  the  pillars  of  the  sylvan  rooC 
Would  be  to  find  where  violet  beds  wwe 
And  where  the  bee  with  cowalip  belle  wai 
There  most  be  too  a  ruin  dark,  and  gloony. 
To  say,  **  Joy  not  too  much  in  all  that's  Uoonqr-'* 

Tet  this  is  vain—O  Mathew!  lend  thy  aid 

To  find  a  place  where  I  may  greet  the  maid — 

Where  we  may  soft  hamanity  pot  on, 

And  sit,  and  rhyme,  and  think  on  Chattertoa  ; 

And  that  waroHheaned  Shakespeare  sent  to  meet  bna 

Fotur  laurell'd  spirits,  heavenward  to  entreat  him 

With  reverence  would  we  speak  of  all  the 

Who  have  left  streaks  of  light  athwart  their 

And  thou  shouldst  moraliie  on  Milton's 

And  mourn  the  fearful  dearth  of  human  kinrtnrea 

To  those  who  strove  with  the  bright  gokfen  'wing 

Of  genius,  to  flap  away  each  sting 

Thrown  fay  the  pitiless^  vvorld.    We  next  oenld  leO 

Of  those  who  in  the  cause  of  freedom  HeXi ; 

Of  oar  own  Alfred,  of  Helvetian  Tell; 

Of  him  whoae  name  to  every  heart's  a  solaee. 

High-minded  and  unbending  William  Wallucse 

While  to  the  rugged  north  our  musing  turns 

We  well  might  drpp  a  tear  for  him,  and  Bunaa. 

Felton!  without  incitements  such  as  these, 

How  vain  for  me  the  niggard  Muse  to  tease  ! 

For  thee,  she  will  thy  every  dwelling  grao^ 

And  make  '*  a  sunshine  in  a  shady  place :" 

For  thou  wast  once  a  floweret  blooming  wild, 

Cloae  to  the  source,  bright,  pure,  and  undefiled. 

Whence  gush  the  streams  of  song :  in  happy  boiu 

Came  .ohaale  Diana  from  her  shady  bower. 

Just  as  the  sun  was  from  the  east  uprising ; 

And,  as  for  him  some  gift  aha  was  deviaing. 

Beheld  thee,  pluck'd  thee,  cast  thee  in  the 

To  meet  her  glorious  brother's  |reeting 

I  marvel  much  that  thod  hast  never  told 

How,  from  a  flower,«into  a  fish  of  gold 

Apollo  changed  thee :  how  thou  next  di<ist 

A  black-eyed  swan  upon  the  widening 

And  when  thou  fint  didst  in  that  mirror 

The  placid  features  of  a  human  face : 

That  thou  hast  never  told  thy  travels 

And  all  the  wonders  of  the  mazy  range 

O'er  pebbly  crysml,  and  o'er  goldea  sanda ; 

Kissing  thy  daily  feed  £nm  Naiad's  pearly 

November,  1816. 


TO  MT  BBODOBB  QSOBGK. 

Full  many  a  dreary  hour  have  I  past. 
My  brain  bewilder'd,  and  my  mind  o'< 
With  heavinew ;  in  seasons  when  Tve  thoogfat 
No  sphery  strains  by  me  could  e'er  be  caught 
From  the  blue  dome,  though  I  to  dinnneas  gaasa 
On  the  fiir  depth  where  sheeted  lightning  plav*> 
Or,  on  the  wavy  grass  outstretch'd  supinely. 
Pry  'mong  the  stars,  to  strive  to  think  diviaely 
That  I  should  never  hear  Apollo's  song. 
Though  feathery  clouds  were  floating  all 
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The  porplA  wert»  and*  two  bright 

"TIm  goldn  lyre  itoelf  wewxlutily  laea: 

TITfaat  the  atiU  rnnnnur  of  th«  honey-bee 

'Vypuld  never  teach  a  ninil  song  to  me ; 

TTliat  the  bright  glano^  iioai  beauty's  eyelkb  ahnting 

V^oahl  never  make  a  lay  of  mine  eiichaatingi 

Or  warm  my  breast  with  ardor  to  ui^old 

Some  tale  of  love  and  arms  in  time  of  old. 


Sat  there  are  times,  when  those  that  love  the  bay« 
Ply  fiom  all  sorrowing  far,  far  away ; 
A  sodden  glow  comes  on  them,  naught  they  see 
In  water,  earth,  or  air,  but  Pbesy. 
It  hae  been  said,  dear  George,  and  true  I  hold  it, 
(For  knightly  Spenser  to  Libertas  told  it). 
That  when  a  Pbet  is  in  such  a  trance, 
In  air  he  sees  white  coarMrs  paw  and  prance. 
Bestridden  of  gay  knights,  in  gay  apparal, 
IVho  at  each  other  tilt  in  "playfal  quarrel; 
And  what  we,  ignoiantly,  sheet>li^tning  call. 
Is  the  swiA  opening  of  their  wide  portal. 
When  the  bright  warder  btows  his  trumpet  clear, 
WImso  tones  rea^h  naught  on  earth  but  poeCs  ear. 
When  these  enchanted  pormls  open  wide. 
And  through  thB  light  the  berwmen  swiftly  glide 
The  Poet's  eye  can  reach  those  golden  haUsk 
And  view  the  gloiy  of  their  festivals :  ^ 

Their  ladies  fiur,  that  in  the  distance  seem 
Fit  for  the  si)v*ring  of  a  seraph**  dream ; 
Their  rich  brimm'd  goblets,  that  incessant  run, 
like  tho  bright  spots  that  move  about  the  sun : 
And  when  upheld,  the  wine  from'  each  bright  jar 
Pouis  with  the  lustre  of  a  falling  star. 
Yet  farther  oflC  ore  dimly  ^n  their  bowers, 
Of  which  no  mortal  eye  can  reach  the  flowers; 
And  'tis  tight  just,  for  well  Apollo  knows 
T  would  make  the  Pbet  quarrel  lyith  the  rose. 
All  that's  reveal'd  froiu  that  &r  seat  of  blisses, 
Is,  the  olear  fountains'  interchanging  kisies, 
As  gracefully  descending,  light  and  thin, 
like  silver  streaks  across  a  dolphin's  fin, 
When  he  up^roimmeth  from  the  coral  caves. 
And  sports  with  half  hi*  tail  above  the  waves. 


Tlieee  wonders  strange  he  sees,  and  many  more, 

Whose  head  is  pregnant  with  poietic  lore: 

fiRMuld  he  upon  an  evening  ramble  fare 

With  forehead  to  the  soothing  breezes  bare. 

Would  he  naught  see  but  the  dark,  rilent  blue, 

With  all  its  diamonds  trembling  through  and  through  T 

Or  the  coy  moon,  when  in  the  waviness 

Of  whitest  clouds  she  does  her  beauty  dress. 

And  staidly  paces  higher  op,  and  higher, 

like  a  sweet  nun  in  holiday  attire  ? 

Ah,  yes!  much  more  would  start  into  his  sight— 

The  revelries,  and  mysteries  of  night : 

And  should  T  ever  see  them,  I  will  tell  you 

Such  tales' as  ne^s  must  with  amasement  spell  yoo. 

These  aye  the  Uvmg  pleasures  of  the  Jbard: 

But  richer  fiur  posterity's  award. 

What  does  he  murmur  with  .his  latest  breath. 

While  his  proud  eye  looks  through  the  film  of  death? 

'  What  though  I  leave  this  dull,  and  earthly  mould, 

Tet  ahall  my  spirit  lofty  converse  bold 


With  after-times.— The  pattfotshalh feel 

My  stem  alarum,  and  unsheath  his  steel; 

Or  in  the  senate  thunder  out  my  numbers. 

To  startle  princes  fhm  their  easy  slumben. 

The  sage  will  mingle  with  each  moral  theme 

My  happy  thoughts  sententious :  he  will  teem 

With  lofty  periods  when  my  verses  fire  him. 

And  then  I'll  sloop  from  heaven  to  inspire  him. 

Lays  have  I  left  of  such  a  dear  delight 

That  maids  will  sing  ihem  on  their  biidal-night 

Gay  villageri,  upon  a  mom  of  May, 

When  they  have  tired  their  gentle  limbs  viith  play 

And  fbrm'd  a  snowy  circle  on  the  grsss, 

And  placed  in  midst  of  all  that  lovely  lass 

Who  chosen  is  their  queen, — with  her  fine  head, 

Crown'd  with  ffewere  purple,  white,  and  red : 

For  there  the  lily,  and  the  musk-rose,  sighing, 

Are  emblems  true  of  hapiess  lovers  dying : 

Between  her  bi^asts,  that  pever  yet  felt  trotible, 

A  bunch  of  violets  fuU-blown,  and  double, . 

Serenely  sleep  :•— she  fiom  a  casket  takes 

A  little  book, — and  then  a  joy  awakes 

About  each  youthful  hearty — whh  stifled  cries. 

And  rubbing  of  whito  hands,  and  sparkling  eyes : 

For  she's  to  read  a  tale  of  hopes,  and  fears; 

One  that  I  fbster'd  in  my  youthfiU  years: 

The  pearls,  that  on  each  glistening  circlet  sleep, 

Qush  ever  and  anon  with  silent  creep, 

Lured  by  the  innocent  dimples.    To  sweet  rest 

Shall  the  dear  babe,  upon  its  mother's  breast. 

Be  lull'd  i^ath  songs  of  mine.     Fair  world,  adieu! 

Thy  dales  and  hills  are  ftding  fhim  my  view : 

SwifUy  I  mount,  upon  wide^pr^ading  pinions. 

Far  firom  the  narrow  bounds  of  thy  domiiiions. 

Full  joy  I  feel,  while  thus  I  cleave  the  air. 

That  my  soft  verse  will  charm  thy  daughters  &ir. 

And  warm  ihyeons!"  Ah,  my  dear  friend  and  brother 

Could  1,  at  once,  my  mad  ambition  smother. 

For  tasting  joys  like  these,  sure  I  should  be 

Happier,  and  dearer  to  society. 

At  tiroes,  'tis  true,  I've  felt  relief  fixmi  pain 

When  some  bright  fliought  has  darted  through  my 

brain: 
Through  all  that  day  I've  felt  a  greater  pleasure 
Than  if  I  had  brought  to  light  a  hidden  treasure. 
As  to  my  sonnets,  though  none  else  should  heed  diem 
1  feel  delighted,  still,  that  you  should  read  them. 
Of  late,  too,  I  have  had  much  calm  enjoyment, 
Stretch'd  on  the  grass  at  my  best-loved  emplojrment 
Of  scribbling  lines  for  you.    These  things  I  thought 
While,  in  my  face,  the  freshest  breeze  I  caught 
E'en  now,  I  am  pillow'd  on  a  bed  of  flowers. 
That  crowns  a  lofty  clifill  which  proudly  towers 
Above  the  ocean  waves.    The  stalks,  and  blades^ 
Chequer  my  tablet  with  their  quivering  shades. 
Oi^  cme  side  is  a  field  of  drooping  oat% 
Through  which  the  poppies  show  their  scarlet  ooat% 
So  pert  and  useless,  that  they  bring  to  mind 
The  scarlet  boats  that  pester  human-kind. 
And  on  the  other  side,  outspread,  is  seen 
Ocean's  blue  mantle,  streak'd  widi  purple  and  green  i 
Now  'tis  1  see  a  canvass'd  ship,  and  now 
Mark  the  bright  silver  curling  round  her  prow; 
I  see  the  lark  down-dropping  to  his  nest, 
And  the  broad-wlng'd  sea-gull  never  at  rest; 
For  when  no  mora  he  spreads  his  foatheta 
His  breast  is  dancing  on  die  resdeas 
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Now  1  direct  my  eyes  into  the  Weit, 
Which  at  thii  moment  n  in  sunbeami  4nst: 
Why  westward  torn  ?  T  was  hot  to  say  adieu ! 
T  was  but  to  kiaa  my  hand,  dear  George,  to  yon ! 
AugvMt,  1816. 


TO  fmkRliim  OOWDBN  Of.ARglC. 

Orr  have  3^00  eeen  a  swan  superbly  frowning, 
And  with  proud  breast  his  own  white  shadow  ciowii' 

ing; 
He  slants  his  nteck  beneath  the  water*  bright 
So  silently,  it  seems  a  beam  of  light 
Come  from  the  galaxy :  anon  he  sports, — 
With  outspread  wings  the  Naiad  Zephyr  courts. 
Or  ruffles  all  the  surface  of  the  lake 
In  striving  from  its  cr3^tal  face  to  take 
Some  diamond  water-<lrops,  and  them  to  treamire 
In  milky  nest,  and  sip  ihem  off  at  leisure. 
But  not  a  moment  can  he  there  insure  ihem. 
Nor  to  such  downy  rest  c^n  he  allure  them ; 
For  down  they  rush  as  though  they  would  be  free. 
And  drop  like  hours  into  eternity. 
Just  like  that  bird  am  I  in  Ices  of  timer, 
Whene'er  1  venture  on  the  stream  of  rhyme ; 
With  shatter'd  boat,  oar  snapt,  and  canvas  rent, 
T  slowly  sail,  scarce  knowing  my  intent ; 
Still  scooping  up  the  water  with  my  fingeA, 
In  which  a  trembling  diamond  never  lingers." 

By  this,  friend  Charles,  you  may  full  plainly  see 
Why  I  have  never  penn'd  a  line  to  thee : 
Because  my  thoughts  were  never  free,  and  clear, 
And  little  fit  to  please  a  classic  ear; 
Because  my  wine  was  of  too  poor  a  savor 
For  one  whose  palate  gladdens  in  the  flavor 
Of  sparkling  Helicon  .• — small  good  it  were 
To  take  him  to  a  desert  rude  and  bare, 
Who  had  on  Bale's  shore  reclined  at  ease, 
While  TasB0*8  page  was  floating  in  a  breese 
That  gave  soft  music  from  Armida*s  bowen, 
Afing^ed  with  fragrance  from  her  rarest  flowers : 
Small  good  to  one  who  had  by  Mulla's  stream 
Fondled  the  maidens  with  the  breasts  of  cream ; 
Who  had  behold  Belphoebe  in  a  brook, 
And  lovely  Una  in  a  leafy  nook, 
And  Archimago  leaning  o*er  his  book : 
Who  had  of  all  that 's  sweet,  tasted,  and  seen. 
From  silv'ry  ripple,,  up  to  beauty's  queen ; 
From  the  sequester'd  haunts  of  gay  Titania, 
To  the  blue  dwelling  of  divine  Urania : 
One,  who,  of  late  had  Ui'en  sweet  forest  walks 
With  him  who  elegantly  chats  and  talks — 
Tlie  wrong'd  Iiberta»-^who  has  told  you  stories 
Of  laurel  chaplets,  and  Apollo's  glories; 
Of  troops  chivalrous  prancing  thmugh  a  city. 
And  tearful  ladies,  made  for  love  and  pity : 
With  mitny  else  which  I  have  never  known. 
Thus  have  I  thought ;  and  days  on  days  have  flown 
Slowly,  or  rapidly — ^unwilling  still 
For  you  to  try  my  dull  unlearned  quill. 
Nor  should  I  now,  but  that  I  *ve  known  you  long ; 
Tliat  you  first  taught  me  all  the  sweeta  ef  song  t 
llie  grand,  the  sweet,  the  terse,  the  free,  the  &e : 
Whit  iweU'd  with  pathos,  and  what  right  divine: 
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Speneerisn  voweli  that  elope  wiih 
And  float  along  like  birds  o'er  summer 
hfiltooian  storms,  and  mote,  Miltooiaa 
Michael  in  arms,  and  more,  meek  £ve1i 

neas.  , 

Who  read  lor  me  the  sonnet  swelling  loudly 
Up  10  its  climax*  and  then  dying  proudly  f 
Who  found  for  me  the  grandeur  of  the  ode. 
Growing,  like  Atlas,  snnonger  from  its  load  ? 
Who  let  me  taste  that  more  than  cordial  drain» 
The  sharps  the  Tapier-pointed  epigram  t 
Show'd  me  that  epic  was  of  all  the  king. 
Round,  vast,  and  spanning  all,  like  Satwn'k  ringt 
Ydu  too  upheld  the  veil  from  Clio's  beauty. 
And  pointed  out  the  patriot's  stem  duty ; 
The  might  of  Alfred,  and  ihejihafl  of  TeU; 
The  hanid  of  Brutus,  that  so  gmndly  fell 
Upon  a  tyrant's  head.    Ah !  had  I  never 
Or  known  your  kindness,  what  mighf  I  faa^ 
What  my  ei\ioymenis  in  my  youthful 
Bereft  of  all  that  now  my  life  endeaia  ? 
And  can  I  e'er  these  benefits  fbiget? 
And  can  I  e'er  repay  the  friendly  debCf 
No,  doubly  no ; — ^yet  should  these 
I  shall  roll  on  the  grass  with  twefbld 
For  I  have  long  time  been  my  fancy 
With  hopes  that  you  would  one  day  think  the 
Of  my  rough  verses  not  an  hour  ndsapent ; 
Should  it  e'er  be  so,  what  a  rich  content ! 
Some  weeks  have  pess'd  since  last  I  saw  the  spues 
In  lucent  Thames  reflected: — warm  deeirea 
To  see  the  sun  o'er-peep  the  eastern  dimness^ 
And  moming-shadoviy  streaking  into  slimnese 
Across  the  lawny  fields,  and  pebbly  water; 
To  mark  the  time  as  they  grow  broad  and  shottsr ; 
To  foel  the  air  that  plays  aboui  the  hills. 
And  sips  its  freshness  fh>m  the  little  rills ; 
To  see  high,  golden  dom  wave  in  the  KghC 
When  Cynthia  smiles  upon  a  somraeKs  raght. 
And  peen  among  the  cloudlets,  jet  and  wMia; 
As  though  she  were  reclining  in  a  bed 
Of  bean-blossoms,  in  heaven  freshly  died. 
No  sooner  had  1  stept  into  these  pleasures, 
Than  1  began  to  think  of  rtiymes  and  measOM*' 
The  air  that  floated  by  me  seem'd  to  ssy 
**  Write !  thou  wilt  never  have  a  better  day." 
And  so  I  did.     When  many  lines  I  'd  written. 
Though  with  their  grace  I  was  not  over-smitlei^ 
Yet,  as  my  hand  was  warm,  I  thought  I'd  better 
Trust  to  my  feelings,  and  write  you  a  letter. 
Such  an  attempt  required  an  inspiration 
Of  a  peculiar  sort, — a  consummation  ;— 
Which,  had  I  felt,  these  scribUings  might  have 
Verses  from  which  the  soul  would  never  wean 
But  many  days  have  past  since  last  my  heait 
Was  warm'd  luxuriously  by  divine  Moiart^ 
By  Ame  delighted,  or  l^  Handel  madden'ds 
Or  by  the  song  of  £rin  pierced  and  sadden'd : 
What  time  you  were  before  the  music  sittingt 
And  the  rich  notes  to  each  sensation  fitting. 
Since  1  have  walk'd  with  you  through  shady 
That  freshly  terminate  in  open  plains^ 
And  revell'd  in  a  chat  that  ceased  nol^ 
When,  at  nigfat-fidl,  among  your  boeki  we  gM 
No,  nor  when  supper  came,  nor  dief  thalr* 
Nor  when  reluctantly  I  took  my  hit; 
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No,  nor  till  cordially  you  shonk  my  hand 
Midway  between  oiir  home* .— ^your  acceiUi  bland 
Still  MMinded  in  my  ean,  when  1  no  more 
Could  hear  your  fbuistepe  touch  the  gravelly  flo6r. 
Someiimea  I  lost  them,  and  then  found  again ; 
You  changed  the  foot-path  for  the  gnuey  plain. 
In  those  stiU  moments  1  have  wiah'd  you  joys 
That  well  you  know  lo  honor : — •'  Life's  very  toys 
With  him,'*  saia  I.  **wi)t  lake  a  pleasant  charm; 
It  cannot  be  that  aught  will  work  him  harm." 
These  thoughts  now  cume  o'er  me  with  all  their 

might  ^— 
Again  I  shake  your  hand, — frienJ  Charles,  good-night. 

September,  1816. 


I^TANZAS. 

In  a  drear-nighted  December, 
Too  happy,  happy  tree. 
Thy  branchea  ne'er  ram«mb«r 
Their  green  felicity : 
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The  north  camiot  undo  them. 
With  a  sloety  whistle  thnnigh  them ; 
.Mor  froKen  thawings  glue  them 
From  budding  at  (he  prime. 

Ip  a  drear>nighted  December, 
1W  happy,  hapjiy  brook,' 
Thy  bubbiiiigs  fie'er  remember 
A}M>llo'8  summer  look; 
But  with  a  sweet  forgetting, 
They  stay  their  crystal  fretting, 
Never,  never  pelting 
About  llie  iroxen  time. 

Ah!  would  'twere  so  with  many 
A  gentle  girl  and  boy  .' 
But  were  ihcre  ever  any 
Wrillied  not  at  (xissed  joy  ? 
To  know  the  cliange  and  feel  it. 
When  there  is  none  to  heal  it. 
Nor  numbed  sense  to  ste.il  it, 
Was  neve/  said  in  rhyme. 
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THE  END. 
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UARSHAIL'S  LIFE  OF  WASHINGTON,  8  toU.,  8to.,  compiled  under 

the  inspection  of  the  Bbnorable  Bushrod  Washington,  from  original  papers 

bequeathed  to  him  by  his  deceased  relative,  with  steel  portrait  and  ten 

maps. 
GOLDSMITH'S  WORKS,  with  an  account  of  his  Life  and  Writings; 

edited  by  Washington  Irving,  1  vol.,  8yo.,  with  steel  portrait. 
SCOTTS  POETICAL  WORKS,  1  toL,  8to.,  with  a  sketch  qf  his  Life,- 

by  J.  W«  Lake,  with  steel  portrait. 
MOORE'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  1   vol,  8to.,  including  his  Melodies, 

Ballads,  etc.,  with  steel  portrait. 
BURNS'S  WORKS,  1  vol.,  8vo.,  with  an  account  of  his  Life,  and  Criticism 

on  his  Writings:  by  James  Currie,  M.  D.    Including  additional  Poems, 

extracted  from  the  late  edition  edited  by  Allan  Cunningham,  with  steel 

portrait,  and  vignette. 
COLERIDGE,  SHELLEY  &  KEATSnS  POETICAL  WORKS,  1  vol., 

8vo.,  with  portrait 
COLERIDGE'S  POETICAL  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  WORKS,  1  vol., 

8vo.,  with  portrait. 
HOWITT,  MILLMAN  &  KEATS'S  POETICAL  WORKS,  1  vol.,  8vo., 

with  portrait. 
SHELLEY'S  COMPLETE  WORKS,  1  vol.^  8vo.    The  Poetical  Works 

of  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley,  edited  by  Mrs.  Shelley,  from  the  last  London 

edition;  containing  many  Pieces  not  before  published:  with  a  portrait  of 

Shelley,  and  vignette,  on  steel. 
MISS  MITFORD'S  COMPLETE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse,  viz:  Our 

Village,  Belfbrd   Regis,  Country  Stories,  Finden's  Tableaux,  Foscari, 

Julian,  Rienzi,  Charles  the  First,  1  vol.,  8vo. 
MRS.  OPIE'S  COMPLETE  WORKS,  8  vols.,  super  royal,  containing  many 

pieces  never  published  in  any  former  edition. 
RUSH  ON  THE  VOICE.— The  Philosophy  of  the  Human  Voice:   em- 

bracinff  its  Physiological  History;  together  with  a  System  of  Principles 

by  which  Criticism  in  the  Art  of  Elocution  may  be  rendered  intelligible, 

and  instruction  definite  and  comprehensive.    To  which  is  added  a  brief 

Analysis  of  Song  and  Recitative.    By  James  Rush,  M.  D.    Third  edition, 

enlaraed*    1  vol.,  8vo. 
HISTORY  OF  WYOMING,  in  a  Series  of  Letters  from  Charles  Miner,  to 

his  son,  William  Penn  Miner,  Esq.,  1  vol.,  8vo. 
CANNING'S  SELECT  SPEECHES,  with  an  Appendix.    Edited  by  Robert 

Walsh,  1  vol.,  8vo. 
SPECTATOR,  complete  in  6  and  12  vols.,  18mo.,  with  Sketches  of  thf» 

Lives  of  the  Author& 


DON  QUIXOTE,  in  2  and  4  vok.,  translated  from  the  original  Spanbfa  of 

Miguel  de  Cervantes  Saavednit  by  Charles  Jarvis,  Esq. 
CAMPBELL'S  POEMS,  including  Theodric,  and  many  other  pieces  not 

contained  in  any  £>nner  edition,  12oio. 
HOMER'S  ODYSSEY,  translated  by  Alexander  Pope,  new  editicoi,  2  yob.» 

82mo. 
FARMER'S  LAND  MEASURER,  or  Pocket  Companion;   showing,  at 

one  view,  the  coalSBt  of  any  pieoe  of  land,  from  dimensions  fallen  in 

yards;   with  a  set  of  useful  Agricultural  Tables.    By  James  Pedder, 

editor  of  the  Farmer's  Cabinet,  1  vol.,  l8no. 


SCHOOL  BOOKS. 

LIFE  OF  WASHINGTON,  written  for  the  use  of  Schools,  by  John  Mar- 

shall,  late  Chief  Justice  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States,  12nio. 
PENNSYLVANIA  BIOGRAPHY,  for  Schools:  containing  the  lAv»  of 

Celebrated  Pennsy Iranians,  12mo. 
HUGHS'S  EXPOSITOR ;  containing  Tables  of  Wprds,  from  one  to  seven 

Syllables  inclusive; — accented,  explained,  and  divided  according  to  the 

most  approved  method  of  Pronunciation.     To  which  are  added  many 

other  Tables:  the  whole  corrected  and  enlarged* 
FROST'S  FRENCH  READER,  consisting  of  Selections  from  Classical 

French  Writers.  v 

LADREYT'S  NEW  SYSTEM  OF  FRENCH  PRONUNCIATION.— 

A  New  Practical  System  for  Teaching  and  Learning  the  French  Pronnn- 

ciation,  in    Seven    Lessons;     illustrated  and    supported  by  numerous 

examples  from  the  best  French  Poets;  by  C.  Ladroyt. 
PRIMARY  BOOK,  No.  1,  or  Gradations  in  Spelling  and  Reading,  from 

the  Alphabet  to  three  Syllables. 
PENNSYLVANIA  SPELLING  BOOK,  No.  2. 
PHILADELPHIA  PRIMER. 


ARITHMETICAL  TABLE  CARDS,  used  in  the  Public  Schools. 

JVTEiyiliE  BOOKS. 

BERQUIN'9    FIRE   SIDE   BOOK,  translated  from  the  French;   with 

numerous  cuts. 
BERQUIN'S  CHILDREN'S  COMPANION,  translated  from  the  French; 

with  numerous  cuts. 
BERQUIN'S  STUDY  OF  NATURE,  translated  from  tlie  French;   with 

numerous  cuts. 
BERQUIN'S  VILLAGE  STORIES,  translated  from  the  French;  with 

numerous  cuts. 
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THE  DIAMOND,  a  Present  for  Young  People. 
RAMBLE'S  VISIT  TO  THE  GRAND  MENAGERIE. 

BIRDS  OF  THE  AIR. 

BOOK  OF  FISHES. 

SERGEANT  BELL  AND  HIS  RAREE  SHOW. 
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